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DEDICATION. 


TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRB. 

MT UOWLJ} DUKE, 

It has oflen happened to me in my sea-side rambles to behold the 
name of some Illustrious Personage gracing a crad of very humble 
pretensions. Such an inscription, doubtless exalts the vessel in the 
eyes of its owner ; for instance, the master of the William the Fourth 
must feel something of the conscious dignity of a Prime Minister, 
when he takes the hehn in his hand to guide his Sovereign through 
his watery empire. 

Sometimes the name on the stem of the vessel is a memorial of 
past kindness and condescension on the part of the noble God&ther 
or Godmother; and then, far as the wind may urge, or the waves 
compd the littie bark, a senoment o£ respect, gratitude, and attacli- 
ment goes along with it. In perpetuating these feelings, a fishing- 
boat may beecmie a pleasure-boat to its proprietor. 

In this Sfurit I prefix your Grace's name to this Work, the first I 
launch of its kind; and whether it be feted to live at sea, or to rot on 
shore, it wiH bear witness that I have the honour to be, . 

My Lord Duke, 
' Your Grace's 
Much obliged and devoted Servant, 

THOMAS BOOD. 

Lake Bouae, Wanitead, 
OciotMraotli,18N. 


INTRODUCTION. 


I WA8 ntthig snugly in m^ Mnctonim, with Hie remains of a bottle of 
port wine before me, wherewith, acoording to custom, I had dismissed a 
new work from the stocks, when, after a preliminai^ tap at the door, two 
strangers presented themseWes, and with much bowmg and many invita*- 
tions were induced to take chairs on either side of the table. I saw them 
iadtviduaUy glance at the shallow pool of purple that occupied the bottom 
of the decanter ; and, with my usual sense of the duties of hospitali^, 
before they had done hemming and clearing tiieif throats preparatory to 
declaring the porooit of their visit, a fresh magnum was glowing through 
tlie ciystaL Whust they were enjoying and commending the raciness 
of a celebrated vintage, 1 took the opportunity of scrutinizing my guests: 
and certaialv no two human being* could present more essential dii« 
ferencee botn in face and figure. One was tall and thin, with a pre> 
posterously long bodr and a lugubrious oale face; whereas the other 
was short and puncoy, with a round, snimng, chubb;|f, ruddy, coui>- 
tenance, that did not seem to have kept pace with his ag& but had 
lemained a boy's head on a man's shoulders. He spoke smartly, with a 
biisk, merry voice, occasionally breaking into a joyous chuckle, without 
any i^parent cause but the mere exuberance of animal spirits. His com- 
panion, on the contrary, had a slow, deep, melancholy drawl, with a touch 
of the conventicle twang in it, and he indulged in periodical suspirations 
as regularly recurring as the pattern of an area-ruling, ten breathmes and 
then a sigh, ten more and another sigh, and so on. I could hard^ help 
eompaiing myself, with all due modesty as to talents, to Garrick bc^een 
Tragedy a|id Comedy, in the celebrated picture by Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
One pe^iliarity forcibly struck my notice $ at eveiy sip of his wine the little 
feUow's eyes brightened and twmkled with greater glee, till every instant 
I expected he would break out into some lusty caxol : whilst the otner took 
oreat gulps, and at eveiy drau&ht became more dull and dismal ; as if he 
nad been swaUowinff so much mtch-water. Eveiy inch of his face seiiBmed 
to take an ell, and his voice became proportionately doleful, till at last it 
fiuriy tolled like a passin&bdL Botn seemed to feel some awkwardness 
al hioacfainff the subieot S their visit ; and, after sundry significant nods 
aod winks bad been bandied to and fro between &em, I made bold to in- 
quire their names, and to what circumstance I was indebted for the honom: 
m their company. « 

" My fiiend, Mr. Maurice^" said the little man, *']s the reader at Messrs. 
Stnkeiey's printina^ffice." 

" And my friend, Mr. CoDis," said the tall man, " is the reader at Messrs. 
Bmnetrs." 

^ As such, Si^" said the Grig, with a grin, ''it was my pleastnt duty to 
read, revise, ana correct the proof sheets of the first two volumes of your 
mirth-piovoking novel,^0 lord!" — and throwing himself back in ius 
chair, ne lauded till the tears ran down his cheeks, as if at the remem- 
biance of some veiy funny passa^ 

''And in a similar capaoty," said the grave Maurice, *' I had the plea- 
sure (a sigh) of reading Ihie third volume^ and, without flattery, I enjoyed 
it as much as ever I didanything in my life." 

The doleful look that accompanied uns assurance, rendered the compli- 
ment rather equivocal; however I howed right and left, preserving my 
gravity as wett as I codd, wluch was a little disconcerted by the extreme 
contnurt of the two personages that alternately saluted me. The only 
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r»mt they had in commoa was a reliah for the wiae : they evidently thov^t 
good, and kept pulling proofs of it with the perseverance of pressmen ; 
hut the long face onljr erew still gloomier, whilst the short one, in quirks 
and cranks and wa^£ working began to emulate that of Tim Bobbin. 
He was pleased to mform me, with a physiognomy which could only have 
been appropriate! j^ framed in a horse-collar, "that he had onoe read a 
serious poem of mine with great gratification, and he must regret I now 
did so httle in that line ;" which drew from the sad one a dreary aentenoe 
in favour of a certain ''jocose effusion," coupled with a sort of lament that 
I now drew as little from my jocular vein as my jugular. Of oourse I 
bowed again, albeit not a little surprised at such objections ; and, alter 
another glass, we came to business. I was given to understand tlut ao> 
cording to the general, custom of printing-offices, ray present work had 
undergone^ not a retrospective review, but a prospective one, before thA 
sheets were gathered for the binder, and Messrs. Maurice and CoIli« weM 
the organs of their respective fraternities, charged to convey to me ths 
strictures wfaich the precocious critics of their several coteries had thou^t 
proper to pass upon my novel. Accustomed as I had been, when Editor 
of a Masazme, to receive and listen to comments from such quarlera on 
the articles of my contributors, I felt less surprise than anoUier autfbor 
might have done at such an intimation, and, like Sir Fretful Piaaiary^ I 
expressed my perfect readiness to listen to their candid opinions. Of course 
I expected |to find a sharp flavour in some of their remarks ; even as Dr« 
Batcniner, in a recipe for punch, now before me, actuaily recommends as 
the best acid, a due proportion of ^ critic,'* a word he doubti«Mly coasi 
dered equivalent to citnc, or quintesisence of lemoo : so I suoBMined op 
myphilosophy accordingly. 

Tne Momus be^an ; and I confess, to my astonislinient, his main ob* 
jection to niy novel insinuated a dearth of the pathetie. 

<* Not," he said, *' but there is abundance of bloodshed and shedding of 
tears : if I recollect rightly, the second volume alone contninw a divorcei 
arson, burslaiy, and suicHie. But what of that 1 Excuse me, Sii^ far 
saying so, but we know your tricks. We are not such fiiols as to snivel 
when all the while you are grinning at us in vour sleeve^" 

'* Well, you amaas me. Sir," said I, involuatariiy lifUng up my handa ; 
*' it was my own impression that, on the whole, my novel was too sombre^** 

"Excuse me,'' answered the Droll, "yoawere never more miiitaktn. 
There are thWs that misht be pathetic from other pens — but we know 
you of old. E^n your honors dont take us in, — show us » ck>t of eo- 
affulated blood, and we tip one another the wink, and say 'ettrrant jeUy*' 
f^r instance, there is the murder of Belmour, Higgs tittmd ail the linie 
he was setting it up ; and, for mj own part, when (be proof came before 
me at dinner-time, I confess I fairly choked in my pint oif stouL" 

" And I wish you had !" I exclaiined, testily, nettled beyond |N4ieBce 
at such a reception of my pet catastrophe. *' But that 's the war wHh yo« 
would-be critics : they are as absurd, as Dr. Johnson in his oefinitioii of 
wit It traces resemblances, says he, and judgment detects difiereneee; 
as if, forsooth, the same faculty that perceived the likeness of a man to a 
monkey, did not involve the ability of distinguishing a horse from a hag. 
So, if a man be alive to the ludicrous^ by your lop-sided theory bo oon 
have no sympathy with the pathetic : because he is eometimea in jeet, you 
wiU never allow him to be serious. I do venly believe, if I were to pufauah 
the elegy I wrote on my youngest boy, who was taken from me by scarlet 
fever last June, you would be hunting for jokes in the lamentatioa of A be* 
reaved fa&er, and lookmg for puns m it." 

"To be sure. Sir," answered the Risible, with a broad griik << I oorrect 
the Comic But to fotum to the novel.-- There's the interview of Lmmh 
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with her lorer, after taking the veil ; I thouo^ht it the fanniett thing f had 
ever read ! I did, Sir, upon my life. But I did n't stand alone, tro wbftle 
office roared at it — roared, Sir," — and the villain gave me a fresh sample 
of his own powers by *' laughing consamedly." 

" I assure you, Sir,** said the Lusubrious, hastening to interpose, " we 
think very differently at Messrs. Stuaeley's. To our tastes, and to my own 
eepecially, your three volumes are too exclusively g|looiiiv and depressing. 
Tne compositors compared it to newspaper work ; nothmg but Shocking 
Accidents, Afflicting Events, and Lamentable Occurrences. It wants re- 
lief — an occasional humorous sketch: if there were but a single chapter 
that one could smile over — but it is all wretched and miserable from title 
to finis." 

I was going to reply, but the Democritus forestalled me. ''Ha! ha! ha! 
ha ! ho I ho ! ho !" he shouted ; " Maurice^ my boy, you should have read 
the parting of Isabella and Theodore^ when he was banished !" and again 
hb '^ lungs crowed like chanticleer.'* 

Was Uiere ever such a provokins scoundrel ? I longed to make him 
lauffh on the wrong side of his mepu; but I subdued the rising passion, 
andaddressed him with what I considered to be coolness. *' Tastes difler," 
I said, ** and I cannot answer for the vagaries it may choose to take with 
eertun individuals. For instance, 1^," (and I gave him a nod, as much 
as to say, You may take it to yourself,) *' Nero fiddled whilst Rome was 
burning ; and there may be mental palates so depraved as to find a mirthful 
relish even in the heart-rendinv of a poor female, divorced for ever from the 
object of her afl^tions. As for the mcident that made you so meny. Sir, 
I can only say, that my own family, and they ought to know me best, so 
little suspected me of any underhand mockery, that they bestowed their 
own tears on the misery of Isabella. I will not swear that I did not turn 
a tittle womanish myself at hearing the chapter in question impressively 
read aloud by the touching voice of my wife." 

*^ And Pluto as I am m general," said the HeracUtus with a pavior's 
n^ "I will not deny that it drew iron tears down my cheek, when my 
wilb in tibe same manner read aloud the disasters of the poor unfortunate 
Pedrillo, and his tenror when detained by the banditti" 

^ What, ciy at that!" ejaculated the Laugher, and he burst into a fiwah 
peal, which for the first time I forgave him, as the distresses of Pedrillo 
were intended to be of a ludicrous character ; but I quickly revoked my 
p«don, when the fellow added, " that it was as comical as anytlung in tfaie 
Dook. the deathbed of Oaspar always excepted." 

** Ay, now you are jokins, Collis," said toe Sepulchral, "the exit of the 
robber is undeniably horribfe, and so is the poisoning of Sancho— beyond 
anvtlung in the ranee of fiction." 

I stared altematefy at the speakers, for the said poisoning was merely 
imaanaiy, like that of Justice Frogmore in Humpnrey Clinker. I could 
harcBy persuade myself but that m pair of Readers had planted them* 
■cives upon me to enjoy a concerted jest at my expense, except that it 
would have been an oTOnsive liberty of the first magnitude. However I 
resolved to turn the tables, and as they had given me some annoyance, I 
determiaed to retaliate. I was meditating on the means, when aflar an 
important hem, with a tone peculiarly solemB, the grave Maurice brou^t 
forward an objection, to which be gave all the wei^t he could by the spe- 
eific ^vity of his countenance. 

^ "ft IS an ungrateful office," he said, '* but as the representative of a class 
distmgnished as the decidedly serious, I am called upon to notice with re- 
prehension the great freedoms you take with a body of men, who might be 
called in justice, as they are in derision, the Saints. It has the censure of 
the whole office, -^ yes, Sir, dowm to the very devils." 
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The ludicrous MsociatioD cooTeyed b^ the last part of the sentence 
made me join in an involuntary chorus with the Jovial ; but my constitu- 
tional antipathy to cant and canters soon roused my spleen, and left no 
more hilanty in my laugh than in a hyena's. " If you mean the picture of 
Brother Pius," said I, '[^t is but a rough sketch, a mere outline, to the 
finished coloured portrait I mean some day to draw of a hypocritical, cant- 
ins, trading, time-serving knave, — one who makes his Ledger bis Bibl& 
and the latter his Waste-book ; a Iving, cogsinje. Maw-worm, that vrill 
commit strictly pious frauds, and cheat to a cfocidiedly serious amount. I 
know the breed well ; they are vile birds of prey, not mounting upwards 
like the sweet lark to carol at heaven's gate, but that they may make a 
stoop the better upon earth and its carrion." 

The dismal one turned up his eyes till I saw nothing but the whites — an 
action which produced a fresh buist of merriment from his opposite nei^ 
hour; but it was a sound of which I began to get weary, and 1 resolveoif 
possible to rid myself of my guests. I drew my self up stiffly before I spoke. 

" After all, gentlemen, is there not somethmg in this of the Souter out of 
Selkirk, or the cobbler beyond bis last ? To my humble apprehension 
your province is to correct the press, not the Auth<N: ; and I am compelled 
to say, that the numerous mistakes and literal erron that have been al- 
lowed to pass in my woric, hint a laxity in your peculiar duties, which is 



weal. Do you suppose that Auld Rob Morris, ' the wale of auld men,' 
was a great lubberly Leviathan, living in a valley, with oxen and sheep of 
his own ?" 

'' Very cood, Sir, very good," said the Momus, as soon as he could arti* 
culate for laughing. '* But authora may thank their own crabbed scrawls 
for the errors. Your own, for instance. Higgs kept samples of it, and 
has bound them up like a book of autographs ; and certainly the collection 
presents as much variety as if all writers since Cadmus had lent a band to 
It Sometimes it is a little close nigele, as if you studied economy in sta- 
tionaiy ; at other times we receive oouncing round text, as if you were 
amanuensis to Gog and Magog. To-day the lines go as straight and stea- 
dily as if you were writing a prize essay for the Temperance Society ; to- 
morrow they go reeling up and down as if your pen had dipped into a 
brandy bottle by mistake for the inkstand. Occasionally, when you are 
lazy, you favour us with abbreviations, and we hare to study a new system 
of short-lmnd ; and now and then you teaze us with a set of mere niero- 
glyphics, that perauade us you have been writing in your sleeu. In short, 
we Know all your moods, Sir. — when you are drowsy, and when you are 
lazy, when you are half drunk or whole drunk ; when you are dissatisfied, 
and when you are up in your stirrups, and do n*t think small beer of your- 
self — that 's when your d's and g's and y's flourish their tails. We know 
all your weathera, Sir, and keep them regularly recorded, day after day, 
like a meteorological register." 

** The deuce you do !" I exclaimed. " Then Messn. Burnetts have no 
more of my printing, that 's all," ~but as I started up to ring the bell, in 
order that the intruding gei^lemen might be shown out, I found ^ myself 
broad awake, and alone, in my sanctorum, with the relic of port wine still 
unconsumed before me. I had been merely dreaming : but the perversity 
€>f the two visionary Readers haunted me long afterwards, and even at 
this moment I have some misgiviiigs, whether the following pages may not 
be fated to meet with some raal CoUises and Maurices in the worldi who 
will not peruse, 

" In the same spirit that the Author writ.** 


TYLNEY HALL. 


CHAPTER I. 

" An old cloak makes a new jerkin; a withered serving-man a fresh tapster." 

McRRr Wives or Windsor. 

On the skirts of the extensive forest of H there stood, perhaps still 

stands, a httle inn or house of entertainment, which by its sequestered 
situation seenaed destined for the occupation of that anomalous character, 
a publican of retired habits. Its locality, indeed, promised little more 
custom than the site of that celebrated tavern on Muck slush Heath, in 
Colman^s comedy. On one side the eye wandered over a wide barren 
level, clothed and variegated only by grass dwindled into moss, and trees 
stunted into shrubs. This bleak waste was known by the significant name 
of the Flats. On the other side stretched an immense park, behind an 
ansle of which lay perdue a small village, the main prop and stay of Heady 
anaCo.'8 entire, as retailed from the tap of this sequestered Diamond of the 
Desert Over a side door, leading to a diminutive yard, appeared a notifi* 
cation of good entertainment for man and horse, with a hint of a neat post 
chaise, whose post was almost a sinecure ; for though Jonas kept a pair of 
horses for hire, they were seldom lei out, except to grass. By way of sign, 
three Chinese pigs*with-lon^ ears would have puzzled a zoologist, but for 
the superscription of " the Kabbits;" while a writing underneath informed 
the reader that there was an ordinary every day at one, although historically 
such a circumstance was extraordinary ; and an addendum expressed, that 
this establishment was kept by — for it did not keep — one Jonas Hanway, 
late coachman to Sir Theodore Bowles. Honest Jonas had lived so steadily 
and soberly all his life, that he could afford to take up the trade of ma3i.ing 
others unsteady and unsober ; however, in obedience to his natural bent, 
he took the most retired public house he could find ; and instead of" a fine 
stroke of business in a desirable low hard-drinking neighbourhood," accord- 
ing to advertisement, was the proprietor of the snug genteel concern of the 
Rabbits, doin^ no butts a week. The title of the house was derivejl from 
the neighbounng warrens, and might have induced a belief that it num- 
bered a few poachers among its customers ; but the house, on the contrary, 
was a well-ordered one, at which even the modem Temperance Societies 
might liave held their anniversaries. Its chief visiters, indeed, were a set 
of village tradesmen, who spent their one sixpence or one shilling per night 
with a punctual regularity, most of them being members of a threepenny 
whist club,* which held its sittings three times a week. By help of this, and 
a very little chance custom, Jonas contrived to keep in good credit with 
his brewer and distiller, and to carry on a concern, which, though it yearly 
swallowed up his small annuity in the funds, was so much to his liking, 
that he would not have taken a hundred pounds for the goodwill. 3red up 
from boyhood in a sedate, early rising, church-going family, he made a 
point of emptying his tap- room — when it was not empty of its own accord — 
at the hour of eleven ; and on Sundays he was rigid in shutting up divinely; 
by which phrase he meant that he closed his doors during divine jervice. 
6—8 
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In short, he drove his house as discreetl}[, as soberly, and as steadily, as 
he had done the old family vehicle with Sir Theodore Bowles and the gout 
in its inside. His chief delight was in readips tlie newspaper, and espe- 
cially the parliamentary debates j though, tiir.the hour of his death, nts 
parlour guests could never decide whether he was Whig or Tory, but each 
secretly believed that Jonas inclined to his own particular sidel This 
seeming impartiality procured him the honourable situation of umpire to 
the whist club, till, having given contrary opinions on every point of the 
game, the players at last preferred to refer their disputed cases to the 
summary arbitration of "heads or tails,'* for at that time there was no 
Despatch or Bell's Life in London, to inform correspondents, *' whether if 
A. held the ace of hearts, B. was entitled to play the deuce of diamdnds to 
C.'s nine of spades, which had fallen to D.'s ten of clubs, — A. being a 
manied man and the rest all bachelors." 

So much for Jonas. Fortune seemed to have cast his lot amiss ; as the 
world goes he made but a sorry sort of publican, but he would have made 
an excellent parish clerk. Mrs. Hanway, on the contrary, as an Irishman 
would say, seemed bom a landlady ; and the very worst of her faults, when 
tried at the bar, appeared of advantage to her character. Technically 
speaking, her temper was a little jnichedf but its tartness proved of essen- 
tial service to a mistross who had commonly to control a termagant cook 
and an obstreperous pot-boy. Besides, the temper of her husband, which 
was really drawn a little too mild, acted admirably as a counterpoise, or, 
as he used to express it himself, they made excellent '* half and half." 
Her other failing, for she had but a pair, '* leaned to virtue's side," and 
may bo mentioned without malice. In her single days she had lived in the 
now almost obsolete situation of still-room woman to Lady Bowles, from 
whom she had imbibed a benevolent curiosity into the ailments of the poor, 
with an invincible desire to exhibit, as the faculty call it, her drugs and 
simples. In her zeal, however, to administer to all the ** ills that flesh is 
heir to," she scarcely paid due respect to the proverb of " let well alone," 
but seemed to think, with certain politicians, that constitutions are good 
for nothing but to be mended. No soup-committee ever distributed their 
decoctions to the poor with more liberality than Mrs. Hanway: heir still 
was literally never still, but day and night dripped teas and tinctures from 
herbs and drugs, whose virtues were estimated in exact proportion to their 
nauseousncss. Some few patients she had, who took her prescriptions for 
love, and the impaticnts she conciliated by a presentation glass of Geneva. 
Many were the hale invalids, and the Temperance Society may publish the 
^act to \he\% discredit, who consented to take her doses for the f;ake of her 
irams. Unfortunately her medical practice, though it brought customers 
.0 the bar, was the cause of banishing one or two who could be ill sparud 
rom the tap-room and parlour. Even thus, for instance, was the Rabbits 
deprived of the steady Saturday patronage of master Gregory the head 
constable, through a few drops'of somethmg very wholesome, which she 
had volunteered into his periodical glass of grog. The zealous functionary 
in the discharge of his duty on a certain night, had, by great vigilance, 
succeeded in catching a cold instead of apprehending a shcep-tfealer, and 
an awful wheeziness was the consequence ; but let a constable be ever so 
wheezy, he may reasonably object to such a constable's miscellany as nun 
and water and squills. 
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CHAPTER II. 

*' or such it may be tald, that they do not play at cards, but only p.ay at playing ai 
Iham." 

Mrs. Batti.x*8 Opimoiis or Whist. 

In the weather colamn of Moore's Almanac for the year of our Lord 17-», 
and exactly opposite to the date of Friday the 19th of November, a state of 
atmosphere was predicted unusually genial and serene. Accordingly, on 
Che momins of the 19th, the wind be^an to blow with a violence unparal- 
leled for half a century, accompanied by occasional showers of hailstones, 
of a maci^itude so unexampled, that several natural philosophers took the 
pains of measuring and publishing their dimensions. As the gale set in 
Rom the south-west, the Rabbits had the full benefit of its force, the air 
not being.at all composed in those Flats which lay in front of that desolate 
house of call. On the evenin^of that day, the same five faces were in the 
parlour as if they had never I«t it since tne preceding club- night ; and the 
usual members of the lower bouse were vehemently puffing in selMefence 
against a chimney which asserted the same privilege of smoking in a com- 
mon tap-room. Mrs. Hanway was in her bar, inwardly lamenting that she 
could prescribe no home-made soothing syrup for nature in convulsions ; 
while Jonas wandered from room to room, listening to one of the signs of 
the times taking its full swing of the tempest, till me emblematical rabbits 
•eemed lo squeal as shrilly as pigs^n a high wind. Exactly as the clock 
atnick eight, Mr. Tablet, the president of the whist-club, proposed to make 
• rubber : he was a gray-heaaed, weather-beaten man, with short legs and 
« tali body, which, in speaking, he swayed backwards and forwards with a 
mechanical motion, which hinted that though now a master mason, he had 
formerly sat in a sentry-box and played at see-saw with a block of marble. 
Catching up the solitary pack of cards, and giving them a clumsy shuffle, 
«nd looking round the room, he addressed the members of his board of 
green cloth with — 

" Gentlemen, is any of you agreeable ?'' 

**• For my parts, as nobody else speiELks," said a fat man with a thin voice, 
''IVe no objections in life to take a hand, provided I'm wanted to make a 
fourth." 

'' That's two, then," said Tablet, " for in course, as president, I sets the 
first rubber a-going. How say you, Mr. Hands ?" 
^ "Why you know," said Mr. EDuids, ''I seldom or never play, as ever 
since my fit I 've impaired my memory, and am apt to revoke." 

Mr. Benson and Mr. Walden were severally appealed to, as the forlorn 
hope of the rubber, when Mr. Benson *' was peifectly agreeable to anything, 
and to any pints they liked," as was also Mr. Walden, the last man of the 
pack — but on the impracticable condition, that they should be excused cut- 
ting in till after the first two rubbers or so had been played out 

''Such being the case," said the president, " I have nothing lefl for me^ 
Co say,, except hie jacet ;" and with these professional words, ne depositedf 
the pack like a miniature monument on the green baize. 

After the foregoing ceremony, which, by the way, occurred with little 
variation of request or apoJogy mree times per week, this ghost of a whist- 
club subsided into a mere Words worthian ''party in a parlour;" till at 
length a member volunteered a song, if such a phrase may be applied to a 
flong which had served in the line for several years pajat. Those who have 
Men a small thread of table beer, with a natural shake of its own, ieauio«( 
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ont of a nine-gallon cask, may form an idea of the slender, warble that 
transpired from the fat man with a thin voice, in honour of the ''Maid of the 
Wailey." Strange to say, weak as it was, it was vehemently encored, as it 
the auaitors act^ on the principle of the good man in the Scottish son^ 

<* fljne irher typp«nny chance to be sma' 
We Ml tak a good scuur o H and can it awa." 

Bot the dwellers in cities accustomed to Ma^azins de Nouveaut^s, and 
The&trei* de Vari^t^s, have little conception of die monotonous routine in 
which provincial regulars and orderlies find, not merely content, but enjoys 
ment. 

The da capo had just reached the second line of the second yerse, when 
the air without, proving stronger than the air within, burst open the dilapi- 
dated casement, and a gust of wind came in, which blew out the singer's 
voice like a rush-light * Immediately, by favour of the opening, they dia- 
tinguislied a voice calling lustily for help ; in a few seconds a summons was 
repeated at the front door, which was speedily opened, and a stran|er en- 
tered who seemed to be on such bad terms with the lijghts, that they all went 
out as he came in, and it was not till he had made his way to the fire in tlie 
tap-room, that his features could be recognized. 

'' As I live by bread," ejaculated the landlord, '' it 's unlucky Joe.** 

Joseph Spiller, the unfortunate postilion thus referred to, was a living eX 
ample of that cross-grained fate, which attends upon certain devoted indivi- 
duals through life. Bom under an evil star, probably a fnllins one, he had 
been oflener thrown from the saddle, or pitched from the bar, than any post* 
bo^ of his standing, or rather sittinff.% He was literally a marked man in a 
Stricter sense than the term generally implies, for the bridge of his ttoaa was 
broken, he had lost one eye, with the whole of his front teeth, and had a 
limp in his lefl leg— -personal deodands levied against him fVom mishapa 
purely accidental. He had been^a careful driver, aDd a sober, but some- 
times the commissioners of roads lefl stumbling-blocks in his path, some- 
times he was the victim of inexperienced or inebriated charioteers who drove 
against him ; and above all he had the luck of being associated with more 
stumblers, kickers, shyers, and other four-legged vices,' than any boy of his 
school. He had had as many horses killed under him as Prince Eugene, 
and more runaways than the driver of the last stage to Gretna -green. Ren- 
dered superstitious at last, by such a succession of mishaps, poor Joe had 
become something of a fatalist ; he gave up inspecting the tiarness, or look- 
ing at the linchpins, and was never particularly ready to pull up his horse's 
head in case of a stumble. " It was all one," he safd, **as to now a horse 
was held in hand if he was rid by a hunfortunate fellow that was homed on 
a Friday." Want of care thus coalescing with want of tuck, an increased 
number of casualties obtained for Joe the unenviable name of* unliicky," 
by which Hanway described him. 

** In the name of mercy, — Joe," said the host, taking an upset for grant- 
ed, ** in the name of mercy, Joe, who 's hurt ?" 

" He 's as dead as a stiibnail by this time," whimpered Joe. 

"Heaven forbid," said the landlord ; "1)ut there 's nd time to be lost." 

*' Such being the case we must have a shutter — there 's one blown off the 
hinges in the club-room," suggested the president of the packmen. 

** Lord love you," said Joe, " he don't want no shutter — the knacker's 
drag is all he requires now, poor thing." 

"Thank goodness, it's a horse, then," said Mrs. Hanway, "and not a 
human being." 

" To be sure it is," answered Joe, " but that 's like my luck ; never a one 
else but me would have had a job across the Flats, and on such a night; 
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•WMtfUHPtgowvoiig if they wctald,nd with broad dfty*)igiilttfhd»*in: 
i/ut ftfr my part I can go offthe road in the daik.** 
** But the borae?'^ inquired Jonas. 

"CholKed with hia collar long oforo I could dextricata Mother, and with 
ACbody inside by way of helps, only a very young youth and an old one, 
and him a scraping his shoes at death's door, and as yeUow M^my silk jacket ; 
b«€ fliat »s ray kick.»' 

"Well, there's a Providence, even in posting," ezdaimed Mrs. Han- 
way, casting a side glance at her jalaps and cordials. " Poor gentleman, a 
kver eomplainV no doubt ; Jrat a strong cup of cammnile tea of a oMr^ 
aing.»'— 

** A stiffglass of suDimut overnight is mora like to do him good," answer* 
ed Joe, with a mechanical movement towards the bar. 

*< And the poor dear child ?" in<)uired the considerate Mrs. Hanway, fill- 
ing out a glass of pennyroyal, which the poetilion bolted without hesitation. 
"I thought," said he, making a face, ^ that it was a go of thunder and 
Ughtninjg ; but that 's my luck." 

At this juncture honest Jonas returned from thestable-vard, and inquired 
as to the tocality of the travellers, who, in the mean time, by virtue of a tem- 
poranr residence, wera enjoyin^ the right of common. 

'* About a quarter of a mile o^ more or less," answered Joe ; ** but there 's 
no- needs of hurry — I 'II warrant the horsie they 've got with 'em for |i quiet 
an,. cause why he's dead, and the windows is all up and only one broke -^ 
they can't be more comfortable considering whether I takes a little drop of 
sommut or not ;" so saying, the postilion, like a new member of Parliament, 
took hia place with an oath, and could n't be persuaded to vacate lus seat till 
he had accepted something equivalent to the Chiltem Hundreds; His ap- 
petite and tnirst satisfied, he set forth, accompanied by boots, ostler, and 
pot-boy, though in all but a pair, for the last three offices were monopolized 
by one individual ; they took with them a spare horse, and a bottle or some- 
thing against the nivht air, from Mrs. Hanway, for the especial use of the 
iavaEd, and which, be it said, went undiminished by a single drop to its 
destination. 

By this time the wind had become somewhat " blown and scant of breath," 
only " ffoariov as gently as a sucking dove ;" but althoush time's whole 
eleven upon me dock had been bowled out, each sevenu member of the 
whist club seemed inclined to act as a long stop ; a departure from their 
established rule which could only be justified by the expectation of post- 
chaise travellers at the Rabbits. They were longer than ever they were 
before in discussing their second tumblers, and several, encouraged by the 
example of the president himself, went even so far as to call for a glass be- 
yond their ordinary stint ; the third tumbler despatched, they were slower 
than ever had been known in the appropriation of their peculiar greatcoats 
and hats, and far more careful than common in the adjustment of capes, 
collars, and silk-handkerchiefs. Armed at last at all points against wea- 
ther, they were even then a thousand times more particular than they had 
ever been in their inquiries as to the state of the night; and sundry depu- 
tations made a brief excursion into the open air, for the ostensible purpose 
of verifying the meteorological reports which they had received, in short 
they temporized as adroitly as diplomatists of a higher grade, for the attain- 
ment of an unavowed object. Fortune, however, which had denied them a 
game at long whist, afforded them, by way of amends, a protracted game 
of patience ; for whether Joe had understated the distance, or had met with 
unforeseen obstacles, it was a full hour before his wheels rattled up to Jo- 
naa's Rabbit Hutch. In the mean time Mrs. Hanway had made the most 
precautionary preparations for the reception of guests who she understood 
nad come from a not climate into a cold one. Accordingly, as soon as the 
8* 
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voang gentleman alighted, he was caught up in a wann blanket and carried 
kicking up stairs by the sturdy Jonas ; the next comer, before he left the 
steps of the chaise, had a conservative handkerchief clapped up to his face 
by the considerate Mrs. Han.way ; and as she thought proper to get him 
out of the damp air of the passage as quickly as |K>ssibIe, the gazers whc 
lined the door of the club-room in expectation of semng the stranger, caught 
only a momentary glimpse of a travelling cap, a bandana, and a blue cloak — 
followed by a treacle posset and a warming pan. 

" Well,»' said the manufacturer of tombstones, as the effia^ glided up 
staurs, " that 's what I call * sic transit ;' ?' and with this remark he caught up 
his hat and sallied forth homewards with his neighbours of the village. 


CHA?TER III, 

" You cannot hunt to-day, to-day, 
You cannot hunt to-day ! — . 
But a hunting we wil] go !" * 

Thomas Roundimo. 

In the list of hunting appointments, as given in the Ciounty Chronicle 

the meeting of the H Hounds for Saturday, the 20th of November, 

was advertised to take place at Windmill Grange, a fixture which brought 
the pack into the vicinity of Han way's public house. The morning was 
beautiful for hunting, that is to say, what some people would have called 
rather muggy, with very little wind from the south, and a cloudy skv. 
Owing to this auspicious weather the field was more numerous than usual ; 
and the sportsmen welcomed with peculiar pleasure the first appearance for 
the season of their old friend and leader Sir Mark Tyrrel, of Tylney Hall, 
the master of the hunt During the last two months a martyr to the gdut, 
though he would rather have been one of Fox's Martyrs, he had never 
mounted a horse. The woful case of Witherintgon in Chevv Chase was 
li^ht compared with the Baronet's, who had thus Tour legs taken from un- 
der him, for, in reality, he was a modem Centaur. He did not, however, 
make as manful a flight as the bold Esquire in the ballad — like the ancient 
knights, he felt quiteTielpless when unhorsed, and, after a feeble struggle, 
surrendered himself quietly into the hands of Dr. Bellamy, the family physi- 
cian. The Doctor, a formalist of the old school, was, like Ollapod, a great 
advocate for spring physic, and having vainly tried for some years past to per- 
suade Sir Mark to go through a course of May medicine, seized with avidity 
on an opportunity for making him swallow the whole arrears in November. 
Accordmgly he drenched his patient so vigorously, that the latter began 
sometimes to doubt whether he had not better have called in the profes- 
sional assistance of Master Burton, a practitioner whose prescriptions were 
administered by help of a pitchfork and a cow's horn. It is impossible to 
say how far he might have been eventually reduced, if he had not washed 
down every lowering draught with a large bumper of Madeira, in further- 
ance of which, his liiousekeeper, who was no friend to Sangrado, caused 
his trruel to become caudle, and his broth to be as like soup as possible : — 
the Sest way, she said, to keep the gout from flying to his stomach, was by 
filling it with something else. By a similar freedom his barley-water was 
rendered into Burton ale, and his composing draught into a bishoj). At 
last, on a Saturday momine, when the doctor called with the design ^ 
allowing a little air and gentle exercise in a garden chair, he was informed 
that his^patient had suffered a relapse into health, and had gone off" suddenly 
on Bedlamite, to meet the hounds at Windmill Grange. 
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The appearance of the Baronet at the rendezvous in buckskins and 
let, and mounted on his famous gray horse, was hailed with more than one 
involuntary view halloo, notwithstanding such a sound was in the highest 
degree unseasonable, considering the' time and place. The hounds had 
been already thrown into cover, and were drawing with admirable steadi- 
ness, and the silence of death, when the ill-timecTwelcome drew them all 
o^ huntsman, whippers<in, and company, to the sound, — to the infinite 
chagrin of all parties, brute or human ; however, the pack was speedily at 
work aoain in the underwood, amongst which fifty vigorous tails were bu- 
sily ranging, when another and still more unsportsmanlike shouting from 
the opposite side of the wood, drew the whole cavalry like a trumpetpcall in 
that direction. In a moment the horsemen gained the spot from uhich the 
sound proceeded, and discovered a postboy on a tall, rawboned, piebald 
mare, who was floundering and stru^ing her way through a patch of 

forse. The rider, who never ceased h\^ outcry, was immediately encircled 
y a score of horsemen, all opening upon him with the same question, of 
where he had seen the fox. 
'* An 't please your honours," said the postboy, with a respectful touch of 

his hat. '* It *s any thing but varmint I have in my head at this present *' 

words which were barely pronounced when the astonished utterer found 
himself in the middle of'^a storm of whip-thongs, that assailed him like* 
foul wind from all quarters at once. Luckily for unlucky Joe, for it was 
no other than that butt of misfottune, he was mounted on a mare which had 
the vice of kickinfi| in no ordinary degree, and, as some of the cuts de8io;ned 
for the rider feU upon the beast's crupper, she resented them in kind, by 
wheelin/^ round and lashing out so vigorously, as greatly to enlarse. the 
drcle of her acquaintance. Favoured by this respite, Joe made snifl to 
explain that he was charged with what he called a life and death letter to 
Sir Mark, at the same time holding up the missive as conspicuously as he 
could, and making a movement with his horse towards that personage, who 
stood a little alooC The Baronet, however, who had heard the Ufe and 
death character of Uie note, conceived at once that the messenger had come 
post from Dr. Bellamy, with a professional remonstrance against overexer- 
tion and fatigue, and a special prescription of home, abstinence, and fleecy 
hosiery. Afiecting, therefore, to be unconscious of his claim to the episUe, 
he set ofi* in a walk towards the copse, with a well-feigned intentness on 
the movements of Jowler and Grasper, who were visible at the skirt of the 
eover. Hearing, however, the clatter of the post-horse behind him, he put 
Bedlamite into a trot, Joe at the same moment pricking his mare into a 
gallop ; whereupon the wily fox-hunter, as if meaning merely to give the 
mettle of bis steed a fillip, clapped spurs to his sides, and placed what he 
thought an impracticable hedfi^e between himself and his pursuer. The 
postboy, however, was not to be denied, for a guinea had been paid him 
Deforehand for the service, and '* monev,'* says the proverb, '* makes the 
mare to go ;" but doubly urged bv gold and steel, she could not, any more 
than Joe, refuse the fence : they charged it together, gallantly, and the re- 
sult was what the post-office would call "a general delivery '' of himself, 
mare, letter, and all, at the feet of Bedlamite. The sportsmanlike spirit of 
Sir Mark was not proof against the thorough-going character of this feat 
he immediately dismounted, picked up the letter, and broke the cover — 
the fox the next minute doing the same thing. A halloo, a burst of canine 
music, and a crash of timber instantly followed, but, instead of riding at 
the head of the fidd, the master of the hunt, to the utter surprise of the 
whole company, was seen going his best pace in the opposite oirection. — 
** By goles, Sir Mark is making a queer cast of his own,'* exclaimed a far- 
mer, the only pedestrian on the ground ; " it were no runaway, for I seed 
on epor. I say, fellow,** he continued, addressing Joe, who was busily 


mping tbovt in a fittle hunt of bia own amongst the fune—- " th«re mast 
M* been s terrible strong drag t* other way, to oraw a master of hoonds off 
horn his fox when he were just found." 

^ You don't see nothing hereabouts aa didn't grow here, do you?" in* 
quired Joe, by way of answer to the fanner. 

"What may it be like, mmt?" inquired the agriculturist in bis toro. 

** It was as hke a goold ouiaea as ever you see in life," answered Jaa, 
'^ afore it flew out o* my jacket pocket ; it's gone like conjufing ! I wish 
I had never been paid aforehand, but that 's my lock." 

With this doleful reflection on fortune, her unhappy victim, bruised 'm 
body and spirit, took the bridle of the piebald mare, who, with streaming 
knees, limped afler him at a snail's pace, to elucidate the meamngof '* jaiof 
■faort"* to her proprietor. Master Jonas Hanway. 

^ In the mean time, Sir Maik, with the recklessness of a neek-or-nothiog 
rider at a steeple-chase, ^Hoped as the crow flies across the Flats ; anOf 
«learnig every thing in his way, flung himself ofi* Bedlamite at the door of 
the Rabbits. The considerate Mrs. Hanway, with the overflowing carer 
Ailness which betonged to her character, had tied at muffler of Walmr over 
the knocker of a door which professionally stood ever open ; and Pota,iiiifr 
4w the same direction, had scattered two trusses of straw over a road whew 
wheels were almost as g^reat a rarity as they are now-a-davs in state lotto* 
lies. The Dutch clock in the tap-room no longer struck tne hour, and ch» 
parlour bell rang only with the benumbed sound of a wine-glass when it is 
filled with liquid. The sign which had been so given to JElolian discord 
was taken down, and Jonas himself, at the desire of his spouse, had dia* 
mded his iron-shod high-lows, and minced awkwardl]^ about in a pair of 
Kst slippers. As for Mrp. Hanway herself, she was quite in her element, 
invested with all the importance and mystery of an attendant on a sick 
chamber. Her face wore- an unusual expression of mve anxiety, varied^ 
hewevar, occasionally, by a slight crumpling up of her features, which 
died away again with theflavourof the various medieines, which she amused 
herself by sipping and tasting, preparatory to inflicting them on her patient 
Strange to say, the tenderest of nurses seem to derive some pecuUar g^nti- 
lication from the administration of physic. With wonderful ^ato they 
•hake up the nauseous sediment full before the.eyes of the loathmg expects 
ant. with a very unnecessary noise and splash they pour the gurgling 
abomination, close under the olfitctories, into the wine-jplass or tea^cup, as 
if jalap, like porter, would be more acceptable with a fine head, and then 
gaze on the writhing features and rising gorge with a complacency perftedy 
tmaccountable, except on that principle of Lucretius, that it is pleasant to 
stand by and look on an infliction which does not reach ourselyes. 

Mrs. Hanway, at the expense of her invalid, had revelled for some time 
bi this nursing propensity, till human patience, revolting at last,' refused 
peremptorily to honour her draughts ; and in ccmsequence she was coin- 
pel led to find vent for her rutins passion amongst knockers, bells, and thick 
shoes, as already described. Above all she watched for a noise as vigilant 
ly as a cat for a mouse, and whenever the most insignificant sound dared to 
be heard, she pounced upon it with her finger on her lips, and strangled it 
in its birth. Accord in oly, the moment Sir Mark alighted at the door, she 
put his very first question asleep with an emphatic '* hush !" and then lay- 
mg her lips to his ear, favoured him with an inaudible answer. Awed b^ 

* As some provincial dramatist may hereafter um this term, to the great perpl'eaity 
of commentators, it may be an well to say that the author once heard the commodity 
4nquirM for in tne shop of a butcher at Upwell, in Morrolk, a vicinity abounding ip 
fens, intersected by broad ditcher or drains, occasionally fatal to the sheep who attempt 
to spring over them. The drowned muuon, under the name of **jump 0hort,^> at a 
reduced price, was io request amongat the poor. 
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thk beginning the Baronet sofiered himeelfi like one of the deaf and damb^ 
to be telegra^ed up stain into what is called the best bed-room, and conn 
ing suddenly out oi the broad light of day into a gloom mitigated only by 
te slender ray which crept through the mere cracks of the shutters, the fire- 
light even hems studiously screened oS, he felt for some bewildered mo- 
ments as if blindness was added to his other bereavements. At last a voice 
whioh he could scarcely hear called him by name to the bed-side, where a 
form he could barely see clutched him feebly round the neck| and forsome 
time held him in a silent and tremulous embrace. The voice again made 
an attempt to speak, when suddenly the hands unclasped, and the body fell 
back with a death- like helplessness on the pillow. 

'^He'sdead, woman — he's dying!'' shouted the agitated Baronet; — 
** let me see the last of my brother!" and tearing down a curtain with each 
hand as he spoke, he endeavoured with fixed eyes to pierce the thick gloom 
which bung before him. 

In obedience to the command, Mrs. Hanway opened one solitary leaf ci 
the shatters, but which by chance allowed a partial stream of light to fall 
upon the bed, and disclosed a sight that rendered the ^ftzer almost as in- 
sensible as the being before him. The letter he had received, the few words 
of the invalid himsSf, had led Sir Maxk to believe that he was about to see 
a broker ^ but when he was able to distinguish the fiuM of the sufieror, he 
beheld with unspeakable horror the countenance of his father, at whose 
deatli-bed he haci stood and wept some ten years before. 


CHAPTEai IV. 

" Tbis very doctor flrankly owns that he does not cure the distempers which are already 
Ibrmsd, but only prerents their formation ; and ibe medicine he prescribes is fksUnf 
vpon famting, uniUthe patient is clean akin and iMne, as if a consumpcion was not wona 
than at fe?er.»» ^ ^ 

Saivcho P4NZA. 

To account for the awful phenomenon recorded in the last chaptei^ it 
may suffice to refer those who have often looked on their kindred after 
death to their own experience. Such persons, in gazing on the rigid marble 
features of the departed, must have been sotnetimes struck by a startling 
likeness of the corpse to some branch of consanguinity, more or less remote ; 
thus proving, by a resemblance never recognizable during life, the fidelity 
of the family mould. Attenuated, perhaps, by disease, andfurther sharpen- 
ed by the contmctions of the flesh and muscles after death, the features 
assume an expression sometimes entirely different from that of the same 
countenance when living, and the spectator becomes unexpectedly aware, 
that former dissimilarities in physiognomy arose merely from the variances 
of flesh and fibre. The mortal change moreover sometimes reduces the 
disparities of a^e, making the old apparently younger and the youn^ older — 
80 that the father and son, mother and (Uughter, appear in each other's 
likeness with an identity perfectly astounding to the beholder. 

The Baronet, therefore, only saw a countenance on which care, an un- 
wholesome climate, and premature old age, had anticipated the hand of 
death, and worked out the resemblance which had given such |l shock to 
his feelings. To add to the ghastliness of the marble face of the invalid, 
each Josoi eye wasendrcled by a deep tinge of livid blue, the eflects of a 
disproportionate dose of laudanum, which the officious but well-meaning 
Mrs. Hanway had introduced over night in his ^ruel. To the infinite 
relief of Sir Mark, the sufferer, who had merely fainted firom over exertion 
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and agitation, shortly unclosed his eyes, and with retaining animation the 
' likeness to his parent in some degree faded away. To describe what 
followed, would require a more graphic implement than the pen, for much 
of the first eommunion between tne brothers consisted in embraces and 
mute tokens of recognition — neither having command enough of voice to 
discourse. The invalid was the first to speak, 

** I have brought home my bones at last,'* he murmured, " though only 
to lay them in the family vault'' 

*^ God forbid, Herbert," replied the worthy Baronet, ^sping somewhat 
too heartily the emaciated hand that was held out to hmi. " But keep up 
your heart, and you'll gi^re the old enemy a few winds and doubles afore 
then. Many a man 's been as low in the flesh, and yet been got into condi- 
tion, by help of good keep and his native air. We 'u have you on your legs 
again by next grass." 

"It will wave over me, Mark," returned the other, with a faint shake of 
the head, " and as for my native air, it has shortened the few days I had 
to live by its keenness and violence last night Lungs that have panted 
and decayed jiear'the tropics, will be ill able to encounter the cutting blasts 
of an En^ish winter. 

*' We '11 have Dr. Bellamy to 'em," rejoined tl\e over-sanguine Baronet. 
" Whatever he may be at gout, I '11 back him for a known good hand at a 
thickness o' the wind. I remember being a bit of a high-blower myself, and 
as they said, by riding through Willow Brook, instead of going round by 
the bridge — " 

" If the gentleman's lungs is touch'd," interrupted Mrs. Hanway, ** there *i 
nothin* worse than talking and letting the air into 'em. It's what Dr< 
Bellamy 's most strict in ; and when his patients is so unprudent as to ask 
what's the matter with 'em, and what the medicine's meant to do — and U 
he has met with the like case afore, and such like, he never answers a 
single question. But thank goodness, here comes Dr. Bellamy to prescribe 
for himself." 

In fact a very unnecessary and prolonged double knock at the door, 
which to a hypochondriac mi^ht have suggested a funeral roll of a muffled 
drum, here announced the physician, whose foot, by no means shod^ with 
felt, was soon heard ascending the stairs, while a pompous voice, in a tone 
&r above a whisper, maintained a running conversation with some one at 
the stairfoot We will venture a description of the disciple of Galen. At 
first sight you were in doubt whether to set him down as a doctor or a pe- 
dagogue, for his dress presented one very characteristic appendage of the 
latter ; namely, a square-cut black coat, which never was, never would be, 
and probably never had been, in the fashion. A profusion of cambric frill; 
huge silver shoe-buckles, a snufT-box of the same metal, and a gold-headed 
cane, belonged rather to the costume pf a physician of the period. He 
wore a very precise wig of a ver^ decided brown, regularly crisped at the 
top like a bunch of endive, and m front following the exact curves of the 
arches of two bushy eyebrows. He had dark eyes, a prominent nose, and 
a wide mouth, the corners of which, in smiling, were drawn downward 
towards his double chin. A florid colour on his face hinted a plethoric 
habit, while a portly body, and a very short thick neck, bespoke an apoplec- 
tic tendency. Warned by these indications, prudence had made him a 
strict water-drinker, and abstemious in his diet — a mode of treatment 
which he applied to all his patients, short or tall, stout or thin, with whom, 
whatever their disease, he invariably began by reducing them, as an arithme- 
tician would say, to their lowest terms. This mode of treatment raised 
him so much in the estimation of the parochial authorities, that, with their 
usual economical tenderness towards the poor rates, except when vestry 
dinners were concerned, they unanimously conferred on him the appoint- 
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ment of parish doctor, under a well-grounded conviction tht^t, in his dietetic 
prescriptions^ he would never over-pamper the pauper bodies confided to his 
care. His deportment was characterized by a profusion of ceremonious 
bowa, and set complimentary phrases, borrowed, probably, from some an- 
tiquated code of manners that he had studied in his youth, and which he 
delivered with such pomp of emphasis and set solemnity of face, that the 
difl^nified title of Dr. Bellamv invariably degenerated, behind his back, into 
the more popular alias of Old Formality. Such was the personage now 
introducea to the sick chamber, where he stood bowins profoundly to Sir 
Mark, whom be was somewhat surprised to see on his leet. 

'' £«ad. Doctor,*' exclaimed the Baronet, "you have hunted me down at 
last, though how you hit upon the foil — " 

" I had the pleasure,'' said the Doctor, " of seeing Bedlamite at the door;" 
and the animal, if he had been present, would doubtless have come in for a 
con^e. 

"Stir Mark, we must get you home instantly, and put you to bed. What 
further measures may be necessary to expel the gout from your stomach — *' 

"Expel the devil," said Sir Mark, in a vehement whisper. " I 'm as well 
as ever I was in my life. You 've overrun the scent, man, — your patient, 
Doctor, lies yonder." 

" I be^gr a thousand pardons,'* said " Old Formality," bowing afresh to 
the dimitv furniture of tne bed, from which the voice of the invalidwas heard. 

" Mark, if you love me, give the worthy Doctor no trouble on my behalf: 
I am past human help. I have prayed but to live for one purpose, which is 
all but accomplished — send for my son." 

At this moment the gruff voice of Jonas Hanway was heard in alterca- 
tion with that of a boy, accompanied with a sound of scuffling, which 
approached nearer and nearer to the room, till eventually the door was- 
ilung open, and a youth darting suddenly in, cast himself on the bed by the 
side of the invalid. For a few minutes there was a dead pause, broken only 
by the sobbings of the intruder, whom the parent endeavoured to com- 
pose from time to time by a feeble caress. Sir Mark in the mean time 
seated himself on the other side of the bed, and grasped the left hand of the 
boy, who his heart told him was his nephew. 

•* I know, brother, what you mean," said the warm-hearted Baronet, " he 
shall be as a son of my own — ^he shall be all one with Ringwood and Raby; 
he shall be as one of onr own — he shall, by G — !" The invalid made no 
reply, but by raising himself on his elbow towards the speaker, and for a 
minute the two brothers seemed to look into each other's soul. At last a 
languid smile passed over the features of the younger, and with a faint 
nod of acknowledgment he composed himself aeain on the pillow, where 
his eyes closed and his lips moved, as if in mental thanksgiving. 

The scene was of such interest, that Dr. Bellamy and Mrs. Hanway, the 
only persons present who had " the ^ifl of tongues," were subdued into si- 
lence ; at last the respiration of the invalid was only indicated by the fee- 
ble and irregular heaving of the bed-clothes. 

" Thanks be to Providence," said Mrs. Hanway, " he is composing him- 
self to sleep ; we must trust him a while to nature, and he shall have some- 
thing composing as soon as he wakes." 

"I shall have the pleasure of sending a soporific," said the Doctor, " as 
soon as I get home." 

"And he shall take it," added Mrs. Hanway, "if I wake him up on 
purpose." 

Sir Mark, whose plain common sense had detected the approaches of 
sleep, in the mean time drew the boy by gentle violence from the bed, and 
led him from the room, followed by Dr. Bellamy, leaving Mrs. Hanway, 
nothing loth, in charge of the sick chamber. 
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As they dmt&aded the stairs, the Baronet, in t melancholy tone, aiidreflMd 
the Doctor. 

'* I am afraid, Doctor, you have come up too late to 8tq> the earth my 
poor brother is going to." 

'* I have the honour of entirely coinciding; with yonr opinion,*' returned 
the obsequious physician. "It is evident the patient has enjoyed a p)elho> 
ric habit, inducing diversion of the gastric juices, derangement of the whole 
nervous functions, attended with febiile symptoms, decay of the vital enei^ 
ges, and all the other concomitants of a disorganized constitutional system. 
Palliatives, Sir Mark, — palliatives are aU we can administer. In the 
course of an hour I will aoain pay my respects to the case, and ad interim 
I shall have the honour of exhibiting a few grains of opium to the piilular 
form." With these words he took up a huge quaker-like hat, and makincc 
a ceremonious bow, intimated to the Baronet that he had ** the pleasure of 
bidding him good-moming.'' 


CHAPTER V. 

" Some of these second-sighted persons will pretend to see a fiioeral, and bespeak 
the death of the Individual who is shortly to occupy a hearse." 

TOCTR XH THE HlOHLAlTDB. 

*' Asking your honours pardon,^ said Jonas, meeting the Baronet at the 
door of the parlour, " the voung gentleman's coming up was no fault of 
mine. Mrs. Hanway thinks that people as is to part for ever had better be 
separated, and I had him confined to the bar, but he begged so to see liis 
papa afore he died, that I had 'nt the heart to refuse him, and particularly as 
he kicked and bit (juite astonishin' for his age — please to walk this way," 
he continued, wavinc; one hand towards the parlour ; "aa the whist club is 
apt to ^et noisy, and sick people don't agree with loud singing, I have ^ot 
'em to dissolve themselves for a week." 

** I '11 make it all up to you, Jonas," said the Baronet, " whist club and all. 
As for the boy, he may stay with us. Why as I live," he exclaimed, ex- 
amining for the first time tne face of his nephew, *' he 's of a cross breed, 
he 's as brown as Gipsy Jack !" The boy thus referred to instantly plucked 
his hand from the Baronet's, and with a quick movement of resentment 
turned away a face in which red had now the mastery, while his eyes glis- 
tened almost fiercely through the springing tears. 

**-Come, come," said Sir Mark, laying his broad hand with an encourag- 
ing slap, but which might have served for a corrective one, on the youth's 
shoulder ; *' what I said about the skin was only for the sake of giving tongue 
— a good horse can't be of a bad colour." 

** The best I ever set behind was a brown one," remarked Jonas, "let 
alone a fault in his temper." 

This unlucky illustration, though adduced in perfect innocence by the 
ex-coachman of Sir Theodore Bowles, was taken as a pointed allusion by 
the impetuous Creole, who instantly discharged the first object at hand at 
the astonished utterer. The missile happenea- to be the old-fashioned do- 
mino box of the Whist Club. But passion had misdirected the aim, and its 
violence fell on ** Unlucky Joe," who at that moment entered the club-room 
to break the broken knees ^f the piebald mare to the publican. The nar- 
rative, however, died still-bom, for the box struck him Udl in the mouth, the 
shock scattering the whole stock of bony counters, like a shower of loosen- 
ed teeth. The poor postilion instantly clapped both his hands to his moutlv 
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and for soma minates seemed to be sufferini^ under the Qperation of some 
wheel wnght who had undertaken the part of Cartwright at a short notice. 
It s ruffinly usage, so it is," he excUiraed as soon as he could speak, 

and It's what nobody but me would have taken quietly ; when accident^ 
happen, as I'm too poor to stand the damage, it's always took out in kicks. 
I was goin' to ax pardon about the mare, but now Master Hanway we're 
quits." At the mention of this, Jonas bolted off the nearest way to the 
stable. In. the mean time the Baronet recognised the features of the sport- 
ing post-boy who had hedged off the piebald mare at Windmill Qranffe. 

"If I recollect right, my lad, I owe ye a trifle for postage, and somethin*' 
besides for my nephew's mishap with the box of dominoes, for its was no 
shot of Jonas's ; but I must give it you some other time," he added, thrust- 
mo; first one hand and then the other into the pockets of his buckskins, but 
which, in his haste to escape from Dr. Bellamy, he had forgotten to fur- 
Jiish. 

"It's like my luck all over," muttered the fataUst to himself, as he left 
the room, " my misfortunes is paid down on the nail ; but for a bit of a 
godsend, I'm: obliged to give tick." 

-The Baronet thus left to the company of a sullen boy, with whom he did 
not care to make the first advance towards conversation, looked round the 
toom for something to divert his thoughts with, but after a vain search was 
compelled to give himself up to his own cogitations ; he had just taken one 
elbow chair and lifted his legs upon another, when through the parlour door, 
which remained open, he saw Jonas re-enter and pass towards the bar, fol- 
lowed by a litde dapper rosy-faced man in black ; a jingling of glass en- 
sued, and then an audible smack of the lips, in token of the relish of the 
libation. To the dialogue which followed, the Baronet became unavoidably 
a listener. 

" It's capital, Master Hanway, capital ! worth a whole pint of the poor 
stuff at the BelL*^ 

*^ 1 have it straight frooa the distiller's. Master Naylor ; when one wants 
good anadulterated liquor, there's nothing like ^oiog to the fountain-head." 

" Aye, aye, Master Hanwa^r, but at the Bell, you know what I mean, 
they're apt to go to the fountain-head rather too much. Spirits, as I says 
sometimes to a taker-oa, spirits won't bear too much lowering. The so- 
ciety's very grumpy about it, I assure you ; very grumpy indeed." 

" That's to say, the society for people as want to be buried ?" inquired 
the voice of the landlord. 

" The very same, Master Hanway, and though I say it, as should'nt say 
it, being president of the club, as snug and merry a little free and easy as 
you'd wish to be interred by. Only two guineas a year including mutes, 
bearers, feathers^and the best pall, with everything agreeable. You couldn't 
bury yourself for the money. The liquors is but so so, as I have said be- 
fore, but the Bell mayn't always be our funeral-bell, as we call it by way of 
a joke. There's more houses to meet at in the place, and as I told the land- 
lord t'other day, we're not screwed down." 

** I've K^ard the Black Horse very well spoke of," remarked the disin* 
terested host of the Rabbits. 

" No, no, Master Hanway, we've black horses enough of our own. But 
that's by way of a joke. However, as I said before, the Bell don't answer, 
and as I says to the meinbers, if so be we are to shift our tressels, we may 
as well pitch them again among friends. Now there's my old neighbour 
and crony Dick Tablet belongs to a society, and for old acquaintance sake 
I should prefer to club our clubs together at the same sign." 

" And that's the very sign you're now drinking at," rejoined the voice of 
honest Jonas, with some eagerness. " The wnist Club and the Rabbits 
has pulled together these fifteen years, and I make bold to hope will keep 
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step for as many more to come. For, as Master Tablet says jokingly, every 
Friday, as long as I don't shuffle 'em, they '11 never cut me." 

''Iney'd never better themselves if they did, Master Han way ; the li- 
quors at this house is capital, if they are like the Cogniac. And then as to 
tne extensive prospect, as I said before, the Bell's a fool to it. By-the-by, 
talking of prospects, what a wonderful pleasant look out you must have, 
Master Hanway, from the windows of your best bed-room." 

" Pretty enough in summer. Master N aylor, when there's any grass and 
a few lean beasts upon the Flats. But it's a melancholy prospect for him 
as now lies there with his last shutters shut." 

"I never observed 'em. Master Hanway, never, upon my word, or it 
wouldn't have become me to stand here saying things by the way of joke, 
and A change expected in the house. But such is our memento nu>ris in 
this world. JHere am I, as we may say, in the vanity and pride of life, and 
a Baronet's brother dying by inches over my head." 

" It's no slow work. Master I^aylor, it's next thing to sudden death. His 

consumption, as Mrs. H says, has broke into a gallop, and be 'U go 

down like a shot Old Formahty, Dr. Bellamy that is to say, has just timed 
him, and says his last stage will be done within the hour." 

** We're cut ofT, Master Hanway, like the flowers of the field. Here to- 
day — gone to-morrow — all flesh is grass. It's what we must all come to. 
Our breath was given to be took away again. Such is the common lot. 
We're all mortal no one can call to-morrow his own, but death must pay 
the debt of nature. Dust we are, and to dust we must return. Such bem^ 
the case, Master Hanway, delicacy in course forbids introducing the burial 
society into the house till afler the obsequies. In the mean time you will 
oblige by presenting my dutiful inquiries to Sir Mark, or may be by stick- 
ing my card up on the mantlepiece, or in the frame of the looking glass, or 
any where prominent where sure to he seen. It will be a hearse and six, 
and a lead coflin in course, as before. I had the pleasure of performing to 
the late Baronet" 

" I'll cram your undertaking card down your own d d throat, and 

{>erform your own body to the horsepond," thundered a voice from the par- 
our, and the sentence had hardly been passed when the culprit found himself 
in the hands of the executioner. " Ar'n'tyou ashamed," he continued, " to 
stand croaking over a fellow creature as ii he was so much carrion 7" And 
a shake accompanied the words that threatened to divest the human raven 
of his din^ plumage, and at the same time shivered the first word of his 
apology into a demi-semicfuaver. To render the finale more operatic, the 
quavering ended by the violent bolting out of a lower note, followed by a 
melo-dramatic stagger of the performer, the whole length of the passage ; 
concluding, as the pantomime always comes last, with a clown-like plunge 
of his head into the stomach of Master Tablet, whom fate had just brought 
to the door, with his own card of obliging inquiries." 

" Gog's nouns ! Master Naylor," exclaimed the stonemason, as he reco- 
vered his breath and equilibrium, " it's early hours of the day, for a man to 
be losing his legs." Another moment however sufficed to convince him 
tlial the undertaker was quite able to walk, and with some celerity. A 
whisper from Jonas, with a side glance at Sir Mark, speedily explained the 
mystery, whereupon Master Tablet instantly faced about, without calling 
for his morning draught, and lefl the Rabbits as though it had been a whist 
night, without playing a card. ForanoUier twenty minutes, the Baronet 
was left in the parlour to his own companionship, his nephew having taken 
advantage of the fracas to escape up stairs to the chamber door, where he 
la^ couchant like a leopard. At last the usual noise announced the return 
of Dr. Bellamy, whose presence for the first time was welcomed by Sir 
Mark as a thing to be desired. While the worthy Doctor, with a dclibcra- 
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tion peculiarly appropriate to the place and the occasion, divests himself of 
bis broad-brimmed hat, and his gloves, his fppatter-dashes, his riding coat 
and his comforter, we will take the liberty of presenting a case of one •f the 
most cnrioas phenomena in the mysterious world of dreams. 

Contrary to the received opinion, that sleep, as a mirror, reflects back 
merely the predominant images of the waking mind — it more irequently 
happens diat the imagination, released from the control of the external 
senses, flies, with a truant spirit, to scenes and deeds as remote as possiblo 
from those of its daily bondage. The night-cap is its cap of liberty. On 
this principle the felon in the condemned cell — during that awful season, 
when, contrary to the calendar of time, the shortest ni^ht and the longest 
are within a few hours df each other-*- instead of erecCmg visionary scal^ 
folds, haunted by a horrible phantasrndgoria of tiie demons of crime and 
remorse, instead of withering under fiend-like impersonations of shame^ 
terror, scorn, and human vengeance, be wafiders through Woods dear te 
boyhood, or angles placidly in some well»remefmber^ stream, with thoughts 
as pore and calm as its lucid waters. Even thus, in lieu of dallying *' with 
graves, and womis, and epitaphs," the discursive fancy of the sleeping in- 
valid mounted with him tike the pil^rim*i vision from ** fhe Valley of the 
Shadow of Desth,^ to (he Delectable Mountains of heattli. youth, and 
vigour. He wis again a gafknt soldier, botindiiig ovef t%fe neld of glory 
oil a war*horse, p^Sd with an elasticity and pow^r, exalted, by the soaring 
phantasy, to a pitch somewhat supernatural. Atfdn '* a change came o'er 
the tfpint of bis dream :^ he WaA oi^ghiced for dome uiide^ned crime, and 
fallen wider the eltreme teritence of a dotirt-ikiartial. The troops were 
drawn op, the seAtettCe wad read, the firitis party tdok thCtr station, tne com- 
nraad was given^ Ihe v<^^ roared, And tne victim awbke — ^e rattle of 
the m u s ketiy, by a fnarvenotts phen6menon itt drSatinffg, coinciding exactly 
with the thnnderins doubte-hnock of the physician. 

The Deetor, ibiwwed by Sir Mailt, had accordin^y reached only the 
niiddle of the stain, wheti lie #II8 met by M^. Hahway, who* with a self- 
eomplaceiit smile, imbtttied him that the patient ** had woke again quite 
dbamiiii', and had himself expressed that il change had taken place tot the 
better." 

''i am proud to say I etpect^ 4^ rhiich,^ repTied Old ¥^ormality : '* and 
the efficacy of ihe pitUi t have had the honour to prescrioe," he added, bow- 
ing to Sir Mark, ^aflbtds me, in tins case, a pccafiar .gratification." 
^ At the mention of pHls Mrs. Haiiway tipliued her hands and eyes wil!h a 
si^ifieant ezpressioiif which, luckily for the Doctor^ escaped his notice. 
Little, indeed, did he dream that the Mercury of medicine had encountered, 
ia a by-road, a junter messenger of the Post Office, as much disposed foe 
a little relaxation as himself, and (hat the jmUs in Question had been drivea 
oat of the ring of memcity by those heavier marole boluses which, in the 
school>boy'8 vocabulary, are called allejrs and taws. 


CHAPTER VL 

*• !n a fortnight, or three week:<," added my Uncle Toby, sitaillhg^ " he might 
much.** ^ , 

TaXSTAM SlIANDV. 

On entering the sick chamber the visiters found an alteration in the ap- 
pearance of the patient, that seemed fliliy to justify Mrs. Hanway's bulle- 
tin ; his cough had entirely ceased, there was a *Ught tinge of red on his 
cheek, and Ins eyes spayktod even lustrously, as if fifi^ Byk successful raUy 
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at the ver^ close of the mortal contest, had obtained an unexpected victory. 
He was sitting up in bed, supported by pillows, one hand in the possession 
of his 0on, who covered it with kisses, the other was taken without opposi- 
tion bv Dr. Bellamy, who appUed himself with great ceremony to the palse, 
and auer a solemn pause of twa minutes he intimated, by a smirk and a 
nod to Sir Mark, that the verdict was favourable. 

** God be praised," ejaculated the Baronet. " Egad, Doctor, let me alone 
for ajudse. I told you he was full of running. Herbert, my boy,'* he 
continued, grasping the hand which Old Formality had resigned, " how 
d' yeye find vourself ?» 

<' letter, Mark — better, beyond conception. I feel a lightness and free* 
dom irom suffering, such as I have not experienced for many a long day." 

"Hark to him. Doctor," cried the debated Sir Mark ; ** hark to Her* 
bert ! he's twice the voice he had in the morning. He 's got his second 
wind. He Ml give old honey the slip — he will by Jove:" and his rising 
exultation outstripping his powers of eloquence, he vented his hilarity in a 
wajjT. as natural to him as breathing, namely, by a subdued but triumphant 
yoicks ! 

*.' My narcotic pills have done wonders, most assuredly," replied the Doo 
tor, ''thoush at tne same time I must confess myself under some obligation 
to the excd.lence of the constitution I have had the honour to assist ;.*' and* 
the bed a^n received a bow worthy of that old school of manners which > 
polished Sir Charles Grandison. 

'< With the Doctor's permission, Mark, I will be moved up to the Hall 
to-morrow — I feel quite equal to the exertion, indeed, if it were necessary, 
I should not hesitate to unoertake the removal this evening ?" 

« w;#k -n A^f^,^^^^ q:, *^ feeling of ability - 

e lewt — yet m the ..^^ 
upon to decline forming 
ded opinion for the present. In the evening I shall again pay my respects 
to the dise9.se, and in the mean time we will prescribe a feoiifoge, which 
I shall be infinitely obliged by your taking every half hour ; withregard to 
dietetics, I will instruct the good woman -of the house — Mr. Herbert 
Tyrrel, I am your most obedient — Sir Mark, I am your very devoted."' 
Two .twin boys followed, and the physician again descended the stairs with 
the noise peculiar to persons of his stamp. Mrs. Hanway interrupted him 
at the bottom, and had ample time to receive her instructions, while helping 
him on with his very complicated defences against weather. 

" No solids, Mrs. Hanway, nor much liquid — and, above all, no sti- 
mulants ;" was the summary of the charge. 

** Not for the worid, Doctor," exclaimed Mrs. Hanway, " we've no sti- 
mulus in the house," so saying she dropped a low curtsey and returned to 
the bar to complete the beating up of the yolks of two eggs with a large 
bumper of port. 

The doctor on his cob, a sort of roan compounded of rhubarb and mag- 
nesia, and which neither galoped, trotted, nor cantered, but had a oace of 
its own made up of all three, had barely cleared a quarter of a mile wnen the 
voice of Sir Mark was heaid overhead shouting — " Stop him ! for God's 
sake head him back — halloo to Dr. Bellamy !" But the Doctor, raufBed up 
all but the peak of his nose, was already far beyond the reach of lun^ 
more stentonii than tboseof Mrs. Hanway. She however gave three heron* 
like screams to the desert air of the Flats, and according to her own motto 
of " be prepared for the wcHBt," she rushed up stairs, armed with a bunch 
of feathers and a phial of sal volatile. The patient, however, when she en- 
tered the room, seemed beyond her aid : he was lying on his back, his hands 
firmly clenched till the knuckles started out like marbles, his eyelids closed 
together forcibly within a deep hQllQWi his cheeks sunki while his lips were 
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BO tansely drawn that the teeth appeared with a sha&lly proniinenco* It 
was indeed the very aspect of a corpse, for though not dead, his features 
had undergone that prophetic alteration which is expressed by the populac 
phrase of being " changed for death." The treacherous appearances which 
bad so rejoiced Sir Mark, and had deceived Dr. Bellamy himself, had orig^* 
nated oniy in that transient elevation of spirits aHuded to by Romeo — 

How oft when men are at tlie point orUe^h 
Have they been merry ? which their keeper* call 
A lightning bcrore dbath. 

In socili a case the sparkle of the eye is but as the upflashin|^ of an expir- 
ing taper ; and the rosiy for^ry of health upon the cheek resembles only 
th^e ruddy sunsets portending ffloorc and tears. Thus the corporeal reac- 
tion became suddenly evident by an alarming swoon, from which with 
great difficulty the sufferer was recovered. At last he unclosed, his eyes 
and ^^ed around him as wildly as if they had opened on another world. 

<* Indiana," he exclaimed, riveting two eager orbs of a startling brilliaA* 
cy on the face of the horror-stricken Mrs. Hanway, " wherefore are you 
hero ? take her away — pul! her off me, quick ;" — and his arm waved im- 
petuously. — >'* She has a knife!" ^ 

*' ift9 Itead is ^oing." whispered Mrs. Hanway to Sir Mark ; <* it is time 
to send for the clergy." 

^* kemove the boy," continued ike strong wild vdice of delirium ; ** he 
mujit not see me bleed — his mother did it." 

" Ah, papa ! dear papa * don't send me from you — pray donH," sobbed 
the terrtfted boy, stm«giing With all his might to retain the hand which the 
invalid, with that fitful strength which belongs to frenzy, disengaged by a 
rtngle efl^rt. 

" Away, fvom*n,'» he crited, " don't ding to roe ; away — out of my sig^ 

-*- we part for ever !•' ... , . , , . , „ 

A long pause of exhaustion ^oeeeded, during Which his eyes graduaUy 
became 'duller, and when he spoke again, it was with a tone so altered, so 
feeble and mild, that it seemed as if twe distinct spirits with their sevend 
voices inhabited the same body. ... , » 

« I am going, Mark, g6ing rapidly; the grave is closing round me— I 
am dead to the waist Come nearer, Mark — nearer Mill ;" the Baronet 
placed his ear close to his brother's lips, and actually staggered backward 
as the appalling supernatural voice, abdiptly resumed, fell with full force 
on the astounded sense. " Dont hurt her," it shouted, « she's mad — mad 
with jealousy ! Indiana, you had no cart se (br this !" and the intense bright 
eyes again fixed themselvea on the countenance of Mrs. Hanway, wh<k in 
an agony of undefinaWe terror, sunk on her knees and shrouded herself in 
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« In the name of GK)d, HeAert," said the bewildered Sir Mark, " if you 
have anything on your mindj make a clean breast of it If »t»s about the 
boy, I've sworn to back himthroagh this world, and while I live I 'R nde 
with him round the course." The invalid for a moment gazed on his bro- 
ther, as if without compreheniing his words; but the caresses and sol^ 
of his son recalled a spirit wiiich seemed aireedy hovering between earth 

•• K^Tovcsme as foiidly as his metherdid," said the dying parent, with 
•f voice a«»ain feeble and tremolons; «* but his temper h^ some of her tro- 
pical fireT Which, aH a last iiijuaction, I conjure his future father to re- 
ttress." 

•* Make your mtnd easy; Hwbeit," said the Baronet, " he '» * "«ttlesome 
^t, 1 know, but I m drive him at the lower bar. I wish the Almightv M 
iHMed te leave tbe wina in yew own hand ; but h» will must be done ; 

1* 
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since our hopes are come to this check, and we must part, all we can do is 
to look forward to a better place. If you would like to have the curate to 

ease your mind ^'» 

" ifeel no more misjgiTings,*' answered the dying man, ** than a Christian 
ought on the brink oi an unknown world. I have my hopes and my fears 
— there are dark clouds and bright clouds before me -^ and they both blind 
me alike." His voice now sunk so suddenly as to be scarcely audible, but 
be made a sign to his child and his brother, who stooped down to receive 
his last embrace. "God bless — both," he whisperea, '* Indiana — I fbr7 
give all — Walter, don »t cry — we shall soon — be — in England." The 
sound ceased with a long-drawn sigh. The dyin^ man fixed his last look 
full upon Sir Mark, who, as he gazed on the motionless eyes before him, 
saw the transit of life as visibly as if a taper had been removed suddenly 
from behind each window, so called in Scripture, of the human souL 


CHAPTER VIL 
« Come, come— the pilla ! where are the pills ? prodace them !** 

ThX HORBTMOOir. 

As soon as the breath nad left the body, Mrs. Han way made a sign to 
Sir Mark to withdraw his nephew from the room, in order that the neces- 
sary duties might be performed to the corpse. 

" Poor Herbert, he is gone at last, and Qod rest his soul !" he ejaculated, 
withdrawing his arm for ever, and by an agnizing efibrt, from under the 
inanimate head, which seemed now to retain it wiu a pressure of a ton of 
marble : ** hcure am I older and more deserving to be cut off th«n poor Her- 
bert — but the best alwa;^s top the fence first mto the other world. Thank 
God," he continued, taking the boy's hand into his own huge ^asp, " he 
died easy, and in his own country, where he was roused, and his own 
fiiends in at his death, instead of being run into in the West Indies among 
a pack of heathens and blacks. But talking here is out of place, when 
melancholy duties are waited for:" so saying, he drew his nephew with 
some force' from the bed, imd led him down stairs to the pariour, where he 
began preaching composure and resignation to the weeping boy, in a dis- 
course very difl^rent from that of a commonplace funeral sermon, but quite 
as worthy of publication. 

" Come now," he said, " take heart a little, and consider what must be 
must Your poor father is dead and gone, and now you must look up to 
me : if his run has n't been as long as some, he has, maybe, been saved a 
deal of distress and stru^ling on his last legs, ana which is better than 
seeing him wearing out 1^ inches, and death having him in view all the 
time. For my own part it comforts me to think I have shook his last hands 
and closed his last eyes, and shall be able to see him ^o to earth as a 
Christian ought, in the old family vault, Mrith his own kith and kin. It 
seems hard, no doubt, to part company with those that are so dear to us^ 
but it's so with one and all, whatever their pedigrees ; for if death did n't 
draft off now and then out of all our breeas, the world would be over- 
stocked : that's the order of nature. Such being the case, we should meet 
our misfortunes like men, instead of taking on and being nois^ and babbling 
in our griefs, as if that would head him back again, and which is ouite im- 
possible. To be always tiding back with repinings after what is lost and 
gone, is nothing but runnmg counter in the sight of the Almighty, and 
kely to bring punishment on our backs for such a course. To be sur^ 
when my own sure died, I gave tongae just as you do, and said I could not 
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lie over it ; and yet here I am, rising fifty-four if I 'm a day, and able to ride 
up to any hounds in the kingdom. As I said before, we must all die some 
day or other, and in conlequence either we must all lose our fathers or our 
fathers must lose us, and Providence has wisely ordained that they should 
l^nerall^ go first." 

In this practical style of consolation the worthy Baronet continued for 
some time longer, till coming to a check, as he would have called it, from 
his words having overridden his ideas, he was compelled to hold hard, 
when he discovered that his nephew, overcome by grief, watching^, and 
exertion, had fallen through mere exhaustion into a profound sleep. 
Taking advantage of the circumstance. Sir Mark stole away to the bar, 
and gave an order which brought Jonas's neat postchaise from ordinary 
into commission. By substituting a blue jacket tor a brown one, doffing a 
white apron, and chan^ng a pair of slip-slop shoes for top-boots, in about 
twenty minutes Pots, like an anagram, was transposed into Post, and 
sprang his four-wheeled rattle at the door. The youth still sleeping, was 
lifled into the vehicle, the Baronet followed, aAer a few instructions to 
Jonas, and thrustinjv his head out of the front window, gave the whisper«l 
direction " to Tylney Hall." 

Just as the ctiaise departed, the landlady descended the stairs. " It's all 
over — it*s all over, Mr. Han way," she exclaimed, entering the bar some- 
what hastily, and helping herself to a glass of one of her own restoratives. 

" Poor gentleman," said Jonas, it's very sudden, but I said when I saw 
him, he was going down hill without the drag on ; with his sufierings it 's 
a happy release." 

" A happy release indeed," echoed a voice from the kitchen, with a ve- 
hemence as if it enjoyed its exaltation from the low whisper to which all 
the tongues in the house had been subjected. " If it warn't a sin to rejoice 
over another's latter end I 'd say a good riddance. What with making up 
slops, and broths, and gruels, and sagoes, and arrow-roots, and panada^ 
for one as won't eat 'em, and then having to live on 'em in the kitchen — 
for misses won't haVe anythin' wasted, — well, I 've giv warnin' a hundred 
times, hut now it shall be in amest !" 

To tell the truth, the speaker had but too much reason for such com- 

1»laints, for Mrs. Hanway was one of those good managers who in model- 
ing a figurative statue of economy, are apt to make both ends meet by 
allowing no waste. It is doubtful, however, whether Betty the cook would 
have ventured on such an audible statement of her grievances, if her cour- 
age had not been reinforced by something more potent than barley-water 
and apple- tea. Forewarned by hints from up-stairs, and s^s quite as 
significant as death-watches, or tallowy winding sheets, or coffins out of the 
fire, she had ascertained that the sick gentleman would soon be a dead one, 
and with the vulgar instinct of selfishness, she immediately began to con- 
stitute herself his residuary legatee. First she administered to the old port 
that should have been beaten up with the yolk of e^gs ; secondly to the 
sherry intended to flavour the calves-foot jelly ; thirdly, to the mountain 
provided for making a white wine whey ; and then the Cogniac about to 
be burnt for a stomachic. Fiflhly, she gulped down the sal volatile and 
water, which stood ready as a restorative ; and finally, the ardent appetite 
increasing by what it fed on, she swallowed even the spirits of wine des- 
tined to be consumed with camphor, by way of precaution against infec- 
tion. Inflamed by these various stimulants, her mind began to open, as an 
oyster does when subjected to unusual heat ; and out flew the diatribe 
against the poor defunct gentleman, and his poor diet. 

The unlucky words reached a pair of quick ears in the bar, and were not 
at all lost on the irritable IVf rs. Hanway. She was in that peculiar mood 
to which some tempers are liable after agitation and excitement, when the 
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nenrcfl are still vibrating and urging the possessor by way of vent to exer- 
tion or violence ; in short she laboured under a fit of what is emphatically 
called the fidgets. Deposed suddenly from th^ active situation of head 
nurse to a livin » patient to the passive one of being custos of a coipsc, she 
wanted something whereon to expend the surplus energies of mind and 
body ; accordingly the obnoxious words were no sooner uttered than she 
rushed into the kitchen, and planted her face at bare ttfasting distance 
against the fiery visage of the cook, who stood balancing on two legs, not 
quite so steadily as a peg top does on one. 

'* Can I believe my ears," she asked in a vehement whisper, intended to 
preserve the due decorum of a house of mourning. — " Can 1 betieve my 
own senses ! — To dare to rejoice over a fellow creature^s departure, and 
the corpse in the very house — I wonder, hussey, your own latter end did 
not fly m your face !** 

*' What 1 *ve said I 've said,'* answered the cook doggedly, '* and I an *t 
a going to eat my words — no nor the sick messes and slops nayther, if it 
comes to that. So if yon mean, Ma*am, to hold me to my wamin, you may 
Ma'am. As for my own dyings, I only wonder I 'm alive this blessed day, 
so I do — what with your quack doctering and nosteroms. They 've been 
the real ruin of my precious health, that's what they have — the Lord for- 
give yon I" 

" O the wretch," ejaculated the indignant mistress, " to have no more 
^titnde. — This comes of my nursing, and proscribing you, and giving 
It with my own hands — only last Christmas, and snatching you back from 
death's door." 

"Yes, Ma'am, — and well nigh chucked me in agen at the window," 
returned Betty, ** thro' giving me so much cooling physic in the hard froe- 
teses. My own mother that bore me would not have knowed such a has 
of bones. Since I 've been here I 've swallowed whole pecks of pills «s u 
they was nothing but green peas, and have took rubub enuff to turn me into 
a Turk. I can 't bear it no more, and so, as I said before, if so be I 'm to 
stay in the place, the physic must be put on the same fuUing as the tea and 
sugar — a guinea a year and find myself." 

*' You have never taken anything in this house," retorted Mr8.HanwaT, 
" except for your good — and when your system wanted lowering, and for 
purifying the blo(ra-'and if you have been a little reduced or so, have'nt 
you haa nourishing things and all sorts of support, provided it was light 
and easy of digesting ?" 

"My disgestins, Ma'am, thank God, wants no such lightening. I was 
noted from a chila for a strong stomach, only it can 't abide weak slops. 
Sago and sich is very well for the consumptions as lies in a sick bed, and 
hasn't got a hard place ; but lawk help you, what's their works to mine, 
couching and wheezine: is one thing, and frying beef-steaks and in^runs is 
another. If it warn 't for my strong constitution, it 'a a miracle of miracles 
how I stand it — what with roast, and biled, and fried afore a great flaming 
fire, and in everlasting flurries and hurries, now this here pot biles over, 
then that ore fiit ketches, and then the sut tumbles, and the dratted cat 's at 
the drippin pan — and is a little wishy washy drop of barley-water the thing 
to cool and refresh one after the likes o' that — not that I 'm g[oing, Ma'am, 
to complain of what I was bred and bom to, but only to takin more slops, 
and especially physic, than belongs to cookery, and my wages not riz there- 
by — to be sure the bottles would be summut, but arter one is doctored to 
death, who 's to como to me up in heaven and say, There, Betty, there's the 
empty vials for ]^our parquisites." 

** Your perquisites indeed !" cried Mm. Han way, waxing in wrath, "a 
pretty speech truly ; it's high time you left the Rabbits when you begin to 
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talk of perquisites — but you shan't stay another ni^ht in the house, no not 
an hour — perquisites indeed ! I Mi have you go this moment." 

"What, this very moment Mam — this very dividual moment, this mo- 
ment as I *m speaking Mam ?'' 

" Ay, husscy, this very moment, and the sooner the better." 

** Why there then — I takes your warnin, and washes my hands o' my 
place" — and as she spoke, the unruly ruler of the roast deliberately relaxed 
her ruddy fingers, letUng fall from one hand a saucepan of sago, and from 
the other a basin of arrow-root, as dab and suddenly as corporal Trim 
dropped his hat to illustrate his discourse upon death. Like the veteran 
•he neither dashed them down, nor flung them, nor pitched them, nor jerked 
them, but let them go plump, as if apoplexy had given her notice to quit 
instead of Mrs. Han way. The latter was not a woman to bear with wan- 
ton breakage. In fact the Tartar, as of old, began to rise on the ruin of 
China, but, luckily for the devoted cook, her fury was arrested by the ap- 
pearance of a boy laden with a basket in the front passage ; no other m 
fact, than the tardy walking dispensary of Dr. Bellamy. 

Doctors* boys, 4ike chimney-sweeps, universally run very small, and Old 
Formality's iiruhin really looked as stunted as if his boaixl as well as his 
wages had been derived from his mastei's shop. Perched at a door in 
charge of the old-fashioned covered chaise, he looked actually like a peri- 
winlue shrivelled in its shell. He had two little dark bolus-looking eyes, 
set squintingly in a long, pale, old face, in the middle of which stood a nose 
originally a pug, but made seemingly still pugger by its habitual tum-up at 
the nauseous freight that he commonly carried. His mouth had an appro- 
priate screw-up <M its own, as if hintina that he considered his place was 
to take out medicine, and not to take it in, while a chin of disproportionate 
leti^th rested on a couple of linen dog-ears, which he called a collar. As 
for his livery, it was of a very decided blue, turned up with quite as deci- 
ded a red, matching exactly the very colours of the two glass globes which 
by night dared over the Doctor's door — for as yet the chymists had not 
compounded those delicate tints, which in our days emulate the fashionablo 
Parisian hues of eau de Nil, terre d'Egypte, and flammes d'enfer. Small 
as the imp was, however, his predecessor must have been smaller, for his 
clothes did not fit — his sleeves hung as distant from his sides as if he held 
* an imaginary quartern loaf under each anfl, and his knee breeches buttoned 
above his knee, his gaiters were an inch too short, and bis shoes were as 
much too long, but were kept on by a liberal allowance of supplementary 
tow thrust into each extremity. Nothing else was big enough for him save 
his hat, which he kept from extinguishing his e^es by wearing his pocket 
handkerchief and two sheets of brown paper in the crown, as well as letting 
it rest on the collar of his coat behind, a collision which had given a truly 
clerical turn to the back of the brim. Gloves he had none, thoush, as far 
as appearance went, he scarcely needed them, his hands looking always too 
red or too blue to be taken for the natural skin. 

" If you please, Ma'am," said the dwarf, fumblin v out a small box from 
his basket, " if you please, Ma'am, I've brought the sick gentleman's pills." 

The wrath of Mrs. Hanway was at its climax. Second only to the mor- 
tal sin which so horrified John Bunyan, she reckoned the inexpiable crime 
of letting a sick gentleman go to heaven without his physic. With indig- 
nant hand she seized a fleshy appendage, which, like a Corinthian volute, 
curled downward from the brim of the culprit's hat, and a caper instantly 
followed that strikingly proved how much the style in dancing depends on 
the ear of the performer. The step in this case was of a May-day charac- 
ter, consisting of alternate hops on each foot, pain and fright in the mean 
time compelling the dancer to let go his basket, which fell with a hideous 
crash, followed by the powerful aromas of squills and camphor, aether and 
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aasafcetida, while 9, flooJ of mingled hue meandered along the floor, tlie 
acids and alkalies hissing at each other like enraged serpents. 

''In the name of mercy, woman,'* cried Jonas from the bar, " what's the 
meaning of the uproar, what's the matter ?" 

" It*B life and death's the matter," replied Mrs. Han way, finishing oflfher 
discipline with a smart cuff* on the ear, which made this real pill-garUc con- 
clude his pas seul with a pirouette. 

"She bam't no right to ill-use me, that she harn't," he bellowed, "she 
an't ray mother." 

"Let the poor fellow alone," cried Jonas ; " if so be he runs restive, his 
own master can lay the whip into him a pretty deal smarter nor you can.** 

" A little villain," retorted Mrs. Han way, " is people to go into the other 
world Kirithout their pills — and all through such a little divu as him ?" 

" The gentleman's dead and gone," returned Jonas, " ^d what signifies 
the pills — horse-balls would'n't 'a saved him." 

" And let me tell ye, Mr. Hanway," retorted his spouse verv sharply, 
" pills signifies a good deal when human lives is hanging like spiders' upoo 
threads." 

" That's true any kow," said the unruffled Jonas, " and I'm thinking how 
many human beings '11 be cantering their last stages for want o' the 
draughts and mixtures you 've been upsetting of." 

" l*ve been the upsetter of nothin' that can't be made good again, thank 
God, nobody's deatns can be laid at my door, — and I wish every other little 
wicked vagabond could sa^uts much, there's other folks understands the 
matera medicus as well as Old Formality." 

" The matera medicus will be all stopped out o' my wages," blubbered 
the boy, "and may be my bead pestled and mortared into the bargain. I 
should like to know who's to find me any cbai^cter lyhen I 'm turned out 
neck and crop, from Dr. Bellamy's." 

" To be sure it's only fair and reasonable," said the considerate Jonas, 
" we should give the boy a trifle towards the physical damage." 

" I shall g^ve no such fiddlesticks," said Mrs. Hanway very tartly, " the 
sick patients is all 1 looks to ;" so saying she stooped down, and carefully 
gathered up the labels fixun the medicinal wreck, the directions on which 
she faithfully copied and appended to as many fresh phials, that she filled 
up with vanous draughts and nlhitures of her own compounding, to the in- 
finite relief of the dwarf, who thus saw an infallible remedy for what ap- 
peared a complication of incurable disasters. Promising faithfully to keep 
the secret, he set out cheerfully to deliver the nostrums at their respective 
destinations, and althou^ one invalid had to take pennyroyal three times a 
day, instead of sarsaparilla, and another bad a draught of peppermint in lieu 
of bark, while a third swallowed cammomile tea in place of syrup of 
squills — yet to the credit of Mrs. Han way's practice, the patients did nei- 
ther better nor worse than if they had swallowed the identical medicines 
originally prescribed. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

** A pretty pickle he*Il put the bouse into ; had he been master'* own eon, and a 
Chrlatiaa Englishman, thure could not have been more rout than there is about this 
CreoUao, aa thejr call him.** 

Thc Wcmt IjrDi&ir. 

About the same time that the doctor's boy departed from the Rabbits 
with his fresh cargo of medicine, the post-chaise entered the avenue which 
led to Tylney Hail, and was immediately descried by the sharp gray eyes 
of Mrs. Deborah, the antiquated housekeeper. She instantly gave a cry, 
as shriU and broken as that of an upright pencil hopping across a slate, in* 
Tokin^ the presence of ** Jere-raiah I — Jere-miah ! — Jere-miah I" She 
had been naturally voluble, but a tryste, as the Scotch call it, which she had 
held too faithfully for a faithless swain, was said to have been the cause of 
an affection of the lun^s, which she now entertained in lieu of an affection 
of the heart. Neglected love had brought on a neglected cold, which bad 
terminated in an asthmatic shortness of breath, that made straq^e havoc 
with her enunciation. As well as printing can typify her defect/lier soli- 
loquy ran thus : — 

** Well as I hope — to be saved by Gemini — ^it's gone to his stomach and 
a post-chaise is coming up—- the avenue he must be put to bed — that 
comes of going offy without his ale and hung — beef run up and warm the 
bed — Lord send him well through it — donU forget to put the kettle on his 
leet — as usual must be bathed with a sack posset — God be praised sir — ^' 
she panted as the chaise drew up, *' at seeing your honour — safe between 
me and Dr. Bellamy — we may keep your legs from going to your inside.** 
*' You 're running breast-high after a red-herring,'' said the Baronet 
through the window, to the astonished Mistress Deborah, whose literal mind 
took Uie scampering after a Yarmouth bloater in good earnest, and made 
her have a misgiving, that the gout had flown into her master's head. 

" You 're running breast-high, after a red-herring," he repeated, ''and 
must be whipped off*. ^ As for gout, you may draw every comer I have 
in my inside, and it will be a blank oay after all, — but that's neither here 
nor there. As far as hunting iroes 1 haven't had a single burst, let alone 
from Windmills Grange to the Rabbits, and then only to be in at the death 
of my own dear brother. You did'nt kill him, Dick, did ye 7" he continued, 
abruptly addressing his huntsman, who presented an arm on one side of the 
chaise door. 

"I'm d— d if we didn't," answered Dick, "and in forty minutes — he 
was chopt in a fuz." 

" Ana this is his son," said Sir Mark, turning again to the house-keeper 
— and potntin:; to tha Creole as he alighted. 

''As like Mr. Herbert," panted Deborah, " as two pease biled — in the 
same pot with his very nose — his eyes are exactly like his mouth — and 
his chin — and every other feature — he's brownish to be sure and the Tyr- 
rels — is all fair — but a little milk of roses — will remove a ship and a sea 
Toyage — is apt to tan." 

The brown face of the Creole at this speech assumed a tinse of scarlet, 
like poppies springing amongst ripe com, but he contented himself with 
looking a box of dominoes at the housekeeper, and passed into the 
Hall. 

" And now welcome to Tylney Hall," said the Baronet, taking and 
shaking his nephew's hand very heartily, " your home that is to be, you shall 
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have a room of your own, and a na^ of your own, like Rin^wood andRaby. 
Little Spitfire would be the very thing to carr^ you — apd as to the do*s, 
you shall have any one you like, and the little single gun, provided you don*t 
shoot the birds of season. Aa Deborah says, you're the very image of my 
poor brother Herbert ; and PII be a father to you for his sake ; so you musnU 
fret and take on so, or you'll fall off in your feed and get out of" condition, 
and may bo go ader liiin yourself, and it's our duty in such a case to hold 

hard in time. But the * '" ' ' ' 

you're for hunting or 
Kingwood as up to every ^ 
Raby knows every volume in the library inside and onf, and con tell you 
the performances of any author you like. I wish he could ride as well as he 
reads ; but I've remarked through life, that sedentary people never have a 
good seat. Now your poor father's cone, we murt comfort ourselves by 
thinking of his straight-going principle through life, and trust you will fol- 
low in his line without skirting. And Deborah shall send up the tray, for 
we musnU forget nature's wants, and to ray knowledge you haven't been to 
rack or manger the whole morning" By this time they had arrived at the 
dining room, where the table had been already furnished, through the i»re 
of Mrs. Deborah, with a cold refection, in anticipation of some dozen 
guests, literally as hungry as hunters. The Creole, however, declined 
everything that was ofiered, declaring that he felt neither hunger nor 
thirst. 

** Come, come, my lad," said the good-natured Baronet, putting a cold 
pigeon on his nephew's plate, ** supposing your poor father to be looking 
down from above at this moment, he wouldn't object to our taking our 
meals. To be sure some animals when they lose their mates or their dams 
will waste and pine away, but then they 're brute beasts and know no bet- 
ter : but for Christians to starve themselves to death on account of the dead 
is flying in the face of the Bible. It's an opinion of mine that nature is 
nature, and if a man is not properly sensible of hunger and thirst he canH 
be sensible of sorrow, or grief, or anything else in the way of feelings. For 
my own part I think grieving is very apt to go to the stomach, for 1 remem- 
ber I never felt so sharp-set in my life as at ray uncle Raby's funeral, what 
with the very slow pace and the north-east wind, and not knowing whether 
it would be decorum to have the coach windows up j" so saying. Sir Mark 
stuck his fork into a cold capon and was just beginning to illustrate his 
precept by practice, when Ringwood and Kaby entered the room. They 
were both fine boys of thirteen and fourteen years of age, but considerably 
differing from each other in person and features. Ringwood was tall, ro- 
bust, and florid, with curling bro^n hair and full bold-looking dark ^y^^* 
He had a frank open manner, laughed often, talked much with a loud but 
pleasant voice. The complexion of Raby, the youngest, was pale, except 
when he was excited, ana then his face flushed all over like a gill's, and 
his dark hazel eyes flashed and sparkled through their long lashes. There 
was nothing of sickliness, however, in the appearance 3 hjs skin was clear 
and transparent, the flesh firm, the lipS fresh coloured, possibly the black- 
ness of bis hair made him look pale, though, in reality, he was merely fair. 
He was as well made as his brother, but slighter in figure,* and he had a 
dash of reserve in his address, and a voice rather gentle and low that ac- 
corded with his own pursuits and amusements, which were of a nature^ 
somewhat less boisterous than the field sports of Ringwood. The dress ot 
the latter, indeed, bore evidence of his recent occupation, hard riding 
through deep lanes having spotted him, **like a pard," from head to heel, 
for he had but just come home with the pad of the fox which had gone 
away in the morning from Windmills Grange. 

"Here, boys/' said Sir Mark, and leading the Creole toMards his two 
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sons, ** I »ye brought home a new couain to ye, so ahake hands and Uke to 
hiiD at once, he comes of your own blood, and I hope you feel it draw to 

him as I did. He's my own nephew by Herbert out of but you 

can »t remember your uncle Herbert, for he went abroad before you were 
bom." ^ 

"Oh, yes," returned Rtngwood eagerly, »* and married a black woman, 
and she stebbed him, and Mrs. Han way saw the scar when she laid out 
the body, and it bled whenever she said Indiana." 

" The devil take Mrs. Hanway," said Sir Mark, " and whoever else 
<^ned on it, but only let a woman jgive tongue " 

** It was not a woman, papa," mterrupted Ringwood j " I had it from 
unlucky Joe, the post-boy. I met him nding home one of his master*^ 
horses, and he pulled up very civilly to tell me the news about the Rabbits 
and uncle Herbert, and that you were to come home in the post-chaise " 

" And was that all ?" said Sir Mark hastily. 

"Nothing else, papa, only I gave him a shilling to drink" — here Ring- 
wood laughed — " and he said he was the unluckicst chap in the world, and 
gave a sigh that would have turned round old Mud/sre's windmill." 

" And not a word about Bedlamite?" asked the Baronet, in some alarm, 
— "I'd promised him a crown to bring him safe home to the Hall." 

" Then as sure as I 'm alive," exclaimed Ringwood, " it toot Bedlamite 
that I saw at a distance, galloping over the Flats without a rider, only Dick 
ofiered to hold me a crown that it was no such things and he never bets, 
you know, except when he 's as right as a trivet." 

Had four carrion crows, atthat moment, flapped at the window — had a 
spectral knacker's cart passed, or seemed to pass, across ^e room, or a 
warning hoof given three kicks at the door — had a dog's meat-barren 
flown out of the (ire — had an ominous glanders of tallow guttered down 
the side of the candle, while a death- watch of one-horse power simultane- 
ously struck up its tic douloureux, the Baronet could not have had a stronger 
presentiment of the death of his favourite. By the help of his sons he pulled 
a grandsire peal of triple bobs on all the bells in the house, as well as the 
great one on the outside, which slarmed company to their dinner : at this 
eztraordinsry summons every domestic on the establishnient, male or female, 
instantly put in an appearance, and in five minutes every man or boy that 
could ride was galloping off in the direction of the Flats. 


CHAPTER IX. 

•• Wo worth the chase ! Wo worth the day. 
That cost thy life, my gallant gray !» 

Ladt of thx Lakb. 

An hour had scarcely elapsed when the Baronet, at about his sixtieth visit 
to the front window, perceived the huntsman returning, like a discomfited 
captain of horse, with the remnant of his company at his heels. As they 
came at a foot-pace up the avenue, both horses and men hanging their 
heads, indicating the bodily and mental distress under which they laboured, 
Sir Mark, with a qualm as if the gout had at last reached his heart, abruptly 
turned his back on the doleful cavalcade, but unfortunately was confronted 
with a large painting of Bedlamite which hung on the opposite wall. " Ay," 
he ejaculated, apostrophizing the picture, " I was offered a cool two hun- 
dred for ye this very morning ; but it isn 't the guineas I care for," he added, 
with a quivering voice, for the anticipated catastrophe not only unhorsed 
but unmanned him. His next glance fell on an object no less painful, a 
6—2 
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noble silvor cup and cover, the produce of a banter's stakes, won by tbe 
Same Bedlamite, but who was perhaps never to clear a hurdle again. Nor 
were these fears unu^^nded — Dick soon entered, strokin/^ down his fore- 
lock with one hand, while the other brushed hastily across his eyes. 



never 

across the Flats. I Ml warrant he heard the hounds when he bolted off, and 
so coming to the gravel-pits, your honour, tor he never refused anythin* 
that looked like a leap, he went slap at 'em, clearing seven good yards on 
end if he sprinted an inch, and lighting afler all on his feet I never see 
snch a si^ht in life since the crazy nursemaid that flinged herself out o^ tlie 
^rret window. He was struck up all of a heap like, with his legs jammed 
mto his body. You'd have thougnt his whirl bones and stifles was a com- 
ing out at his lines.*' 

** There's amen then;" sighed the Baronet, *' to the best hunter in Eng- 
land, whether as a goer or a fencer — I'd rather have put down five hun- 
dred guineas — but it 's too late now, the breath 's gone — poor fellow, I 
shall never see his like — d'ye mind Dick the purl he gave me at the ox- 
fence with the ditch on t'other side, — but be'il never put oat my collar- 
bone again." 

** And please your honour," answered Dick, " exceptin' a bit of a snivel 
for my own father, I never knew what crying was till this blessed day. If 
he had died in the field after a hard run, it would have been a different mat- 
ter, but to break his neck down a gravel-pit, and without a livin' soul on 
his back, is pitiful to think on. But I see Master Rin^vyood is beginnin' 
to wince, and so I '11 say no more — but he 'U be missed in the grooming 
to-morrow ;" so saying, the huntsman gave what he would have called a 
cross between a nod and a bow, and if in opposition to a horse-laugh, there 
be such a thing as a horse-sigh, with that very kind of respiration he ({uitted 
the apartment. In the mean time, Sir MarV had commenced pacing up 
and aown the room, his custom when he was much excited, and was mot- 
terin ff to himself in broken sentences — 

" Ay, ay, a black day sure enough — first poor Herbert, and then the 
gray horse — the best brother — and the best hunter that ever topped a 
fence. But misfortune, as they say, always shoots right and left with a 
double barrel. Here's Bedlamite on one hand with a broken neck, and 
yonder 's my own brother laid out for burying — seven good yards into a 

f ravel-pit ; as for that Joe lucky or unlucky, when I meet nim, I '11 ride over 
im — with his whirl bones and stifles coming out of his loins — God's will 
be done, but it's hard to bear — two deaths in one day — two deaths in one 
day." 

To go back a little in our story while Han way's post-chaise was preparing 
for the Baronet, the doomed postilion left the Rabbits mounted on the sur- 
viving post-horse belonging to his master, and leading Bedlamite by the 
rein. They had trotted however, barely a quarter of a mile, when whether 
he really heard any hounds, according to Dick's surmise, or whether he 
disdained the companionship of a post-horse — the high-spinted gray sud- 
denly jerked the bridle out of Joe's hand, and dashed off across the heath 
at his very best pace. A few minutes sufliccd to convince Joe of the futi- 
lity of hunting a hunter on a spavined job-horse, and accordingly with his 
usual malediction on his luck and his birth, and another on all tlie gray 
horses in the world — he gave up the chase as one of those bad jobs for 
which he let himself' ATut by the day, month, or year. Shortly after the 
mishap he encountered Hingwood Tyrrel, but could not muster courage 
enougn to communicate what had happened, and subsequent to this meet- 
ing no person of the neighbourhood could remember having seen the fami- 
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liar (kce oflTnlucky Jod. The post-horss indeed, vvoa found duly littered 
down in his own stall in his master's stable, but by whom he had been so 
replaced and attended was a profound mystery even to the ostler and helps 
at the inn. The well-known despondency of Joe's character induced his 
fellow-servants to drag the horse-pond and to examine the well, but they 
found nothing that could lead any one to believe that such had been ** hia 
luck." 

In the mean time the carcass of Bedlamite, as a morsel too noble for crows 
or hounds, was carefully brought home, in order to undergo a formal inter- 
ment, which it subsequently received under a mound in the Park, and Mr. 
Richard Tablet was commissioned to erect a monument on the site. As 
the worthy master mason had no architectural invention of his own, he lite- 
rally copied his obelisk, cherubim and all, from a certain one in the village 
church-yard, to the memory of Mrs. Eleanor Cobb. Some persons wondered 
that he did not even copy the Resurgam of the original, instead ofRequiescat 
in Pace; but as the village sculptor always pronounced pace as one sylla- 
ble, it seemed to him the aptest inscription in the world for a dead horse. 


CHAPTER X. 

*<Mea mast not he poor ; idlenetta is the root of all evil ; the world's wide enou^^h, 
let them bustle : Tortune has taken the weak under her protection, but men of sense 
are left to their imdvstbt." 

The Beaut Stbataoem. 

^ In due time the remains of Herbert Tyrrel were translated from the Rab- 
bits to Tylney Hall, where they lay in state in tlie best bed-roona, — the 
body being ceremoniously watched, day and night, by the domestics in rota- 
tion ; although the guara was occasionally doubled, the females decidedly 
nbjecting to sit up all alone with a corpse, and particularly, as the dairy- 
maid remarked, '* with a dead corpse which wasn't screwed down.'' In ex- 
tenuation of such superstitious fancies, it must be remembered, that the 
lower classes of that day had not yet become penny-wise through the me- 
dium of Penny Magazines, but were still absolutely pound foolish on the 
subject of ghosts and goblins ; nor was a country milk-maid then aware, as 
doubtless she is now, of the absurdity of a gentleman, of sedentary habits 
through life, taking to walk after death, like a two-penny postman. 

Besides, the chamber in question was actually hung with some of the 
goblin tapestry of tradition. According to the domestic chronicle, the Tyr- 
rds were descended from that same Sir Walter Tyrrel, whose arrow, aimed 
at a deer, slew the royal Rufus in the New Forest. The legend darkly 
hinted, that it was no chance shot that had glanced from a king's stag to a 
king's heart, and indeed the immediate flight of the regicide, and the appa- 
rency preconcerted facility of his escape into France, seemed to justify the 
inference. At any rate, it was matter of popular belief, that the best bed- 
room had been haunted ever since by the apparition of a crowned king, with 
a shaft sticking in his bosom ; and by way of collateral evidence, certain 
huge antlers in the hall were said to have been the very identical horns of 
the stag that was missed. 

In the mean time, the Baronet received daily and hourly cards or calls of 
condolence from persons, some of whom he knew by sight, some by name, 
and some bj neitner. If death is frequently guilty of severing relations and 
friends, be is as often the occasion of^bringmg them together ; for, at a de- 
mise, many branches of a family meet and congregate, who but for such an 
oocasioo would most probably have never encountered for years. Then it 
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is that strange aunts, uncles, cousins, and demi- cousins, gather together, aa 
if from the ends of the earth, to mourn, or pretend to mourn, over a person 
Uiey would not have known by sight, and with whom they have never been 
on visiting terms, till a black-edged card informed them thai he was at home 
in his conin. Thus on the fifth night, at the unusual hour of ten, the Ba- 
ronet was favoured with a huge card announcing the arrival of Mr. Twigs, 
to sympathize as a branch in the sorrow of the Tyrrels ; and accordinpy 
that person soon made his entrance, which, to Sir Mark, was literally **a 
gentleman's first appearance in the character of the Stranger." After a £flw 
Gows and compliments he proceeded thus : — 

" I hope I know better, sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, than to intrude at 'un- 
timely hours, but as the saying is, necessity has no law. Tt seems very odd 
that a man of my property can *t have a bed at an inn^ but so it is, though I 
oflfered tbe Green Man a guinea for one, and that's sixteen shillings more 
than ever I i>aid in my^ lite. It 's not very pleasant for a man with money 
to go a beg^ng for a night's board and lodging ; but before your hospitality 
o'pens an account with me, let *8 know, says you, who and what you 
are." 

** To tell the truth," replied the Baronet, '* you have really the advantage 
of me : though I hope you won 't take it as any thing personal : but there 
are so many strange faces in the field, I was never so thrown out in my life. 
It's very strange. Sir, but though I can call over fi^y couple of hounds at 
sight, and have every one of 'em at the tip of my tongue, and some of them 
not the eanest to remember, — I say. Sir, it's very strange, but of all the 
ladies and gentlemen that have been in at the death of my poor brother, I 
can t give tneir own names to one half of the pack, upon my soul I can 't, 
dog or bitch." 

'* Nothing more likely," returned the visiter, "and particnlariy when 
there 's property in the case, and another name goes along with it. You 
must know, I got five thousand consols from my old master for changing 
Tyrrel into Twigg : not a bad bargain, sa^s you, and indeed I 'd have taken 
k whole firm on the same terms ; otherwise 1 have as good a rislit as any 
one to have a stag's head on my gold seal, though I've took a bee for nry 
crest in preference, as, barring the five thousand, all my honey and wax 
through life, as I may say, has been of my own making, cut that 's neither 
here nor there, as regards my right to roost on your family tree. I presume. 
Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, you 've heard of my grandfather, old Theophiliu 
Tyrrel, that died and left nothing to nobody ?" 

" To be sure I have," said the Baronet, " he was cleaned out on the turf. 
t remember I was at his funeral, and so were you. Sir ; I thought I had got 
a view of you somewhere, though I could not hit it off. Let me see — my 
aunt's mother, and your mother's aunt — but I shall only founder if 1 attempt 
to go through the pedigree. Mr. Twigg, you are heartily welcome to Tyi- 
ney Hall." 

'* I beg to say I am much obliged. Sir Mark, for all favours ; and must 
solicit a continuation of the same for my hoise, and my shay, and my ser- 
vant. By the by, if you'd like my shay to go with the>line of carriages, at 
the burving, I shall feel happy to oblige : I brought my own man down with, 
ine, and new blacked him on purpose. I assure you it's a very spruce sort 
of ftet out — bran new only a month ago — yellow picked out with red, and 
lots of bright brass bees on the harness. A bit of^a flourish, says you, for 
one that has known afore now what drawing a truck is. But where 's the 
harm of that ? I 've riz Uke a rocket at Vanxhail by the exertion of my own 
hands, and have as ^ood a right to leave off with a bit of a flash." 

" Mr. Twigg," said the Baronet, ** there 's no disgrace in a humble set 
out in life, provided we 're well up at the end : in this world, you know, we 
can 't all he equally mounted ; one begina hi9 eourae on a jilate horse, may- 
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l»& anothdr on a cock-tail, and another on a galloway ; but if by straight 
riding, and so forth, a man 's in a good place at the finish, why it 's to his 
honoar and credit, and let him have the brash or the pad, as may be, gentle 
or simple.'* 

"My own sentiments to a T," exclaimed the delighted Twigg. "We 
oaght never to forget what we sprung from, as I said the very last show to 
the Lord Mayor, who begun life as a common waiter at a tavern. My Lord 
Mayor, says I, while all the steeples was appealing, them »s bigger bells than 
used to ring for you at the King's Head. To be sure the Swoid-Bearer took 
me to task, but I gave him his change. I wonder, says I, a man can be so 
uppish at ridtnff behind six horses, moi to my knowledge has been drawn 
by eight, and that 's when he first came up to London in the Bath wagon." 
** I believe," said Sir Mark, " you were not intimate with my poor brother 
Herbert — indeed he was so long abroad, I can hardly say that I was iiiti« 
mate with him myself?' 

"Never set eyes on him," said Twi^ « but for all that, am anxious to 
treat his remains with strict assiduity andattention, and indeed any connec« 
tion in the same line; and that 's more than I could say twenty years ago. 
It was all up hill then, and living from hand to mouth, and even niy own 
three first children, God forgive me, I could not afford to fret for ; but now 
I 'm a man of property, I feel for every jody, and was at a neighbour's funeral 
only last week. He died worth a plum, if he was worth a penny, and kept 
his carriage. I remember his pole though, before he had a pair of horses to 
it, and good reason why, for it was nothing but a barber's. 

The entrance of supper put an end to these excursions of memory up the 
stream of time, a stream which Twigg was fond of ascending agamst the 
tide, with the wilfulness and velocity of a steamer. With all his seeming 
lowUness, he had at bottom a deal of the devil's " darling sin," *' the pride 
that apes humilitv." Out of nothing, it is written, God created the world, 
and as out of nothing Twigg had created some thirtv thousand pounds, he 
considered himself as a sort of Deity, who had wrougnt a miracle. In short, 
he liked to insist on his own littleness originally, in order to enhance his ap- 
parent magnitude when viewed afterwards through the solar microscope of 
success ; a flea as it were magnified by thirty thousand into the proportions 
of an elephant. To do him justice, he had made his way by industry and 
ingenuity, and was entitled to blazon them if he liked as his supporters, in- 
stead of *^ two salvages proper," or a brace of grifiins : but he did not sufli- 
ciently consider whether a retired barber might choose to be stirred up by 
his own pole, or an ex- waiter to have it always rung in his ears, that he had 
been brought up on Bell's system. 

'* Very fine lads, upon my word," he remarked, as Ringwood, Raby, and 
the Creole, took their seats at the supper-table, " and it will be their own 
faults if they don't shine in life. When I was of your age, young gentle- 
men," he added, addressing the boys, " I used to run of errands ana black 
shoes, and walked to London with only a shilling in my pocket, to seek 
my fortune ; and now here I am, a man of property, and a coramon-conncil 
man besides. Not a bad example. Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, to be set 
before the rising generation. I often think my own life and rise in the 
worid would make as good a history for young persons as Dick Whitting- 
ton'fl, one of the beat classical works, by the by, in the English language." 
" But it might be better for all that," remarked Ringwood, with a look 
of appeal towards his father, " I mean as to worrying the rats, for if the 
iftack King gave such heaps of gold for a cat, what wouldn't he have come 
down for iTkcen ferret or two, crossed with the pole-cat, and a bull-terrier 
like Whop, and as good at all vermin by land or water ?" 

"To be sure," answered the Baronet, "Whop is worth his weight m 
gold— always goes at the head, and you may chew his foot like tobacco 
2* 
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befiNV he'll let ff>, whether of a badget or a Chrietian. I remember the gfip 
he took of Biack Will the poacher,*' — but before the story oouid come tm, 
the supper party was suddenly alarmed by a bustle over nead, followed by 
shrieks so shrill and incessant, from the chamber of death, that for a long 
minute each individnal stared at his neighbour as mute and motionless as 
a stag at gaze. At last, snatching a candle, the baronet rushed up the 
•lalrease, followed by the others, Twigg, at ererv step, as became a man 
of prop^kty, bellowing out, ** Thieves ! tmeves ! thieves !'* 


CHAPTER XL 

" Noe doubt manie livinge peraones, both menne and vromenne. have seen ye Befille 
bodilie, beinge like unto one hugeous black gote, with hornis ann taife.** 

Kins JAlffM I. 

On entering the bedchamber, the screaming was found to proceed fhMn 
the dairy-maid and laundry-woman. Both mid thrown their aprond oVer 
their heads, and each had backed her chair a^nst the opposite wall, 
through which she seemed endeavouring- to force it by convulsive eflbits of 
her legs and feet, while with desperate energy her hands clung to the 
mahogany elbows, as if in resistance of human or superhuman abduction. 

'* Skreek, Peggy, skreek," panted the laundress, her own breath being 
jttst exhausted by a sostenuto on D in alt ; and accordingly Peggy shrieked 
with a shrillness and perseverance, that even a stuck pig would have stuck at ; 
and when her voice fkiled, the other took it up, like the celebrated echo at 
Eallamey, which always outdoes its original. 

" In the name of God, wench,'* said the Baronet, seiung the dairy-maid 
by the arm, " what game *s afoot to raise such a view halloo ?" but before 
she could compose a sentence, fear distributed it all into pie, as a printer 
would say, by shaking every Word and syllable from each other. 

** In the name of the devil,*' cried T wi^g, carefully imitating the Baronet^s 
movements, by seizing the arm of the laundress, '* what's tne meanins of 
this rtimpus ?'* but the two maidens continued to squall against each ouier 
as if for a wager; and when Sir Mark, and then Twig^g, successively 
plucked away an apron, they saw eyes resolutely screwed together, as if 
they were never again to unclose, and mouths as obstinately wide open as 
if th^ were never more to shut. 

** Confound your squalling," cried Sir Mark, " it 's like hawk and hem, 
striving which shall so highest — you could not yell more if you'd unken- 
neled the devil himself." 

" Don't neame his neame," said the terrified Peggy, with a shuddering 
groan like the low neighing of a horse, '* he 's been in this very room — only 
a minute ago, and mayn't oe no great ways off this blessed moment" 

" I *H take my gospel oath on it," asseverated the laundress, " on my own 
bended knees — with two horns and a tail — and as soot black as the 
chimble;|^ back. One thing I 'm sure on," she added sobbing, '^ he 's none 
0* my raising. God forgive me for sayin so, but I do n't know my prayers 
well enough to say »em back'ards. As for sin and wickedness, except 
looking in on a cousin or so on Sundays, instead of going to church, or 
may be the vally of a pint of strong ale, or being a little charitable with the 
torn linen, or on a chance time lending the master's shirts to be dirtied out 
by the footman — • " 

"Or obliging a poor man's pia with a little skim milk,'» whimpered 
P®ggy» *' or a lone widow's hen with a sitting o' eggs — the Lord be neair us 
if we 're to go to the pit for such ad that !" 
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« 1 *m sure I don't know why he Bhonld come to *u*,'» blubbered the 
hiandress, ** any more nor the cook and bntler." 

" A likely story truly," said the baronet, setting impatient, " what the 
devil should the devil come here for? the brace o* you isn*t wx>rth hia 
fetching. He M hardly go a bat-fowling for a couple of 8cieecb*owl8.'* 

" Saving your honour's presence," said Peggy, with a reverential curtsey, 
'* your honour in course knows best It 's hke enoa^ the Wicked One 
don't demean himself to come arterthe like of us poor sarvants, wheothera 's 
a dead gentleman in the room. For sartin he did antic about the coffin 
very fearsome, and seemed to make much on it — but the Lord be near us^ 
she ejaculated in a loud whisper, " there he is again," — an annoanceaent 
the laundress took so promptly, that before he was awai« she httd dutchad 
Twig^ by the arm, and was hurrying him down stairs three steps at a time, 
to the imminent risk of his neck. In fact, following the direction of Peggy^ 
eyes. Sir Mark plainly perceived a black head peeping from behind a bed- 
curtain, an apparition so totally unexpected, tMt for some moments, tho 
spectators were all as much confoundea as if the Deuce had actually turned 
up. At last, uttering a word of recognition, the young Creole advanced 
boldly to the bed, and dragging forward a black footman in a new suit of 
Babies, besan to kick and cuflfhim with a freedom which does not yet betong 
to this land of liberty. Black or white, Sir Mark eoald not endure to aee ti 
man so buffeted by a stripling and he began to interfere with some steni- 
ness, when the poor Negro j^imself interceded for the oflS»nder, with an 
excuse more worthy of a Christian than a Heathen. 

" Nebber mind," he said, " me berry glad to see him face. When Massn 
Walter a piccanniny, him bite and scratch Pompe^ worse dan dat; nebber 
mind. Him larrup Pompey ebbery day of him life m San Kitts. GonamiCy 
bless him ! me 'long to Massa Twi^g now Sare, but beforetimes me 'long 
to Massa Cumel Tyrrell — Gorramtty bless him, too. Oh ki !" 

It appeared on explanation, that Pompey had formerly been a biack unit 
in the West Indian establishment of the deceased, but after passing throu^ 
various hands, he had come into the possession of our citizen, wrough a 
will and testament by which Fortune had knocked down to him the anc- 
tion«>Iike lot of five thousand pounds, the surname of Twi^g, and a Nigger. 
The affectionate African having learnt below stairs the pedigree of the corse, 
and taking advantage of a quiet round game, set on foot in the kitchen by 
the undertaker's man, had crept stealthily to indulge in a last look, and a 
last '' talkee talkee" with his old master, to the signal discomfiture of his 
new one. 

"It 's very hard," said the latter, as he re-entered the room, " that a man 
like me can't have a black footman, as well as other people of property, 
without being deviled down strange stairs by a long-legged washerwoman, 
into the very kitchen, among common domestic menial servants, coachman, 
and footman, and what not — not quite the thing for one of the Livery. 
Pompey, you sir, mind your manners, and do n't stand grinnin^at Sir Mark 
Tjrrreli, Baronet Make yourself scarce ! I 'm very soiry, i 'm sure, to 
cause such a kick up in a respectable house, but it's all through that 

d d black man ; and, says you, the Green Man too, for not givmg me 

a bed." 

"Take it easy," said the Baronet, "and overlook the black — my own 
jades were in fault to cackle so over a mare's nest. To be sure, if the 
wenches had sworn to a crowned king in a green hunting coat, with a 
horn, and so forth, and a broad arrow in the riffht place, I do n't know if 
I 'd htfve gone into the room myself without a little craning — but I'll tell 
you that story at our next meet, or there'll be but a cold scent on the 
supper table. As it is, our pullets won't be a bit hotter for having been 
deviled. But the devil has little to do with the like of «m," he added, 
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mpproadung the coffin ; and removing the lid, he first patted the marble 
cneek, and then kissed the brow of the corpse. 

" As I may some day be sheriff,'' said Twigg to himself, as in a dram&tic 
aside, " it 's as well to accustom myself to death wherever I can," and 
aecordingl^ he placed himself on the opposite side of the coffin, and began 
to look on Its tenant so earnestly, as to persuade the good-natured Baronet 
that he was one of the most feehng and sympathizing friends be had ever 
known. 

A burst of ^rief, however, from the Creole at the sight of his parent, in- 
terrupted their very different meditations, and considerately replacing the 
coffin lid, the uncle led his nephew down to the supper table, followed rea- 
dily by Twiff^, whose stomach had come to a proper sense of the empti^ 
ness of this lif& He did not indeed omit droppm^ something about poor 
man's sauce, having been a poor man himself, and ne appropriately ate like 
one who had known what it is to want a meal, washing it down after- 
wards like a man who had known what it is to want four glasses of brandy 
and water. 

''I am an early bird," he said, towards one o'clock, **and must go to 
roost Sir Mark Tyrrell, Baronet, I beg to say good-night, and the same 
to the young gentlemen, and hope they will sedulously cultivate early 
habits, as the unvarying means of getting up in the world. For my par^ 
I'm never called, but wake at six, as regular as clock-work — but, says 
.you, a man knows how to rise from his bed that has risen from nothing." 
So saying, he seized his candlestick, and the party separated for the 
ni^t. 

On the morrow the tomb closed over the remains of Herbert Tyrrell. As 
the old ballad laconically says, ** the knell was rung, and the dirge was 
sung," and the mourners departed ; not a little disappointed at his leaving 
only some personal property, and many were much scandalized, that even 
this was bequeathed to a natural son, the ofispring of a woman of colour, 
and most likely, but half a Christian. Twi^, however, protested " that a 
man of his means need not to go about gaping after godsends and wind- 
falls, and for his own part, he must say, what with a sniff of country air, 
.and a relax from business, and the pleasant prospects, and the good cheer, 
and a hearty welcome, and above all, the very polite, civil urbanity of Sir 
MariL Tyrrell, Baronet, he must say, allowing for the melancholy occasion, 
and the ruck in his back from skurryins down such a noble flight of stairs, 
it was altogether one of the pleasantest days he had ever spent since he was 
independent" 


CHAPTER XII. 

Look here upon this picture, and on this •, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

Hamlbt. 

— — Give me leave 

To enjoy myself: that place that does contain 
My books, the best companions, is to me 
A glorious court, where hourly I converse 
With the old sages and philosophers. 

The Elder Brother. 

Time, the soother of all sorrows, was not slow in heal ins the wound in- 
flicted on the Baronet, by his brother's death. By decrees he resumed the 
sports of the field, and especially the chase, into which Ringwood entered 
with such zeal, that not contented with doing as his father aid before him, 
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he sometimes contrived to leave the old gentleman behind him, to the infi- 
nite delight of Dick the huntsman, to whom, as Filch says, " he was in- 
debted for his edication. The irreverend Dick Dou|hty, indeed, took far 
more pleasure in his pupil than fell to the lot of the Reverend Dr. Burdock, 
who had undertaken to prepare the youngs gentleman for the University.— 
The reason might be that m Dick's equestrian school, Ringwood always 
did his own exercise, whereas in the doctoi's classical academy, it was too 
often done for him by others. Dick reported his scholar as d — d fast, aad 
one as would go at anythinj^.'' The Doctor that he was *' deplorably slow, 
and did not take to any one branch of learning.*' The huntsman swore 
that he had '' the best seat on a horse, and the lightest hand, in the whole 
Country : and he looked on the next hunter's plate as ^od as booked to 
him." The pedagogue lamented to say, he had " the worst head for the 
classics and mathematics he ever knew, and indeed he should not be very 
much surprised if he got plucked at College." Even the partial parent con- 
fessed at times, that Ringwood deserved " to be well horsed for learning so 
little," at the same time taking liberal care to horse himwell, on thorough- 
bred ones, because he hunted so much. This censure, however, never es- 
caped Sir Mark, but when he was a little splenetic, under a fit of the gout 
Indeed, on one occasion, when the sporting Vicar, Dr. Cobb, thought proper 
to sound the depths of the young 'Squire's Latin, as thev wait^ the nnd 
together bv the cover side, the Baronet took it in some dudgeon : though 
he said nothing, till in running, Ringwood cleared a stiff fence, which no one 
else would take, whereupon Sir Mark pulled his horse alongside the hack 
of the Doctor, shouting out, with all the ecstasy of a fox>hunter, " There, 
Parson ; damme, coula Cicero do that! !" 

The Creole, also, or St. Kitts, as he was familiarly nicknamed by Sir 
Mark, from the place of his birth, continued likewise to grow in favour with 
his Uncle, througn the skill he displa^^ed in hunting, fowling, and fishing ; but 
with a deep chagrin, amounting at times to bitterness, the Baronet observed 
the decided aversion of Rabv to all such pursuits. At the age of sixteen, 
he could neither clear a hurdle, bring down his bird, nor throw a fly for a 
trout ; in short, he was awfully backward in his sporting. Thanks to the 
Ireducin^ system of Dr. Bellamy, who always found in *' the lowest depths, 
a lower still," he had undergone in his boyhood a long and languishing ill- 
ness, which had. rendered him incapable of bodily exertion: being thus 
thrown on his own resources for amusement, he had taken eagerlj lo read- 
ing, and an extensive old family library supplied this appetite with plenty 
as well as variety of food. His especial favourites, however, were the old 
. Elnglish dramatists and poets, whose most golden passages he ^t by lieart, 
or rather by souL Absorbed in such studies, in which neither his father por 
his brother could sympathize, he became a sort of domestic anchorite, wof- 
riiipping his own idols in secret, with the more fervour, because of the ^er^ 
secution he endured on their account. At last, through the good noraiag 
of Mistress Deborah, who wisely thought and said, " that a growing young 
— gentleman could'nt get fat — on physic and a fig — for Dr. Bellamy"*^ 
Raby recovered his strength and flesh; but he neglected the stable and 
do^-kennel as much as ever. His passion for letters had now overgrown 
and choked his taste for the chase, it he ever had any, and piobably he felt it 
too late to be^n to ^ound himself in the mere A B C of those rural arts and 
sciences in wnich his own contemporaries were already proficients. " Ig- 
norance is bliss," where knowledge is only to be obtained by the scholar^e 
going, looby-like, to a school for adults. Besides, sickness and personal 
suffering had subdued his nature into unusual gentleness, and with a (one 
of feeling of extreme tenderness, indeed an almost overwrought sensibililjr, 
he had become sensitively abhorrent of man's inflictions on the lower ani- 
mals, holding us strictly boond, according to the poet, — 
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" Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 
With sorrow of the meauest thing that feels.*' 

''For my part,** said Sir Mark, '' I can't think where the boy got it — 
his dear mother, God rest her soul ! was the best horse-woman in Cnristen- 
dom : — many a time the knife's been offered to her to take say. But tell 
Raby of a stag of ten tines, and he '11 open about Shakspeare, and the big 
round tears running down lus innocent nose, as if it wasn't the natur of the 
beast to cry like a human creature. Not that I would* nt as soon as any 
one cry bark to humanity, only it's just not the time for it, when Ti^er and 
Terrible are hansng at his tnreat. Pity's all very well, provided it's the 
genuine milk of human kindness, but it's often too like the London-made 
stuflfi) nothing but chalk and water. Why zounds, boy, if you were even 
training for tne church, there*d be no harm m your having a gallop with the 
hounds ; I remember the time Dr. Cobb never missed a meet of the hunt, and 
he often comes now to see them find, though he's grown too fat and corpu* 
lent to enioy a burst" 

To sncb remarks from his father, Raby made little or no reply ; but when 
Ringwood ventured a sneer at what he called the milksop amusements of 
his brother, the latter always retorted with much spirit and point on certain 
deficiencies, which would have subjected the young Nimrod to the old birch 
rod of Dr. Busby. These little differences between the brothers might ge- 
nerally be regarded as merely boxing with the mufHes on ; but as even this 
kind of sparrmg is attended with some danger to the temper, it occasionally 
ended in a quarrel in earnest This result was always aggravated by the 
injudicious interference of the Creole, which only served to protract a battle 
into a campaisn, as a duel between two game-cocks is sometimes prolonged 
by the untimely interposition of a third. 

For example, — Gmgerpile is down on the broad of his back, with his 
head awry, and looking like trussing. He gapes wider than a young black- 
bird before breakfast, and his bloody comb resembles a bit of underdone 
■teak, when the cook says '' it*s only the gravy." Red stands staggering 
and swaggering oyer him, mustering all the breath in his crop for a crow, 
but the crop has had a spur through it, yet that he is the victor he knows, 
and looks knowingly with only one eye on the vanquished. All the Poul- 
tiy to Chick Lane is the odds on bun, when suddenly Blackhackle unfairly 
strikes in, on his blind side, and with a flirt, giving Red a fair back fall, ena- 
bles Gingerpile to get second wind, and flare up again like a phoenix. Ac- 
cordingly he scrambles on his legs, and after a little game of see-saw 
between his head and tail, he accomplishes a roupy chuckle^ which, unlike 
cockcrows in general, seems to recall the ghost of Red, who nses and walks.' 
At it they go again : but after exchanging a bushel of pecks, at last faintly 
billing like pigeons, they feebly lay their necks by turns over each other, 
as if hate had degenerated into love. Gingerpile is now, however the fresh- 
est, and makes a rush at Red, who ducks his head to avoid punishment, 
and attempts to walk away between the other's legs, when he gets such a 
spur right and left, that he is fain to tuck his legs under him, and lay hia 
breast to the earth, as if brooding a batch of chicken s. He is evidently done 
out of the championsliip, or at least he would be done out of it, but for the 
abominable Blackhackle, who, like the kin^-making Earl of Warwick, 
takes fresh ofience at the sovereignty of Gingerpile. With a dig some- 
where near the root of the tail feathers, he sends him to wriggle about the 
yard till Red is ready for another round ; and in this manner uie contest is 
da^capo'd from hour to hour, and from day to day, to the perpetual disquiet 
of the yard. 

Even thus did the Creole revive a drooping argument by some unseasoa* 
able fling at its antagonist, which he was well enabled to do by the diveiw 
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Bitj of his own taste, for he frequented the covers which lodged anthors, as 
well as those that harboured foxes. According by these discussions, by thd 
help of Jack-of>both-sides, generally ei;ided as drawn games, which were to 
be renewed between the parties at the first opportunity. It was impossible, 
however, that such subjects of dispute shouta remain in abeyance so lon^, 
without engendering some degree of aspcritv, so that sharp words and sud- 
den heat sometimes arose on questions which had but a remote reference^ 
if any, to literature or sporting. 

Possibly the Creole, who did not agree over well with either of his cou- 
sins, was not displeased secretly to see them difier a little with each other, 
especially as it helped to avenge a personal srudge which he entertained 
against both. Boys, in the reckless levity of their mirth, have a proneness 
to satire, which is apt to select personal defects or peculiarities as butts for 
raillery and ridicule. Prompted by this spirit, Ringwood and Raby, in 
common with their schoolfellows, had set their wits against the Creole, or 
rather his complexion, a subject on which he was as sensitive, as if he liad 
been without a skin. A pitched battle with each of the " pale faces" was 
the consequence, wherein, to adopt the language of coursing, Creole beat 
Raby, and Ringwood beat Creole ; Ringwood thereby establishing his right 
to use the obnoxious nickname of Gip, (the short for Gipsy,) which had 
given rise to the contest. It must be remembered, that St Kitts descended 
by his mother^s side at least from those ** souls of fire and children of the 
sun, with whom revenge is virtue.'' It is highly probable, therefore, that 
his defeat and the oflence of the provoking soubri<][uet rankled in his mind 
lon^ after its origin ; but he buried it, like Zanga, in his " heart of hearts," 
for nis outward bearing to his Cousins was frank and open, and accompa- 
nied with much profession and actual appearance of auction. Nevertne- 
less, it never amounted to that absolute cordiality which obtains between 
natures thoroughly congenial. There is a mysterious instinct within us, 
which unerringly guides the soul in its selection of a true friend, and neither 
witk Ringwood, nor with Raby, did this secret impulse point towards tho 
West Indian, as one to be *' grappled to the heart with hooks of steel." 

" I would thank you, Ringwood," said the Creole one day to his elder 
cousin, who had just been Gip-ping him, *' I would thank you, Ringwood, 
to remember that I have a Christian name and a surname, as well as your- 
self. I have put up hitherto, with the contemptuous syllable you have been 
pleased to call me by, as a boyish impertinence ; but now that we are on 
the eve of going to college together, I must inform you that I shall look for 
m more suitable mode of address. I shall certainly consider roysel fen titled 
to be called Walter, or at least any legitimate abbreviation of that name 
you may choose to adopt" 

" I have never disputed the legitimacy of your Walter, or your Tyrrel 
either, with or without abbreviations," retorted Ringwood, whose temper 
was a little turned, by his having been thrown out in hunting. ** And as 
we are going to college, where of course you will give me the go by, I in- 
tended to drop Gip of my own accord, as it might not come well, hereafter, 
from plain Ringwood Tyrrel to an LL.D." 

" If your emphasis on legitimate," returned the Creole hastily, " implies 
any unworthy allusion to my birth, I will only remind you, that the impu- 
tation touclies your uncle, as well as my father, and leave your heart to its 
own reproach." 

" I meant no offence, St Kitts," said the really good-hearted Ringwood, 
*' and am sorry if you've been wrung — come, shake hands, and bnrn the 
stud-book ! As it touches yon on the raw, if I call you Gip again, I give you 
leave to call me Flincher in tho face of the whole field." 

The Creole took the hand that was proffered, or rather he suffered his 
own to be taken by it, for as the grammatical Dr. Burdock would have ob- 
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served, to shake hands was with one a verb active, and with the other a 
verb passive. And thus ended a quarrel, that Ringwood instantlv forgot, 
but the sting of which his cousin preserved, and hermetically sealed up like 
a serpent in spirits. 

The month following this skirmish, the trio departed for Oxford, a change 
of much indifference to the Creole, of considerable gratification to Raby,' 
and prodigious vexation to Ringwood ; when he discovered that the rules and 
regulations of Alma Mater were very much the same in spirit with the no- 
tice so commonly set forth at the gates of the public gardens round the Me- 
tropolis: namely — 

''no dogs OB PATTENS ADMITTBD.** 


CHAPTER XIII. 

*< Since I momited on the towers of pride and ambition, my soul has been invaded 
by a thousand miseries, aad a thousand toils, and four thousand disquiets." 

Sancho Paxvza. 

Beforb the young Collegians had been gone a week. Sir Mark began to 
feel veij dull and lonely, especially as his gout had set in again with a rig* 
our which threatened to outlast the remainder of the hunting season. Laid 
up in an easy chair, with his two supporters couchant instead of rampant, 
he had many long hours for reflection ; even his friends who wore the but* 
ton of the hunt, being a little apt to neglect him, when he was incapable of a 
run, regarding him in much the same Tight as a fox who had been lamed in 
a sin. In this dilemma, his thoughts naturally looked forward to the period 
when age and infirmity might withdraw him permanently from the field , 
and he began to calculate on his future situation with all its contingencies. 

"In the course of nature,*' ho soliloquized, "the short breath of poor bro- 
ken'Winded old Deborah won't last out many winters, though she has been 
taken up from hard work, but age won't be denied. She has been a good 
one in her day, and I shall have a heavy miss of her when it comes to a 
mort — for let alone her capital tooling of the whole team of servants, she's 
the only hedge I have against Dr. Bellamy, who's too fond of shortening my 
feeds, and taking me off hard meat to put me upon mashes. God knows 
what I shall do when I come to be gouty for good, or may be bedridden 
and d ead-foundered towards the finish. 1 1 wouldn't be a badf cast to scribble 
a line or two to sister Kate, and get her to run a trail to Tylney Hall, to 
take the lead of the house like, and be the whipper-in to the maids. Be- 
sides, the boys by and by will be leaving college, and will want to be pair* 
ing for life, and to be looking out amon^ the young misses, but Uie devil a 
young lady will come to the Hall, now there's no females to visit. Kate is 
a gentlewoman, and well bred, though I've known even a raw-boned crib* 
biting old jade of an aunt with a devilish pain in her temper, a good deal 
backed by young girls, provided there were some handsome blood-like look- 
ing colts ofnephews in the same stable. By the by, I wonder that Grace 
Rivers never shows now at the Hall, where she was always first favourite. 
D — n the Paragon filly for dying, for I meant to have named her after 
Grace. Egad, I should Uke to see Ringwood ridinv a steeple chase to 
Tylney church, and her little white hand to go to the winner. The old 
Justice's lands join ours, and it would be a pretty property to include through 
a marriage in a nnofence." 

In conformity with these politic calculations, in which he considered he 
had made up anything but a bad book, the Baronet immediately rang for 
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pen wi ink, and concocted a letter V> his aiater in tbo north, who had mar- 
ried a Scotch hard, and was recently become a widow ; and what was atiU 
better in his estimation, a widowr without either colt or filly to run whinny- 
ing^ after her heels. The epistle, after a page of awkward, hut hoaast con- 
dolence conveyed a pressing invitation to the relict to spend the lemaindor 
of her days at Tylney Hall, and it concluded bv refuesting an immediate 
answer^ hopmg <* she would not sit in the saddle craning over the Bolder, 
but charge it at once, and return at |ter best pace to ^e aeat of her ancea« 
tors." 

In the mean time the Baronet was not displeased to learn from Dr. Bel- 
lamy, that a family had just come to settle in the vicinity, whose viaits pro- 
mised to dissipate his ennui, as they declared themselves to be distant rela- 
tives of the Tyrrels. 

''I have been honoured with the compliment," aaid the Doctor, "of 
being called in to the whole family the very day after their arrival As 
they had remoyed from the metropoUs to the country, by way <^ precau- 
tion against the sudden change ofair, I had the ^tincataon of prescribing 
an alterative for them all a«>und« Mr. Twigg, mdeed, did me the (hvour 
to object to taking an^thin^ I recommpnded, saying, that a man who bad 
met with his ohanses m life needn't care for chaages ofair ; but I had the 
pleasure of persuadins him to a pill over night, and a draught in the morn- 
ing. If I recollect right, I had the happiness of ridinf in the same mourn- 
ing coach with him at the interment oif the lamented Colonel Tyrrel ; and 
really fouad the gentleman verjr agreeable and pleasant" 

In fact, Twig& at the burial in (question, had become so enamoured of a 
country life, thathe made up his mmd to retire some day from civic dignity 
into " rural felicity ," 

" Wftb a oow, aad a pig, and a barn door aad all." 

A plan he now put in execution by purchasing, as advertised, ** a large 
roomy family house, with an extensive walled garden well stocked, and 
about fifty acres of land, arable and pasture." Since his last visit to the 
country, he had almost doubled his capital, and had served the office of 
Sherifirof London ; but as that city seemed in no hurry to mak^ him its 
Lord Mayor, he determined to vrithdraw like Cincinnatus to a Sabine 
farm. In choosing the locality of this pastoral retreat, he was guided by 
three suggestions ; which, like the witches in Macbeth, aeverally addreafed . 
themselves to his ambition. The first saluting him as Timothy Twigu;, 
Esquire, hinted that a friendly intercourse with the Baronet wou}^ he the 
means of introducing him to the best society in the country^- no ali^t 
advantage to a man who, in any other sl^re, would have been " alike un- 
knowing and unknown." The second hailing him i^ Mr. Sheriff Twugg, 
reminded him that there were such things as sneriffi of counties ; and that 
there was no earthly reason why one office shouldn't lead to the other. 
And the third dubbing him at once, whispered that thp daughtejr of Sir 
Timothy Twigg, ^ni^t, and the son of Sur Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, would 
be as twelvepence to a shilling with regard to rank. 

With these views the prosperous citizen purchased the desirable mansipn 
called Hdlington House, a name he thouffht proper to alter to The Hive. 
In the same spirit he removed the two e^es volant that flanked the great 

Sites, and substituted a pair of stone bee-nives, at the same time favouring 
e sun-dial in ih» fore court with a motto from Dr. Watto, concerning the 
tittle busy insect he had chosen for his crest A Latin inscriptbn on an 
Ptnamental obelisk in the garden was replaced by a maxim ftom Poor 
Riehani's Almanack, and ue octagon somm^house w^s labelled vfith 
*!ght owt of the twelve GK>ldea Rules. Indeed he indulged in this whim 
6—8 
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80 profusely {hat flie pariah wags took the hint, and a^afn stood godfathers 
for the house, to which they gare the appropriate name of " the House of 
Industry." 

This alias somewhat tried the temper of Mr. Twigg,. who thought it 
reiy hard that a man of hia prooerty could not sive what name he chose to 
Ms own house, as welt as to nis own chfld ; hut his prospect of *' rural 
feticity'' began already to be obscured by clouds from other quarters. An 
ironmonger does not necessarily accjuire a knowledge of agriculture, be- 
cause piouehshares,. spades, and sickles are amongst his items of com- 
merce ; and whenr onr retired hardwareman turned gentleman-farmer, be . 
found to hia infinite annoyance that it required a previous apprenticeship 
a» much a» any other business. Ignorance and obstinacy however are as 
closely united as the Siamese Twins, and even in farming, Mr. Twigg 
dtoae to ga his own road^ which, as he walked in the dark, was pretty 
■ore to be the wrong one. He had been used to activity, he said, all his 
life^ and could not sit down with his hands before him and look on. He 
elm8e(|uently interfered so pertinaciously in every rural or domestic act, as 
to reahze the country mantis description of Qarrick, ^a little brisk man, as 
bufl^ as a bee, and on the stage the whoto time.*' 

He had notified to the Baronet, through Dr. Bellamy, (hat ''^as gout pre- 
vented the honour of a call at the Hive, he intended to waive ceremony and 
drop in himself at the Halt, to receive congratulations and cetera on 
<!Dming to his landed estate." Day passed after day, however, without 
bringing the promised visiter, tifl at last one fine morning Sir Mark dis- 
solved the Doctor's injunction against horse exercise, and mounting his 
sorrel hack, rode leisurely over to Hollington — *^to see,** as he said, 
*' whether the whole swarm had not sufibcated themselves in housewarming 
the Hive." 

** Egad," ejaculated Sir Mark, as he looked up at the emblems which 
superseded the old eagles, "his bees axe no drones. It's well old Sir 
Theodore Bowles has got the dust in his eyes, or a sight like this would 
raise his hackle. As f live, too, there 's Pompey the Great, in sky blue 
and orange, coming to open the gate. Well, Beelzebub, is your master at . 
kennel, or on the pad, hey ?" 

" Maybe iss, maybe no, Sar,** answered Pompey, with a low bow. 
'*Walk dis way, Sar," he continued to the Baronet, who for lack of at- 
tendance was fain to cast his hor8e*^B bridle oyer the gnomon of the sun- 
dial; ''walk dis way, Sar,** ushering the visiter towards the drawing- 
room, and hal^opening the door, but which he suddenly slammed to a^am 
at a signal from a lady within, of whom Sir Mark got a glimpse sufficient 
to show that she was busy with several new hats and some yards of gold lace. 

** Sar, walk drs way," repeated Pompey, turning sharp off to the left, 
" and pray sit doMm in de billard-room," at the same time throwing the 
door wide open ; but the Baronet again retreated of his own accord, on 
beholding a young lady partly ''uncased," as he would have called it, 
who, in company with her dressmaker, was too busily engaged over a series 
of sUk dresses which covered the billiard table, to notice the intrusion. 

" Beg pardon, Sar, walk dis way," reiterated the discomfited Pompey, 
wheeling ofi* to the right, "nobody is in de parlour:" but the door of this 
Bluebeard chamber was locked on the inside, and whatever mysterious 
personage was in the room, he or she had evidently some private reason 
for remaining incog. 

In this dilemnui poor Pompey left the Baronet standing in the middle of 
the hall, while he popped his puzzled head in at the door of the library to 
ask massa if he was at home, the only answer to which was an audible 
imprecation on his black face, ahd a command to show every one into the 
drawiog-ioom. - 
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^ Please, masM, dere is no room at liome but de kitchen,*^ whii . 
Pompey, cautiously reducing the aperture of the door to a cnick, " and it's 
Ma ssa Baronet Tyrrei:" an annQuncement which operated so electricallj 
on the master of the house that it drew him from his aen. like a badeor* In 
fact, he rushed out in his shirt sleeves and an apron, and leadine Sir Mark 
with a warm welcome into the library, oflfored him the only chair that was 
vacant, in the mean time apologizing profiiseiy lor the state of the sancto^ 
rum and fais own appearance. 

^ It *s very ridicnlbus for a man of ray property to be firaad is this piokle^ 
but everybody is obliged now and then to be not at hone, though, says 
you, I ought to be quite at home among so much hardware. To do sure 
watering pots, and steel-straps, and spades, and scvlhes, and -ether iron- 
works isn't quite the works for a book-room ; but I objected to take the 
old watering pots and cetera at the valuation, and good reason why. I 
could have them bran new fer the money from my warehouse, and to-cuiy 
they 've come down by the wagon, and I was just checking them by tfa« 
invoice." 

''Mt good Sir," replied the Banmet, ^it's no fault of yo<ii*s if I've 
walked, you up in moulting time, and you are not in full feather. I 've been 
amiss and dead lame with the g^ut, or I should have faMsen over before to 
bid you welcome to HoUington. I sincerely hope jou find your new house 
to your liking, and the air agreeable to your constitution." 

" Candour conypels to say^" answered Twigg, his brow suddonly over- 
casting as he spoke, " I 'm afraid it do nt Between you and me, I find 
retirement vot hard work, and have bflodly had time to eat, drink, «r sleepy 
since I left on business. I never felt so low in my life^ and I 've been as 
iow in life as most people. But I mustn't forget m^ manners now I 'm a 

Sentleman : it 's time, says you, to go into the drawmg-room and be intro- 
uced to Mrs. T. ; I'll beliound she^s waiting for us with the eake and 
wine." So saving he led the way to the drawmg-room, where they found 
Mrs. Twigg piaying the lady at a short notice. After the usual ceremo- 
nies of presentation, the famer inquired for Miss Twigs, to which the 
mother replied, ** that she was in tne libmy, studying and improving her 
mind with the fashionable novek." 

" It's a lie, Madam," exclaimed Twiggy who was really a domestic Dio- 
nysius, *' I 've just come from the library mjselC" 

" It 's really a pity. Mi. T.," replied the wife, taking the efMtbet as calmly 
as if she was used to it, '^ that you let your temper oe ruffled so by them 
servants. I Jiope there 's no harm in not knowing exactly where Miss 
Twigg is, considerins up to this very minute i 've i>een enstged in the 
garden — flowing the gardener where ke's to sow the rose-bushes, and 
plant the mignionnette." 

*' Then Pompey 's a liar any how, for he told me yon were in tbe draw- 
ing-room, gold-banding theeervants' luUs." And with this which he called 
a clencher, Twigg turned to the Baronet, sayings ** You see I mean to be 
the king bee of my own hive." 

** I hope, Madam, you like your new mansion, and the neighbourhood,'' 
said Sir Mark, addressing the lady of the house, by way of putting a 
change upon the conversation; "it's as pretty a country as onewomd 
wish to cross, never deep in winter, and the fences not stiflfer than 


common." 


" I have no doubt, Sur," answered Mrs. Twigg, ** I shall find it Just what 
you say, provided I 'm able to leave the bouse, but at present if^I was to 
turn my back it would be all hidi life below stairs. Twelve in the kitohev 
is an etening party of Uiemselves, but they can't be content This very 
morning I heard the groom talking to the coachman about giving a balL'^ , 

''1 have 00 doubt you did^ Midfun," replied the Bioonet, looking veij 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

J^ab, Yet show some pity. 

Jug. I ehow it iDOflt of all, when I show justice j 

For th«n I pity those 1 do not know, 

Which a dMmiw'd offence would after eall ; 

And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 

Lives not tc act another. 

MXASVKE FOR MkASVRS. 

Oh, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father »s crabbed j 
And he 's composed of harshness. 

TcypEST. 

Ths Baronet hod accomplished about half the distance homeward, when 
at the turn of a lane he caught sight of a gentleman, who was walking in 
the same direction, with a young lady leaning upon his arm. He immedi- 
ately gave a joyous view holla, and urged his sorrel into a gallop, which 
quickly broushthim alongside of the pedestrians, whom he had recognised 
afar off, as hw old friend and neighbour Mr. Rivers, and his first favourite 
Miss Grace. As the stem magistrate and his daughter turned their heads 
at once towards the rider, they presented a striking impersonation of Juflt- 
tice tempered with Mercy ; the pale face of the father wearing its usual 
expression of austerity, with features as frigid as a December day, when 
frost has stereotyped even the fluids into rioid forms and wrinkles ; while 
the cheerful countenance of the daughter laughed all over, redolent of 
health, youth, and joy, as a May momm^. 

Never did the sunlight fall on two so different, yet so akin. Law had in- 
deed inscribed her terrors on the person of her itiinister — he had a high 
square forehead, straieht black eyebrows, and two dark steadfast eagle- 
looking eyes, that evidently would not wink at an^rthin^. His nose was 
Roman, which, like a buttress, served to support his face m its massive dig- 
nity ; and his mouth was raUier wide, vnth two almost invisible thin lips, 
which were always pale from habitual compression. In complexion and 
texture his skin resembled parchment, and seemed equally devoid of life 
and feeling. Draco indeed, when he wrote his laws in blood, must have 
derived his fluid from the veins of some such stern worshipper of Themis, 
seeing that it was an ink nothing akin to these which are called sympa^ 
thetic No impulse of human passion, love, hate, anger, or grief, ever al- 
tered the hue which dwelt on the obdurate visage of the magistrate, whom 
a romantic fancy might have taken for the Cam of that oriental city in the 
Arabian Nights whose inhabitants were all turned into marble. 

In figure he was very thin, very tall, and very erect, so that with his for- 
bidding countenance at top, he might be aptly compared to a " take notice'* 
board, promising prosecution and persecution according to law to all tres- 
passers on the wide domains of the statues at Urge. On the Bench indeed 
tie held himself so stiffly upright in person, and so staunchly inflexible in 
feeling, that, as a waggish London attorney once remarked, *' he seemed 
actuauv to have swallowed the sword of Justice.^' 

By the side of this portentous personage stood the fairy- like Grace, the 
sunshine transmuting tier auburn locks into gold, and glistening in her sen- 
tie eyes, deeply blue and liquid, as violets bathed in oew. But rocks have 
their flowers, and deserts their fountains : and from the hard arid nature of 
the parent sprang a beautiful plant, so instinct with a gushing sympathy for 
human sorrow, as to resemble that weeping tree which refreshes the parched 
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inhabitanta of earth with the moisture it has collected from heaven. Too 
seldom was she allowed to intercede between justice and its victims ; but 
when she did, she was like the angel in Sterne, who dropped a tear on the 
indictment, and blotted it out for ever. As the sole child of a widower, her 
voice had a charm, like the music of Orpheus, to soiien the rock and bend 
the raoged oak of her parent's nature, who now and then relented, like Pluto, 
and allowed a poor soul who had fallen into his Tartarus, to revisit the light 
and air. Many blessings were consequently showered on the beautiful head 
of Grace Rivers ; and in particular, the fervent petition of a grateful Irish- 
man who had been reprieved through her influence, became quite a popular 
form of prayer. " Oh the darlint of the world. A joyful long life to her, and 
many or 'em. And plaze God to send his Honour another lady, and a dozen 
more only daughters !" 

" Zounds ! neighbour, jrou 've been a shy cock lately," said Sir Mark, 
dismounting and passing his arm through the bridle ; ^ time was you used 
to make the Hall your home, but a badger could n't have given it up more 
thoroughly if a fox had laid his billet at the door. I almost began to think 
it who-oop to our old friendship. I 've a crow to pick with Grace too — I 
do n't know whether I oughtn't to pluck a whole rookery, squabbs and all." 
" I should feel your reproach. Sir Mark, as a capital indictment," returned 
the Justice, " if my conscience could find it a true bill. But private pleasure 
must defer to the public service." 

" And'my pleasure to my father's," added Grace, at the same time offer- 
ing her little hand to the Baronet, who clasped it in " his broad bronzed 
hand," with an affection which showed that the crow he had talked of pick- 
ing wa« in reality a dove. 

** We have had a very heavy sessions," said the Justice, resuming his 
apology. ** Of course you have heard of the murder at Hazel Bridge^and 
as a zealous magistrate, my time and humble talents have been arduously 
employed, — I need only say, I have had eighteen taken up on suspicion, 
anu remanded twelve." 

" I really believe," said Grace, " those dreadful murderers will be the 
death of my poor father ; he scarcely eats, drinks, or sleeps, till he brings 
them to justice ; and considering the miserjr and terror of the mothers, and 
wives, and sisters, and children, of those he is obliged to suspect and appre- 
hend, I can conceive nothing more harrowing to the feelings." 

"Feeling," said the magistrate, "is out of the question; the course of 
justice is like that of the sacred car of Juggernaut, which may not deviate 
from its appointed path to spare the voluntary sufferings of those who may 
choose to tnrow themselves under its wheels." 

" It's a mercy, then, your car don't drive much near London," said the 
Baronet, lau»hin», "or it would soon have more deodands than spokes on 
its wheels. As for the boys, they try how leisurely they can cross before 
your horse's nose, and by Jove, they time your pace to a second. Then 
there are the spavined ana wind-galled old women, that can't make up their 
minds to cross, till you 're close on their haunches. And the gossiping old 
men that pull up in the middle of the road, to observe the changes in the 
neighbourhood j to say nothing of the tipsy ones, that try to win a race with 
you by crossing and jostling ; or the Sunday evening folks, when the infan- 
try will walk in the horse-road, and the cavalry must n't ride on the foot- 
path. If you were to drive your car there as you say, without swerving or 
holding hard, you must n't have a footman behind, but a coroner in Uvery." 
" I see no reason to revise my judgment," replied the magistrate, " even 
in the cases you have so facetiously adduced. There is little difference be- 
tween the highwayman who takes your money, and the footpads you men- 
tion, who delay you on the road, and rob you of your time by the same pro- 
cess of putting you in bodily fear, either for their persons or your own. The 
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penalty, whether inflicted bv a pistol-bullet in the first case, or bv a borse*8 
hoof in the second, is justly incurred by the sufferer's own act and deed, and 
he most abide the issue. So, as I said before, the course of law — *' 

** MuBt be sharp coursing indeed," said Sir Mark, ** when your worship 
is the tryer. A stout hare with a fair start may get away from the best of 
the long dogs ; but the more law you give, the worse chance of saving 
one's flix." 

" He is not so severe as he pretends," said Grrace, earnestly addressing 
the Baronet ; "indeed he is not To hear him talk, you would take him for 
a Judge Jefieries. But he always does justice to every one but himself.'^ 

" I am sorry, Grace," said the magistrate in a severe tone, " that a child 
of mine should indutee in such a speech without perceiving that it involves 
a serious censure on her parent. I never ftreiena to discharge my duty by 
threatening when I ought to punish. Ill indeed would it become me by un- 
due lenity to impeach the mildness of those laws which have been framed 
by the eauity, the wisdom, and the humanity, of the three estates of the 
realm. As such, I am imperiously bound to dispense their pains and penal- 
ties according to the letter, without stint or extenuation, fear or favour. And 
I trust I may be for^ven for saying that I have invariably dealt the same 
impartial measure to all — high or low, rich or poor." 

'* Why truly," said Sir Mark, considerately stepping in to the rescue of 
poor Grace, who looked distressed at her father's rebuke, " I should be very 
sorry to fall into your worshipful hands with no better defence than my Ba- 
ronet's patent." 

'' Sir Mark, I am deeply obliged by so flattering an opinion," said the 
Justice, with a grave bow and a grim smile, " which I hope I shall continue 
to deserve while I have the honour to remain in the commission. Alike un- 
shaken by popular clamour or private prejudice, the terrors — the whole- 
some terrors — of the law shall never be frittered away in my hands by mis- 
taken mitigations. Mercy to the individual is cruelty to society." 

** And mercy to society is cruelty to the individual," said Sir Mark gayly, 
" when it deprives a gouty prisoner of the usual visits of an old friend and a 
young favourite. You are sadly missed, Grace, at the Hall ; old Deborah 
has no one to ask after her asthma, old Ralph the gardener has nobody to 
gossip with him about his flowers, and Ralph's old master has nobody to 
sing songs to him like a May nightingale." 

*^ I have neither forgotten the Hall nor its kind inhabitants," replied Grace, 
" though I may have seemed a little remiss. I ought indeed to have inquired 
before after my young friends. The bold Ringwood, who used to furnish 
me with birds for my aviary ; and the studious Raby, who culled and copied 
out for me the prettiest poems ; and last, not least, your Sinbad of a nephew, 
wlio entertained me with endless stories of sharks and fire-flies, ana Ma- 
roons and rock-snakes, and alligators, and the beautiful Gluadroons." 

" They are running riot, Grace, I suspect, like other young collegians," 
said Sir "Mark, ** getting learning into their heads b^r day, and wine into 
their beads by night ; sowing wild oats and so-forth, with an in-go now and 
then at the old battle-royal of Town and Gown." 

'' The more disgrace to the proctors," remarked the magistrate, " who are 
invented witli the power of repressing such disorders. What signifies it that 
the University has statutes of her own, if they be not enforced ? Expulsion 
and rustication become nominal punishments, mere nursery bugbears, and 
Alma Mater herself appears like a silly indulgent mother, who spoils her 
children by sparing the rod. For my own part, if I were a proctor — " 

" You 'd make a rare whipper-in no doubt," said the Baronet laughing, 
" and Madcap, and Folly, andJProlic, and Thoughtless, and the rest of the 
puppies, would often run yelping along with their stems between their gas- 
kins. But wc are come to tne cross*roads, and yonder is the old finger- 
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post, pointing with one hand towards Tylney, and with the other to Hawks- 
1^, like a great staring hawbuck giving one news of the fox. As a master 
of hounds, the field ought to follow my lead, which is towards the Hall and 
the venison-pasty and other oddments that have been prepared for dinner. 
Such old friends as Mr. and Miss Rivers will not stand on ceremony, and 
object to try my covers, without the meet being advertised a foilnight be- 
forehand." 

" We should have much pleasure in accepting the invitation,** returned 
the madstrate, adopting th^ loyal pronoun in bcSalf of Gnce and himself 
** but tm we have appealed the cravings of justice in this bloody business 
at Hazel Bridge, we have no other appetite, and we must decline with 
great reg^t the hosfHtality of the Hall. There are twelve men still to re- 
examine, and we have issued warrants against seven more." 

" Wdl, God send them a good deliverance^" said Sir Mark, « which I 
believe is a legal prater, ana so I wish your worship good day. As for 
you, Qrace," be continued, laying his hand on her shoulder with the fond- 
ness of a fiither, ^ you're like a bait hung over the Tenth Commandment, to 
trap me into coveting what belongs to my neighbour. I forgot to teU you 
I have a sister eomins home to the Hall, who will love you as much as I 
<fce, aa sure as she betong? to the Tyrrels. So if you wiu not visit me, you 
can call on her beei des the Oxford fence-months will soon be over, and 
my boys will be again about the forest" 

** 1 hope to be amongst the first, Sir Mark, to welcome your sister's 
anival," and Qrace stilly blushed as she spoke, adding with some emo- 
tion, '* and I shall treasure her love the mot% as I have never known the 
M>iiiiinft •f a miner's." 

A general shaking of hands ensued, and the Baronet re-mounted Sorrel, 
who speedily carried him to the high road, just in time to be amused with 
an equipage which must have ludicrously answered an innkeepei's sum- 
OMBS for a "first turn out" It was a neat postchaise, anvthing but neat 
in itself even if it had not been httered all over with trunks, and baskets, 
«nd bandboxes ; and it was drawn by two horses — a rusty black, and a 
^Kfty white, who seemed nmiiing a dead heat, though one trotted and the 
other cantered. As for the postuion, he looked as iihe literally farmed the 
poat-boiae duty, for with a professional blue jacket and boots, he wore the 
otraw hat and velveteens or a plough-boy. In lieu of a whip he carried a 
haael stidL, with which he occasionally belaboured the rusty black, whose 
faeels seemed to possess all the grease that was wanted for the wheels — 
while ever and anon a bundle of tartan popped out of the near window, and 
exhorted the driver to make more speed, with the promises of ** a saxpenoe 
to hknset" Instead of the pace getting better, however, it decreased, till 
at last the wretched over-driven cattle moved almost as slowly as those 
long-tailed black post-horses wherewith we post to eternity. Besides, at 
every fresh Scotch appeal from the window, the postilion, if so he might be 
called, pulled up to explain why he could go no faster. 

" I telle, missus, the meare's leame and can't goo much fudder. She be 
&ay, and it beant no use to whup she." 

Tlie Baronet was fain, therefore, to ride ahead, and leave thtise pilgrims 
to their progress, which was so tedious that the milestones — described by 
Sheridan as the most unsociable of all things, for you never see two of them 
together, -—even the unsociable milestones seemed to keep each other at an 
mrasual distance^ 
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CHAPTER XV. 

*' The Campbells are coining, hurrah, hurrah ?" 

Old Ballad. 

" Oh relieve me, or I shall lose my hearing ; 
you have raised a fury up into her tongue ; 
A parliament of women could not make 
Such a confused noise as that she utters." 

Grkeiv's Tu QuoquE. 

Tbb Baronet had been at home about half an hour, and old Deborah had 
just administered to him a biscuit and a bumper of Madeira, by way of 
removing the wire edge of his appetite, which had been well honed and 
stroppedbv his momins ride, when the sharp eye of the housekeeper hap- 
pened to glance through a window which overlookcNl the avenue. jQer at- 
tention was immediately fixed by some object moving along between the 
stately chesnuts which lined the approach to the HaU, but as yet too dis- 
tant for her sight to define its character ; at last it came near enough for 
her to venture on a definite announcement, in her usual style, her asthma 
literally breaking the news she communicated. 

"Your honour there's a post — chaise and Oh Lord! — driven by a 
plough — boy in a blue — jacket and top — boots and mercy on us — the 
oddest looking woman — alive in a harlequin cloak — reaching oyt of the 
window — and waving — her arms — like mad !" I 

Sir Mark, looking out in the same direction, recognised at a glimpse the 
identical CMjuipase which he had left on the high-road going so deliberately ; 
but the driver, Iulo a true jockey, had partly saved his horses for a rush at 
the end ; and they now came smoking along as if literally boiling a ^lop^ 
to the visible terror of the woman in tartan, whose arms were working at 
the front window like the limbs of a telegraph. Onward he dashed, look^ 
ing a winner all the way, to the Hall-door, whero he pulled up with a sud- 
denness that sent the two horses and the Scotch woman on their haunches, 
the shock at the same moment breaking the cords of a trunk which had 
been riding on the roof: the box immecuately pitched off and burst open, 
and scattered such a quantity of miscellaneous articles, that like the fisher- 
man in the Arabian Nights, when the geni emerged from the chest, every 
body wondered how such a bulk couldnave been contained in such a box. 
And as, in the same story, there came out in Uie first place *' a very thick 
smoke which formed a great mist,^' so out of the Scotchwoman's trunk 
there ascended a dense cloud of dust, which appeared to have escaped from 
a large bag or poke of oatmeal, that had been destined to remind one Mr. 
Donud Cameron of tlie land of Cakes. Unluckily, most of it had dispersed 
in air, elcept one little residue, which a broken greybeard of Glenlivet had 
converted into a sort of brose: in the same fluid noated a dozen finnin bad- 
dies, while part of the stream served to unbleach a web of home-made linen, 
which had unfurled itself on the gravel. A bran-new *' braw blue bonnet,** 
intended for the sandy sconce of a nephew apprenticed to a London baker, 
pitched by chance on the head of Wm^p, a buII-terrier, who was barking at 
the catastrophe, and who in resentment worried the cap into ribbons. Tor- 
ment and Teazer, two old fox-hounds who were at large on their parole^ 
gc^bled up a mutton-ham in a twinkling ; and while Jupiter bolted a Sun- 
day mutch, accidentally filled with real Scotch marmalade, Venus made 
short work with a batch of short-cake, ornamented in su^r-plums. In the 
middle of the medley sprawled a huge body of elothes^ with silk and giik^ 
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ham Arms, and worsted ana cotton leva. It was, in short, a total wreck, 
•— at nght of which, as Lord Byron says, 

<*Then rose from earth to heaven the wild (krewelJ, — *» 

for Tibbie Campbell, our tartan woman, could not have set up a louder 
funeral wail, or coronach, if Mac Galium More himself had just expired, 
with all his tail. 

In the mean time, the Baronet hurried down to the hall-door, and received 
his sister in his arms as she alighted from the chaise. 

<*Egad, Kate,** he exclaimed, after a hearty embrace and welcome, 
" what with that bang and smother, your vessel seemed to fire her own 
salute on her arrival. Why, I rode a good mile oo your track without 
owning to it : though I ought to have challeDged at the ** harlequin cloak," 
as Debby calls it, as coming from the North.** 

''And I hope my kind old Deborah keeps her health," said the sister, 
affectionately shakmg the withered hand of the honsekeeper, who could 
only reply by an hysterical cackle and a low curtsev. 

'^The Scotchwoman, brother, is a very old and faithful servant of mine 
for whom I must beg house-room at the Hall." 

'* Use the Hall at your pleasure, Kate," returned the Baronet, " barring 
the dog-kennels and the stables. All the rest you may consider as your 
own manor, provided you 11 bin Deborah here with your tartan woman in 
the deputation. But after a long stage, you *ll be glad of a bite and a sup, 
and so let us go up stairs^ ^t fint, do me the favour to take up the 
Scotchwoman, Tor she 's within hearing of the ladies' kennel, and I 
should n't like them to learn her style of givinjg ton^e." 

The Scotchwoman, in truth, was literally realizmg Sir Mark's descrip- 
tion in more senses than one : for amongst her general cargo there hap- 
pened to be some dried reindeer tongues, which her old sweetheart, the 
mate of the William Wallace, had imported from Riga to Dundee. As 
tiiey were of the make and consistence of small cudgels, they were the 
most natural weapons at hand to be pelted successively at Jupiter, and 
Venus, and Torment, and Teazer, and Whop \ who,' with the instinctive 
sagacity of dogs, immediately galloped off with the missiles, that they 
might not serve for another disclmrge. At the same time she favoured the 
postboy with a volley of hard words, in the dialect of Fifeshire ; to which 
he answered with an occasional shot, in the dialect of Berkshire, of course 
a^ravating the misunderstanding. 

•" Wae worth that fule body, the maister at the inn," cried Tibbie, " for 
letting yon wiselike cannie lad gang aff the saddle, and trusting his naigs 
to a muckle havering gowk, wha kens nae mair aboot guiding them than a 
bom natural !" 

" Ecod, she do wag her ton/srue moightily ; but I doant moind she," 
remarked Jolterhead, looking stoical with all his mighty and quietly pocket- 
ing a liberal guerdon, along with the hire of the chaise, away he rattled 
again, pursued by a parting benediction. 

« Ay, ^ang yer sate, the unchancy Deevil's buckie that ye are — I'm 
thinking it '11 no be lan^ or ye coup the crans a' thegither, — and nae harm 
dune, gin the aivers sula ding out yer hams t" 

" Whisht, Tibbie woman," said her mistress, interposing, "you 're wanted 
to take the thin^ up to my room ; and never fash yourself about your own 
gear, for it shall all be made good." 

" You 're vary kind, my leddy," answered 'Fibbie, " but it 's ill makin 
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meal from a' the airto intill yon poke. Made sude, indeed! In coone, 
mem, there 's blue bonnets to be gotten afFwinare-straes for the ^atherin ; 
and nae doot mutton-hami is to be pieket alFthe gnind like chuckie^tanes. 
There *8 waba o^ claith too, and napery, I 'se warreiU, amang tbae English, 
wha toil not neither do they spin, ony mair than King Solomon^ Tiliea. 
Bat, as ye say. thsy 're a' to b« natade gude.** -* So sayinff, she applied herself 
to the removal of the packages, while the Baronet and nia sister piooseded 
up stairs. 

** And now, welcome again to the HalK Kate," he said, kindljT leadins 
her into the drawing-reem, " and I 'm glad at heart you *Te run a ring back 
again to the old house, where yoa were foused." 

" I 'm thinking. Mark," she replied, smiling, " that the old house has 
beengettinff itself an awful ill name since I left. Probably the ghost of 
Sir Hotter has been playing its fearsome pranks beyond the eommon : but 
the postilion who should have driven us the last stage, fairly jumped out of 
the saddle at the mere mention of Tylney Hall ; and as he resoliitely refused 
to ride a foot in that direction, he got a disdMLrge on the spot ; and we were 
compelled to accept the services of the strange substiUlte you saw." 

** u nlucky Joe, for a pony 1** exclaimed Sir Mark, with a vehemMit slap 
of his hand on lus buckskins, ** the more luck, Kate, for you that he bolted ; 
for I 've booked myself to ride over him roughshod. But now ( think of it, 
yoa married into Scotland before Bedlamite was foaled. Sad changes in 
the family, Kate, since we parted -^ first Herbert, and then Bedlamite, and 
then your husband -^ but do n't hang down your head. J forgot, in "«»iii*mg 
it, that I was putting the loaded qollar on you, when I ought M> cry Hold up.** 

The widow of the Laird of Glencosie really droopea her head, and the 
tears stood in her eyes, at the Baronet's allusion to her losses ; but she 
repressed her emotion, and inquired afler her nephews, whom she had left 
as mere children. 

'* My dear Kate," said Sir Mark, adopting a confidential tone, *< the boys 
are like my preserves, both &/ pleasure and a plague. You 've seen a hen 
when some Cockney ignoramus has famished her with a hatch of eggs, 
half ducks and halfchickens ; the chickens will not take to the water, and 
the ducklings will not take to the land — and so it is with my two sons. 
Tou cannot get Ring wood into learning, or Raby out of it — and there I am 
on the ed^e of the pond, trying to keep the brood together. If Ringwood 
would re(m a little, and Raby would sport a little^ it would be a good cross. 
Between ourselves, I wish they were more like St Kitts ; but you won't 
know him by that nomination — I mean Herbert's brown colt, — and a 
promising colt he is." 

The conversation was here interrupted by the entrance of Deborah, with 
refiFashments for the traveller. 

**1S you please. Madam," — she said, with a smile crumpling her aficd 
features — " the Scotch — servant is in a towering — passion in the kitchen 
— because we don't — give her what — she wants, but Lord help us — 
nobody can make her out — it was something about -^ four boors — and a 
few kail." 

"Poor Tibbie is hungi^, Deborah," said the lady, '*and was asking 
about d&nner time, and a little broth. By the way, you may tell the cook 
from me, not to let Tibbie meddle with the cookeiy, or she will make kail 
of every thing ; and I mind my brother is no so fond of spoon«meat as they 
are in me North." 

« Not I, by the Lord Hany,** said Sir Mark ;" I 'm for nothing but knife 
and fork. So loek up the pump-lMiiidleb Debby, and keep an eye to the 
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boilers, or we shall have an ounce of mutton swimming in a tureen of 
barley-water — 1 »ve heard of their Scotch broths." 

"They're not so much amiss either," said the sister, "when you get 
used to them." 

" May be not," said Mark, " with something to take after them, and 



the very reason why there 's so httle fox-hunting m Scotland." 

" You would find some more formidable reasons, brother,** said the lady, 
'^in the shape of mountains, and lakes, and mosses. And now, Deborah, 
I will trouble you to show me to my chamber, and to send Tibbie to assist 
me in changing this dusty dress before dinner-time." 

Accordingly Deborah ushered the lady, whom for the future we shall call 
Mrs. Hamilton, to her room ; where she found the Scotchwoman actively 
enlaced in unpacking the various trunks, and on uncording every one of 
which she gave vent to a fresh lamentation over the fate of her own chest 
Tibbie Campbell was not much given to the melting mood ; but her eyes, 
though not absolutely raining, were filled with a sort of Scotch mist ; ana 
never perhaps, during the forty years of her life, had she felt so depressed 
and downhearted as at the present moment, when her feelings seemed to be 
playing a medley of" Ha Til mi tulidh" — " Lochaber no more" — "Dowf 
and dowie" — " Waly waly" — and other national Songs of Sorrow. 

"Wae's me," she , ejaculated, "it needs nae second-sight to ken the 
upshot— ^ I 'II be warl(l- weary in less than nae time. To think o' comin 
fra bonnie Glencosie, and kith and kin, intil an unco place where it 's no 
possible to say to a livin creture ' come gie 's ye're cracks' — Robbie Cru- 


Tibbie, lass," said her mistress, in a tone of considerable kindness, 
''you 're wiser than to look for a duck-egg in a corbie's nest ; and you must 
not expect to hear the Scotch language from an English tongue. As for 
the chest, as your importation has been wrecked, I will furnish you with a 
cargo for exportation — and your friends at Glencosie shall no say of you, 
that out of sight is out of mind." 

With this comfortable promise she judiciously tempered the troubles of 
the serving woman, who, nevertheless, could not help sighing as she turned 
over lace caps, and silk gowns, and other articles of female adornment, so 
spotless ana splendid in comparison with her own ruined finery i which 
doubtless, on coming southward, she had contemplated in the same spirit 
as Winifred Jenkins, when she wrote about the yellow trolopee — " God 
he nose what havoc I shall make amon^ the mail sects when 1 make my 
first appearance in this killing collar." However, she applied herself to her 
duties as tire woman ; which she performed tolerably, considering the per- 
turbaticm of her mind ; for she only thrust a pin into her mistress's shoulder, 
while thinking of a certain try sting thorn at Glencosie, and perfumed a 
handkerchief with sal volatile instead of lavender, during a mental visit to 
GHencosie Kirk — an image associated with a sound which was ringing in 
her ears. 

" Od, Sirs," she exclaimed, " but ye guide matters an unco sate in the 
south. I 've aye been tauld the English are no sae keen to harEen till the 
meenister as some ither folk — butLorsh keep us, Mem, religion maun hae 
tiie worst o 't, where the kirk-bell be^s jowing just when a body 'a gang- 
ins till their four-hoors." 


f. 


The ringing you hear, Tiblne," said her mistress, smiling, " is nothing 
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l>ttt the diiuier>bell| cftlling me to a service where erety one is their own 
minister." 

So sayiag, she descended and rejoined her brother at the dinner-tabl^ 
where the conversation, as may easily be supposed, took a retrospective 
turn, in which Herbert, Olencoeie, Bedlamite, Ringwood, Raby, and St. 
Kitts, were the principal subjects. The future, however, was not over- 
looked by the baronet ; who, in the fulness of his heart, confided to his sister 
his matrunonial project concerning Ringwood and Grace Rivers, to whicb 
she replied by a judicious' admonition aeainst match-making; for she had 
experienced some of the evils of enforced marriages in her ywn union with 
the northern Laird — who was said to have courted the mother by way of 
winning tlie dau^^hter. 

'* For the love of heaven, Mark," she said, " neither make nor meddle in 
marriajgfe : but let the young people select their own favourites. Love is 
a plant oi deep growth and root ; and he is a bad gardener who puts it into 
the head, instead of letting it spring from the heart. If you are so fond of 
Grace Rivers as you say, you can do the dear girl no better kindness than 
to let her affections take their own natural course. A maiden's heart, with 
an its sensitive feelings and fancies, is like one of our drawers full of delicate 
laces, and gossamer muslins and gauzes, — fabrics of too tender a texture 
to be turned over and rumpled by the rough hand of a father or a brother. 
Remember the appeal of poor Polly in the Beggar's Opera — 

*< Can love be controlled by advice 7 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ?" 

A serious question, Mark, which my own heart has been answering in the 
negative for these twelve years past." 

" I do not know," said the Baronet, " but the! you may be ri^ht about 
Grace and her father; To be sure the old cast-iron Justice would sign her 
marriage mittimus and send her off to church just as he 'd commits gipsy« 
jade to the county jail ; and maybe with a special constable for a bridesman. 
No* Kate, I 'm not for coupling-up youns people by the neck, when they 're 
pernaps not fitter to run together than Lightning and Lounger, or a grey- 
noiind with a turnspit : but as to Ringwood and Grace, you might search 
the kingdom for a better match, whether for a^e, or shape, or temper." 

** Well, brother," said Mrs. Hamilton, laughing, " I will only remind you 
of a saying which is, or ought to be, a Scotch proverb — " It's ill to begin 
tigging at the tap o* the lura:' It 's very possible that Grace may prefer 
Kaby to Ringwood, or Walter to either, ana, as the trout said to the fisher- 
man, when he fell into the mill dam, * where are you then V " 

"Your hedge is a stiff one to get over," said Sir Mark, with equal good 
humour, " but, as the fanner's mare said, when he tried to get before the 
deer, ' it 's an event not likely to come off.' Ringwood against the field for 
a thoiisand — and here comes a backer who would stand half of the 
bet." 

The personage thus alluded to, unceremoniously entered the room as the 
Baronet spoke ; he made a bow, indeed, when introduced to Mrs. HamiU 
ton, and then, with a familiar nod to Sir Mark, he drew a chair to the table 
and helped himself to a glass of claret, which he immediately drank oil 
w^th a deep sigh of enjoyment. A second followed, and then a third, 
before he made answer to the Baronet's inquiry whether he had met with 
9fiv sport, 

"Pamned a bit," he replied, first yawnin£r, and then diving his hands into 
his pockets — stretching out his legs — and looking downward, in the very 
attitude of the nobleman in the second plate of Marnage A-Ia-mode. '^ Met 
at Hawkslcy — ^^a blank. Then to Foxcote — blank again; Windmills 
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Onitge -- ditto ; ditto at Golder's Gone. Away to HoUington— foond a 
^zen, — and whipped off!" 

*' And the field," inquired Sir Mark, *' were there many with the bat- 
ton?'" 

*' Not a sotil but the Farmers and myself — bnrrins young Twigg ; a 
^ueer one by Jove. Rode a bay pony very short in the legs, and wore a 
vearlet coat very long in the skirts — looked devilish Kke ^[eneral post riding 
proty for twopenny." 

'* Now I think of it," said the Baronet, ** I remember his father sayins he 
bad taken to hunting ever since being at Epping Forest on an Easter Mon- 
day. By the way, lukte, I fbr^t to teli vou we have some distant telatiooB 
settled very near us — a erandson of old^ Theophilus TyrreL" 

" As game a felldw, ftfadam," added the visiter, ** as ever laid the long 
odds. Knew old Theophilus well — met him often at Newmarket — and 
meant to do th6 civil thin^ by his great-grandson, Twigg junior; but it's 
no go — he '11 never be dab at anything ! Lent him my cats last Friday for 
m. rabbiting, and he worked them with collar and* string. Killed only one 
did doe rabbit — and contrived to hing the dog ferret fot it, as dead as 
Theodore Gardelle I" 

« I 'm afraid," said Si^ Maritj shaking his head, " the family will do little 
tr^it to the Tyrrets, when it comes to sporting. As for Twigg himself, 
fae won't stand within two yards of a horse ; and even then he watches its 
faeels^ aB if the animal had said to him, * consider yourself kicked.' But 
eome, fill up a bumper, and let 's have the old standing toast of the hunt — 
^ Here 'a Pitt in the cabti^et, and Fox In the field.' " 

'* Here's Pitt and Fox^ then," said the guest, taking off his bumper; 
*' HAd noir for another," he added, as he closed the door after Mrs. Hamil- 
t6A, who had taken the toait as a hint to retirej '* * here 's to all maids, 
wives, and widows.' Deserves three times three," he said, givins his 
«lilpty glass i, flonrish irt the air, **l»ut want Ringwood to give us the hips. 
When will he be home fironi that d — d University?" 

*' After ililary Term," said Sir Mark, " which is about the end of 
lltiitch." 

'* Confound Hilary, and hii terms to boot!" cried the other, *' might 
kno^ better than to keep young fellows haltered up in his old musty stalls 
in the hunting season. Dont see why all the learning can't be done while 
the nags are summering at grass ; but guess how it is — old Hilary don't 
titiht A regular waddler — weighs sixteen stone — double chin — buz 
Wig — shovel-hat, and all that. A thousand pities, though ! — think there 's 
an otter in the Willow Brook — know there's a badger in Warner's 
Wood." 

The conversatiotl now took a turn of little interest except to the two 
sportsmen engaged in it, consisting of a series of Such narratives as may be 
fotind daily under the usual heading of " Exttmordtnary Fox-chase," or 
*' Remarkable Run with Mr. So-and-So's hounds." Instead, therefore^ of 
oircumstAntially drawing Cubsy Cover — finding at Barkhahi — losing at 
Poilham — making a east towards Sniffington — runnin* him to East Split- 
tittg — then to West Splitting — throwing np a^iil at Botherham— cbaU 
longing at the Hand-post — rattling ofTto Bumpifigton — changing him at 
ShufRebury — tryin^ back to Puzzlewnrth — hark forward again to Skurrv 



ton, Dustworth, Great Purley, and tattle Purley, Upper Spraining, and 
Lower Spraining — one hour and forty-five minutes — and losing him up 
^~hi at Long Nikey ; — instead of bestowing all this tediousness on the 
'i wo will give a brief description of Sir Mark's familiar. 
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equally ruminative, on the wonderful changes which only four days had 
emcted in all that concerned herself. 

At last the lady stopped before some moss-^own fragments of what had 
once been a summer-house, formerly her favourite retreat, but now in ruins, 
Aa she looked at the masses of brickwork which cumbered the ground, she 
could not help sighing, and murmuring a reflection on the desolation she 
surveyed. 

'* This then is all that remains of my beautiful summer-house, where I 
spent so many happy hours ! — But the pleasure is dead and gone ; and it 
is better, perhaps, that its abode should perish too. Tibbie," she continued^ 
addressing her follower, " you would little think, lass, that yonder ruin 
was once as bonnie a bower for a lady as ever was sung of in an auld- 
warid ballad." 

There is an old superstition, that a ghost may not speak till it has been 
spoken to ; and the Scotch woman's tongue seemed to have been spell- 
bound by some similar injunction ; for the moment she was thus appealed 
to, she Mgan to talk like a spirit pressed for time to say all its say before 
cock-crow. 

" O mem," she exclaimed, " Gude send there may be nae waur ruining 
than yon 1 We 're no come ae blink owre sune ; mortal fut never cam indl 
a hoos in sairer need o*a redding-up. Lorsh keep us, the Laird wad be 
for risin up frae the mouls an' there were sic wastry at Glencosie. As 
fac's death, I saw yon cheil in the scarlet coatie, and the corked breeks,—- 
the In-whupper I think they ca' him — devoorin the cauld beef, and the 
loaf-breed, and drinkin yill, nae less, till his parritch-time ! And yon silly 
doited canine, Deborah, to stand lookin on at the fellow without flyting, 
— no but it wad be fushionless fly ting, wi' siccan a boast. Then there's 
thae yowlin dowgs out- bye maun nae mair otfneal than wad be a neivefu' 
the piece to the hale generation o' gaberlunzies and blue-gowns. Folk say 
Sir Mark Tirl has gowd by gowpens — but siller has an end to 't as wed 's 
a coo's tail — there maun be a down-come — there maun be a down-come.'* 

"Never fash j^ourself about the siller, Tibbie," replied l^er mistress, 
** I'll answer for its lasting out from one year's end to another." 

*' And for my part," answered Tibbie, "I'll no neglect ony thin^ to hand 
the gear thegitber. As for the In-whupper, I'm thmking I'll mak him as 

Slog's a gled to sup crowdy ; wi' a taste o' a sower cog at an orra time ! 
•ut, O mem ! would it no be a providential thing, and I'm sure it's my daily 
peteetion til the Throne of Grace, that He wad send down the hydrophoby 
among they wastful tykes, and gar ilk ane devoor bis neebour, by way o* 
snnkets 7 But the dowgs are naething I There's thretty naigs for the tod- 
hunting, for I countit them myself — mair by token, I never saw sae monv 
horses thegither but ance, when the cawvalry were pitting down the mcal- 
mob at Dundee. I'm tauld butcher-meat is at tenpence the pund — but, O 
mem what maun be the price o' tod's-flesh grantin it ever cam Intil an 
ashet, het or cauld I 

"If you are wise, Tibbie woman," said Mrs. Hamilton, "you will not 
make or meddle with either dogs or horses at Tylney Hall." 

« Weel," replied Tibbie, adroitly changing her point of attack. " folk that 
will to Cupar maun to Cupar. As weel, aiulins, be eaten out oi house and 
, ha' by hounds and horses, as b v a wheen upsettin flunkies, and fliskma- 
hoys. The vary fees o' 'em wad be a tocher for a laird's daughter ! But 
the tae half o' them shall ken the but frae the ben, or the mouth's dune, as 
shure's my name's CowmeL I jalouse the huntsman and the in-whuppers 
havena sae muckle wark out-bye, but that they can stand ahint the cnairs^ 
and hand aboot the ashets. Div ye no think, mem, ane of the in-whuppers 
might be spared whiles to drive the coach : for in course, mem, he can 
whup horses as weel as dowgs?" 
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In tUs strain Tibbie's ton^e continued to run on for some time.without 
an^ interruption from ber mistress, who was not a Uttie aroused at the 
wmmsical alterations that were suggested in her brother's household. They 
had now turned into the park, ana were skirting a very extensive sheet of 
water, which lay between them and the house ; when at an exclamation 
from Tibbie, the lady looked towards the avenue, prepared to see *' the 
King comin or the provost 6* Exlenbro' at the least" 

In truth a yellow-bodied carriage, with a coachman and footman in sky- 
blue-and-orange livenes, a scarlet hammcrcloth, and two ^y hoxsss, with 
"lots of bright brass bees on the harness," made a considerable gUtter in 
the sunshine, as it swept along towards the Hall. At some distance in the 
rear, followed a dark green chariot, with drab Nveries, drawn by two bays ; 
the whole equipage bearing the same proportion in splendour to the pre- 
ceding one, as the Lord Mayor's private carriage, to that showy gilt singer- 
bread vehicle, his coach of state. While the Sootchwoman gazed with 
onfeigned admiration at the procession, her mistress looked with some 
embarrassment, first at the house, and then at the water, a sheet not very 
broad, but of considerable length. 

*' Oh, Tibbie," she exclaimed, " we arc in a pretty dilemma I Yonder 
go visiters to the Hall ; and here am I, who ought to meet them, on the 
wrons side of the lake. It will take half an hour's walking to get round it 
at either end." 

" Never fash yoursel, mem, aboot that," replied Tibbie, *' while there's 
yon bit boat to the fore. I'll tak ye o'er in no time ; I ken that wark weel .' 
Mony's the time I've been wi' Saundy in the coble, puir fallow, before he 
went to the sea." 

So saying she jumped into the boat with great agUity, and cast off* a rope 
at the stem, by which it was made fast to a post on the shore; the wind at 
the same moment making a sail of her " Harlequin cloak," and blowing 
the skis* at the rate of nine knots an hour towards the middle of the water. 

" I have no much faith," muttered Mrs. Hamilton, " in Tibbie's seaman- 
ship. But for God's sake, what's the matter?" she called out to her ferxy- 
woman. seeing that she wrung her hands and went through other panto- 
mimical signals of distress. 

" Oh mem, oh my ledd v," shouted Tibbie, " there's nae sculls ; and the 
ill-faured boat is chained wV a chain at it's neb! Here I maun sit till 
doomsday, gin I cannabrakihe chain, orpu' up the bottom o' the loch!" 

" Deuce take the woman, with her boating," said Mrs. Haniilton, " she's 
moored there fast enough !" The little vessel indeed, afler swinging round, 
had brought up with its head to the wind ; and there, in the stem, sat the 
Tartan woman, a second Lady of the Lake, 

"With eyes upraised and lips apart. 
Like monument of Grecian art,'* 

and particularly that monument associated with "sedet seternumque sedebit" 
" There's nothing to be done," said Mrs. Hamilton, " but to sit steady 
tin I can send somebody from the Hall." 

" Od mem," shouted Tibbie, ** I'm gayan like to sit steady when there's 
a hole in the boat, that lets a' the water in the moment I tak of my thoom. 
LonT sake, mem, dinna be lang sending! But I'm thinkin,amang a' thae braw 
court gentry, ye'll mind nae mair o' puir Tibbie Cawmel than o' a pickmaw. 
'* I would as soon forget a mermaid, if I had seen one," answered Mrs. 
Hamilton ; and, in spite of the saying that ** women and cows should never 
run," she set off at her best speed for the Hall, whence she despatched the 
first man-servant she met, to the rescue of her handmaiden. Ailer a hasty 
toilet, she then made her appearance in the drawing-room, where she found 
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fcer Ivotber, and was introcloced to his visiters, namely, Mr. Mrs. and 
Miss Twi^, and T. Twiggy, junior ; Mr. Justice Rivers, and his fait 
daughter Grrace. In reply to a remark from the Baronet, on the length of 
her walk, she entered mto a narrative of poor Tibbie^s mishap ; Twigg 
fidgeting on his seat daring the description, like an impatient orator who 
had something to say on the matter in hand ; but when he heard of the boat 
swincnng oflTinto the middle of the water, he could contain no longer. 

** Uamn all boating," he exclaimed abruptly, *' I knew how it would end! 
I was once near bein^ boated into eternity myself.** 

**Don't mention it,** said Mrs. Twigg, " the remembrance sets me all of 
a shiver.** 

" But I wiU mention it, Madam,*' answered Twigg, *' for as there are 
youn^ people present,*' here he looked at Miss Rivers, **it may serve aa a 
warnmfl. You must know, Mrs. T. and self determined last summer to 
lake a nolyday, and so we took advantage of a general fast and shut-up, 
for a day's pleasare." 

" As you speak before young persons," interrupted the Justice, *• and by 
way of wammg, I feel bound in duty to remark, that his Majesty's Royd 
Froelamation ou^ht to have been better observed." 

''And so he does, Sir," interposed Mrs. Twi^; "we have always 
iuted religiously, ever since we was able to alibrd it Every Shrove-Tues- 
day we have pancakes, as sure as the day comes ; and hot cross-buns oil 
Crood Friday, and salt fish and eg^-sauce on Ash-Wednesday." 

** Nobody keeps Lent stricterthan I do," continued Twigg, " but, says 
you, a man that nas known what it is to want a meal, ought to know how 
to fiist The time has been when salt fish with egg sauce, and pancakes, 
would have been like a Lord Mavor's Feast But fasting has nothing to 
do with a day's pleasure. Well, my own vote was for Horn sey- wood 
lioase : but as the boys are fond of rowing, they were both for boating up to 
Rtehmond, and so was Matilda, and Mrs T. — that we might have a pic* 
nicking cold collection on the grass." 

"I'll neybt dine on any grass again, except sparrow-grass," said Mn: 
Twi^, with a laugh at her own joke ; " it ^ve me the lumbargo for a 
month. I knew how the damp would rise with water all around us ; bat 
Mr. T. was obstinate, and insisted on laying the cloth on a little island, 
to be like Robinson Crusoe." 

•« It was called an Ait," said Miss Twigg affectedly, ** and had a verdani 
tree in the middle." 

" To be sure," said Twigg gravely, " I ought to have remembered that 
the Thames was a tidy river, and always rising and falling like the stocks. 
Well, there we were — hamper unpacked — cloth spread — pigeon pie — 
cold ham — cgld fowl — cold punch — everything cold and comfortable — 
when all at once, says Mrs. T. with a scream, "Mercy on us, the island *« 
gettins littler !' And sure enough, as we watched, the water kept creeping 
on and creeping on, till it came to the edge of the table-cloth and threaten- 
ed to swallow up everything 1 There we were, in eminent danger, and no 
boat } for those d — d boys had gone up the d — d river after some d -— d 
swans." 

**Haw! haw! haw!" burst out the faceless Twigg, junior; "and 
when we came back, and looked for the island, there was 'Tilda singini 
out, on the top of the tree ; and mother roosting a little further down ; wift. 



been 
in life 
you enjoy." 

"Stealing a king's swan, young man," said the Justice solemnly* "ia 
capital felony, without benefit of clergy." 
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** I assure you, Sir Mark Tyrrel, BarsneV resumed Twigg, " ray re- 
flections, when I saw the devouring element raging round us, was very 
serious — very serious indeed ! Here 's a situation, thinks I, for a man of 
my property." 

" E^ !" said Sir Mark, smiling, « or for a man of no property/' 

*' I declare I could have cried with vexation,'* said Mrs. Twigg, " to see 
the good table-cloth floating away ; and the hamper, and all the nice eata- 
bles, being squamped. As for the silver forks and plate, it was all lost in 
the deep ; for though we paid a waterman somethmg handsome, to look 
for them when the island came up again, he never brought us nothing but a 
mustard-pot full of mud !" 

^ Very provoking indeed, madam," said the Baronet. **But if you're 



hope, Grace, that you will not take fright at this stoiy, and give up our boat 
excursions on the lake 7" 

^ Certainly not,^' answered Grace, ** while the vessel has so skilful a 
master as the Squire, and so expert a mate as Ringwood." 

'' Oh. it must be delightful," exclaimed Miss Twisg. '* For my own 
part, I aont mean to give up going on the water — ana lakes are so ro- 
mantic! And besides, nobody ever. endangers and frightens one, except 
one 's own brothers." 

" It's all your own fault," said youn^ Twigg, '* if sisters dtdn 't squawk 
out so, and go into kicking hystencs, there 'dl^ no fun in frightening 'em. 
But I 'II be bound Miss Rivers knows better how to behave in a boat" 

" I really cannot answer for my behaviour," said Grace, " if I had to 
climb into a tree for my life, like King Charles the Seoond." 

'* Well, I'll warrant then,jou're no coward on land. Miss," said young 
Twi^, with as gallant an air as he could assume ; ** would you believe it, 
mother made faces all the waj here, and would have it the horses were 
running away— 'though nothing was takinfi^ fright but herself. And 
there's 'Tilda won't walk out for fear, 'cause soe 's three times seen a dark 
woman, like a gipsy, about the lanes." 

^ As for me," said Mrs. Twigs, " I don 't care who knows it, but I 
was n't used to a carriage till late in life : and two hackney-coach horses, you 
know, Sir Mark, is one thing, and a pair of spirity rumbustical high-mettled 
animals, is another ; and they 're mettlesome enough, though MtPT, bought 
grays on purpose,. as being the oldest, and likely to be most steadiest." 

"Pooh, pooh, Mrs. T." said Mr. Twigg, " the horses go no better than 
they should do ; only -you 're so confoundedly timid ! Matilda's right 
though, about the brown woman, for I don 't half like her myself. I 'm 
sure she 's a thief, by her face ; and says you, a man ou^ht to know what 
a thieving face is, who has set as sherin at the Old Bailey. I'U lay six- 
pence she has often been worshipped before Mr. Justice Rivers here." 

" I really cannot say. Sir," returned the Justice ; "but there are laws 
against trespassers and vagrants — and if the woman has damaged your 
property or annoyed you in person, by begging — I should be happy, on 
your information, — to discharge my duty as a magistrate." 

" Why as for my property," answered .Twigg, " I can 't say she has 
ever taken so much as a stick out of a hedge, or a mushroom from a field ; 
and so far from begging, the only copper I ever chucked to her, she duck- 
and-draked it into a pond ! My lady, thinks I, if you'd begun life like me, 
you'd know a hapenny's a hapenny." 

'* There is something mysterious about her, that is certain," said Miss 
Twigg, '* and she mutters to herself so, I should fancy she was a witch, 
only me does not look old enough." 
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**Ibeliere, mem,*» inquired Mrs. Twig^g, acldressing Mra. Hamilton, 
" you are a good deal troubled with witches in Scotland ; I have been ¥eat^ 
ing about them in Macbeth.*' 

" They are not so rife in the north, Madam, as they were two hiandred 
years ago,'* replied Mrs. Hamilton, with diflScnlty composing her face. 
*'Some?ew, and especially the Highlanders, still believe in the mfhicnceof 
the evil eye ; and attribute to it a mortality among th^ir cattle, ot a dearth in 
dieir dairies.'' 

** You hear that^ Mr. Twisg," said his lady with an awe-struck face, 
and a tone almost sepulchral. " We make no butter with foor cows, — 
and have n't a drop of cream to our teas. And as to cattle ecimg into the 
S^ls of Mortality, did n't four sucking pigs die of the measles mst week, just 
as we 'd made up our minds who to send 'em to 7 And didnt all tutBt 
chickens go in pips, as fast as they was ready for the spit 1 And dk) nt the 
calf disappear the very day after it was weaned — as if by magic ? 1^ 
Mark, pray what is your opinion ?" 

" Faith, Madam," said Sir Mark, *'it 's my belief tliere is nt a wit^ 4fi 
the parish, — let alone little Grace here. And if Grace had an evil eve in 
her nead, she would have murrained a cross-grained cow that chasea her 
last summer, — but Ringwood ran up just at pancake-time, and stopped 
the tossing." 

'* And pray, Mr. Justice Rivers, what is your opinion of oar stfAtlge 
losses ?" inquired the bewildered Mra. Twigg. 

" Felony, Madam — larceny — petty larceny — frAud — ^ embezzlrthent, 
and breach of trust," responded tne justice ; *' and the proper remedy is 
confinement, — whipping — brandin/^ — hard labour — transportation — or 
BANGiKG !" he addea in a tone that made the querist involuntarily Idok up 
at his head for a black cap. 

** I knew I was right I" exclaimed Twigg, "from the very first day we 
came to the Hive, I 've suspected every servant we have ! I look into every 
thing too, with my own eyes; but they're cheatins me— -I know it — 
they're cheating me every hour of the day — and of the night tooj d— =-n 
them ! I shall never close my eyes in peace again !*' 

** Nor I neither, my dear," sighed his help-mate, " for we most btim h 
light in our room for the future — and that's sure to keep me broad 
awake." 

"It's very hard," fiaid fwigg, ** for a man of my property to be allra3rB 
snawed and nibbled at by vermin, like a cheese among rats and mice. I 'II 
be bound at this very moment, if one knew what was doing behind 
backs — " 

" My dear Mr. T." exclaimed his partner, jumping up from her Chair 
as if she had discovered a pin in it, — " we are really staying longer thah 
is agreeable to propriety at a firat visit! But I'm sure Sir Mark will 
excuse." 

So saying she made a motion as if to sit down a^ain, but it was only a 
curtsey ^ and then Miss Twig^ rose and performed a very elaborate curt- 
sey, as if for the instruction of tier mother ; Twig^ on his own part made 
one of those tradesman-like bows, when the body bends, but the legs can- 
not for the counter, — while his son kept repeating his ducks and bolM tU 
Miss Rivers, whose eyes unfortunately would not " come to the bower." 
Every body received one invite (and some two or three) to visit the Apiary 
at Hollington ; and then the family scrambled out of the room, and into 
tiie carriage. — Pompey jumped up behind, — and again yellow pannels, 
■carlet haramer-clotn, sky-blue-and-orange, grey horses, and bright hrMs 
beea, went glittering down the avenue. 

As soon as they were gone, Ghrace and Mrs. Hamilton looked it each 
other for a moment, and then burst mto an involanlary laogh ; ia Wlaeh 
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they were joined by Sir Mark ; while even the stern featares of the magiv* 
trate relaxed into one of his o;rim smiles. 

"Well Grace," said the Baronet, "do you think you shall avail your- 
self of your invitation to the Hive ?" 

" I fear I shall not vepture,'' replied Grace. <* To be candid, I do not 
admire their way of making honey, — they seem to gather it all from sting- 
in^-nettles." 

** And I," added the magistrate, " do not approve of their mode of com- 
plying with Royal and Ecclesiastical ordinances .- nor of the young man's 
freedom in sporting over private manors. You heard his story of the phea- 
sants, Sir Mark — nothing less than a direct act of poaching, in the eye of 
the law." 

" Isnorance, neighbour — mere ignorance, and town-breeding," returned 
Sir Mark, " you cannot expect a London street-mongrel to come down and 
hunt his game like a staunch pointer. But 'waxe hat ! I have a dinner in 
the house, that will want justice done to it, and egad, you shall not stir, but 
on your own recognizance to return at five o'clock, and in the mean time, 
you may as well leave Grace with Kate here, bv way of bail." 

To these terms, after some demur, his worship assented ; to the great 
delight of his daughter, who had already conceived an instinctive liking for 
Mrs. Hamilton, which was as readily returned, for no one could remain 
long in Grace's company'without a stronsr prepossession in her favour, even 
when she had not the advantage of such a foil as the over-dressed and 
under-bred Miss Twigg. The latter, like a crimson carnation, showy but 
artificial, and the former like a moss-rose, lovely, natural, sweet, and blush- 
in^from the rich warmth of its own heart. 

The dark-green cliariot again received the magistrate, and carried him 
back to Hawksley, that he might impartially re-examine the parties suspect- 
ed of murder at Hazel Bridge, by hearing the nothing they had to say for 
themselves, and the everything that everybody had to say against them. 

As soon as the Justice was gone. Sir Mark went to inspect his hounds, 
and Mrs. Hamilton sent a summons to Tibbie, preparing Miss Rivers be- 
forehand to see a daughter of Eve almost as ori/°[inal as her great mother. 

" Well, Tibbie," inquired her mistress, " how did ye get landed — I hope 
you were not wet?" 

"Ou mem," answered Tibbie, ** I've had a wearifu' time o't Ye may 
thole it was doom's cauld on the loch; andPze no uphaud but I thocht 



raem, gin Sandy were fleeching at me himsel — I 'm thinking he 'd nofleech 
me into a boat after yon !" 

"You shall have something warm to cure the cold, Tibbie," said Mrs. 
Hamilton, " and although you have wanted a si^ht of the King, the Pro- 
vost is coming back here to his dinner ; and I shall need your help in dress- 
ing. Away with ye then to my chamber, and set the toilette in order," — 
and off Tibbie trotted ; leaving the two ladies to that kind of small talk, 
which is so very small that it would not print well except in a Diamond 
Edition." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

% 

'* Hark you, friend, I suppose you donH 
Come within the Vagrant Act ; I suppose 
Tou have some settled habitation ?** 

Justice Woodcock., 

** You have a daughter, but you want a son ; 
I have a son. Sir, but I want a daughter ; 
Then why not cure our double wants in one. 
While Heralds' arms, and Love'S; together quarter ?♦• 

Airoir. 

- *■■ ■-■ ** Tls often seen, 
Adoption strives with Nature ; and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds." 

All's well that ends wex.i.. 

The Justice kept his appointment. At five o'clock he returned to the 
Hall with his hunger much sharpened by the re-ei^amination of the twelve 
suspected persons ; a process which tooK oflT the edge of their stomachs in 
the same proportion, so that they went back to durance with little more 
appetite than Mr. Wordsworth's cattle, forty of which ate only like one. 

*' I am come to surrender to my bail," said the magistrate, as he entered 
the drawing-room. ** It has been sharp work though, considering the heavi- 
ness of my calendar. I have had to whip and spur." 

" Ay, I'll warrant the car of Juggernaut has not been at a stand-still in 
the interval," replied the Baronet, ^ but has been doing its twelve miles an 
hour." 

" The pubUc business has indeed advanced a stage," replied tlie magis- 
trate. "I have discovered a clue to the murderers ; and moreover I have 
made acquaintance with the brown woman who so frightened your citizen. 
I rather think she will wish we had never been on speaking terms. I as- 
sure you I read her a lecture — with my black capon, as Grace calls it, 
when I use language necessarily severe." 

" I pity her then," said Grace, in an under-tone to Mrs. Hamilton ; *' to 
a man even his rebukes and frowns must be terrible ; but they must strike 
a woman to the earth !" 

" And pray, Sir, what was the brown woman's offence ?"^ inquired Mrs. 
Hamilton, turning round somewhat abruptly towards Mr. Rivers. 

" She had done nothing morally wrong, Madam," replied the Justice, 
" but as she had no ostensible means of living, and was personally unknown 
to any one in the parish, Gregory, the constable, apprehended her, and 
brought her before me, that she might give an account of herself." 

** And thereby gratify - the curiosity of the village," said the Baronet, 
" by means of its gossip-monger, old Gregory. I hope when he had her at 
bay, she flew at him like a marten-cat, ana gave him a taste of her claws !" 

<' I can assure you, Sir Mark," said the Justice, " your client is quite 
competent to her own defence. In the whole course of my experience, 
and I have been many years in the commission, I never encountered such a 
temper for violence, or such a tongue for what I may even call eloquence. 
Many magistrates, of less standing and nerve, would perhaps have been 
moved by It to forget that their province is to punish not to pity. But •• 
man before whom me human heart has been daily, almost hourly, laid ba^re, 
and who knows, by professional investigation and dissection, that it is, as 
described in Scripture, deceitful and desperately wicked, — such a man is 
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proof ajatnst that speciouB bat spurious eloquence, which flows equftUy 
from the well-educated and, the illiterato, to avert the penalty of crime.— 
from the lordly state traitor who sees the axe and the block in pempective, 
to the base-born felon who pleads with a rope round hb neck." 

"Well, heaven bless his Majesty,*' exclaimed the Baronet, ''for not 
thinking, when he is making justices, of Mark Tyrrel ! I can hunt any- 
thing that goes upon ibur legs ; but when it comes to running down any 
creature upon two, whether man or woman, I 'm a- mere cur. I remember 
when Judge Jenkinson came our circuit, I thought it my duty to attend At 
the Assizes^ut of respect to his Lordship ; but I was dead beat at my 
6rBt trial. Thev brought in a prisoner, like a baff-fisx, and turp^ him down 
in the middle of the whole pack of judges^ana jailers, and lawyers, and 
witnesses, without a chance for his life. He was mobbed .to deaUi — he 
was, by Jove!" 

''Fortunately for the interests of social order," returned the magpstrate, 
" nature makes some men of a sterner stuff. hAjs a mere inBti:ument of the 
law, a criminal iudse ought no more to be expected to syn^mthize, than 
the gallows itseu. W'ere the aword of justice so softly tempered, that 
every blow made a notch in its own edge, we should soon have it worn 
down to the hilt. Such was not the metal of the elder Brutus, when he 
doomed the son of his own loins to death, and presided at the execution!" 

" Oh, that horrid Judgment of Brutus !" said Grace in an aside to Mrs. 
Hamilton. " It hang^ over the fire-place in the study ; and my father sets 
his features by the picture, as if it were a mirror. I wish I could say he 
did not regulate his feelings sometimes by the same model ; — but many a 
poor poacher that I have almost b^ged off, has owed the harshness of his 
sentence to a glance at the odious Roman stoic" 

" Excuse nny curiosity, Sir," said Mrs. Hamilton, again addressing the 
Justice, — " but at the risk of beins classed by my brother amongst the 
rillaee gossiips, I am really curious to Know more of this mysterious woman, 
wheSier she is young or old, handsome or uffly ?" 

''She poseesses at least the remains of beauty. Madam," replied the 
ma^trate. " As for age, she may be either fifty or thirty ; for irregular 
habits, vice, hard fare, and exposure to weather, cause considerable dif- 
ference in the external signs. But I should state her at not more than 
forty, to judge from the brightness of her black eyes and the fulness of her 
figure ; her arms, indeed, which she constantly used in gesticulation, were 
lound and beautifully turned." 

**Poor creature," exclaimed Grace, "she had perhaps seen better days ! 
I have heard of children of good parentage being stolen and brought up by 
gipsies ; and who knows bui it may have been her fate 7" 

" Why, truly, if she had been filched from a noble familj^," mud the 
Justice, with one of his ^m smiles, "she could not have derived a hau^^ 
tier bearing fiwn her buth. In spite of Gregory, she seated herself ma 
chair with the air of a countess ; and listened to his official report irith the 
invulnerable nonchsjlance of one conscious of the privilege of the peerage. 
I can well fancy the dignified toss with which she threw Mr. Twigg's hidf- 
pcnny into the duck-pond !" 

** It looks like good blood, that's certain," said Sir Mark. " Too much 
Ulprit and action to have been a get by Gipsy out of Beggar, — grandsire 
Tinker — grandam Tramper — great-grandsire Ratcatcher, by Costermon- 
ger. Sand-man, Knife-snnder, and so forth. Of course you let her go 
lor the sake of the breed." 

" I DID let her go," returned the Justice, and hero he paused, " to 

tbe County Bridewell. She will beat hemp there for a month, as the statute 
direets." 
This •aBOttoeement doused a copsidenble.aensatioa in his auditors ; 3ir 
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Maik ^ave involuntarily a significant whistle, and Icoked at his sister ; who 
looked in turn at Grace ; who looked down at the carpet. 

Possibly the Magistrate interpreted their thoughts, for he immediately 
added that he had pui it into the woman's own power to mitigate the sen- 
tence, by declaring her name and parish; both of which she contemptuously 
refused to communicate. Luckily the announcement of dinner inter- 
rupted any further conversation on the subject, and the mind of the Magis- 
trate, like that of Justice Greedy, took a turn towards '^the subston- 
tials." 

As for the dinner, the bill of fare shall not be copied here in print, with a 
circumstantial description and criticism of all the made dishes, English or 
French ; a custom as impertinent and annoyins to the reader, as for a speic- 
tator at a theatre, jammed perhaps in a hot badi-row of the pit, to have his 
eyes treated witli the display of a stage banquet, and his ears with the pop- 

Inng of corks, ~^ whereupon some malicious actor advances close to the 
amps, and delibemtely quails oflTliis sparkling Champagne, iced of course, 
before our Tantalus's face. Suffice it that they dined ; and then, afler the 
ladies had retired, the Baronet and the Justice betook tliemselves steadily 
to drinking some claret, quite as good as La-Fitte or Chateau Margaux, 
though known in those days by some other name. 

After a (ew ^lasses dedicated to the old standing Tory toasts of the time. 
Sir Mark filleda bumper, and getting on his Ic^, drank it off to the health 
of ''The First Favourite for the maiden Stakes. — Graee Rivers;^ the ce- 
remony ending, according to an old-fashioned form of gallantry, by the 
glass being thrown over nis shoulder, and dashed to atoms on the carpet. 
The Justice was compelled to follow Che example, and as he really doted 
on his daughter, he acknowledged the comphment in a wanner tone of 
feeling than could have been expected from so rock-like a source. Unwonted 
moisture, — ''tears such as angels weep," — bedimmed his falcon-like 
eyes, as he alluded to the virtues of his child, her frank, open disposition, 
and her aliectionate devotion to himself; and for a moment the stern ma- 
gistrate seemed devoted to no other laws thaa those of Nature. In con- 
clusion, he filled his glass, to the health of "Ringwood Tyrrel, the Hope of 
the Hall,'* duly honouring the toast with a smash of glass as before. 

Sir Mark was no orator : he made no attempt even to express his feel- 
ings by a speech ; but he set up a joyful yoicks ! which said quite as mu(^ 
— ana seized the hand of the Justice and shook it heartily. He had been 
longing, in secret, to introduce the subject whidi lay uppermost in his 
heart ; and this fortunate coupling of Grace with Ringwood, seemed to 
have broken the ice before him. 

" E^d, neighbour," he said, "I'm not much used to link my ideas toge- 
ther with dog-couples : but this toasting of your daughter and my son, has 
Eut a strange thought into my head. They are both of an age, both of a 
eight, or thereabouts, and one is my heir, and the other your heiress, which 
is as fair a start as heart can wish. Suppose we were to lay an even pony 
or two, which will be married first? It would be a sporting thing; and if 
Grace comes in winner, I shall enjoy what I never enjoyod before — the 
loss of my money !" 

" Why then done, for a hundred," said the Justice, who like country gen- 
tlemen in general was in some de^ee a sportsman ; and the generous influ- 
ence of the grape, moreover, predisposed him to enter into the whim. 

« Twice !" cried Sir Mark. 

** Done again !" replied the Justice. 

" Three times ?" 

" Done ! done ! and done!" cried the Justice ;^ " and there I must stop. 
And pray endorse your betting-book,- ' strictly private,' with its entry of a 
certain gambling magistrate, who may have to-morrow to suspend a pubb- 
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eta's Itcense, for aHowiog card plajiog, — Jonas Hanway ibr instance, and 
ha whist club at the Rabbits." 

'* You may suspend me with the license," said Sir Mark, '*when yon 
can find any one to swear to their playing. But be easy about the bettiog 
book ; we will be only upon honour." 

** By the way. Sir Mart," said the Magistrate, ** tboM is a third chance 
in the said matrimonial race, that we have both overlooked ; the possibility 
of the parties eominv to the church neck and neck at the same time !" 

** A dead heat, by Jove 1" exclaimed the Baronet, with weH-feigned sur^ 
prise, ^ and an old jockey and racer like me, to Ibrget that such events may 
come off! Egad, neighbour, it would not be a bad way of hedging our 
money, eh ?" 

** Sir Mark, are you serious or in joke 7" inquired the Magistrate. 

** Either, at your f^easure," returned the Baronet, assurairig however a 
gravity of tone nnd look that indicated he was in earnest. The moment 
Etd come to speak, but he was puzzled how to begin. He fidgeted in his 
^air, filled a glass of claret, and gulped it down, then gave a loud hem, 
and then three very bad coughs. 

" It 's no use beating round the bush," he exclaimed at last, ** when the 
game's a-foot ! I think, firiend Rivers, our ideas and wishes are packing well 
tegether; and if yen are as agreeable as I am to the match between Kin^ 
wood and Grace, all I can say is, I will back son against daughter with 
yoo, guinea for guinea ; — and the dearest desire of my heart will be ful- 
filled to boot !" 

** To be candid with yon. Sir Mark," replied the Magistrate, *' our bowls, 
biassed by old friendship, have been aimed at the same jack. Nothing in- 
deed could aiibrd me greater pride and pleasure than such an alliance. But 
as neither of the parties will oe of age for a year or two, it seemed prema- 
ture to— —" 

** Zounds, man," interrupted the delighted Baronet, *' vou would not carry 
them into church, would you, without a little wooing beforehand 7 — Cupid 
wants training, as well as a colt, before you bring him to the post^ 

^Tour remark is just," said the Magistrate: <' for my own part I will 
take care to apprise CIrace of our arrangement ; and that henceforward she 
is to consider her aflectioas eng[aged to your eldest son." 

''No — hang it — no," exclaimed Sir Maik. " Do not come the raagis- 
trite over he^ neither! It will be time enough to use our authority, as fa- 
thers, when either, of the young people has boiled out ef the course. We 
mustn't inoculat^ but let them take it naturally. Love is a plant with long 
ftmggUag voots, sad the gardener who attempts to pot it — no, that's not 
it! — but it 's Kate's sentiment, and a very good one. And now boy, a 
bumper to a better match than was ever made on the tur£ Tally — tally- 
fco — yoicks — yoicks — voicks I — yo — icks !" 

It is amusing to think that during the foregoing conversation of the two 
fathers, the unconscious Grace was sitting in the very next rooni, 

** In maiden meditation, fttncy free j** 

thinking no more of courtship, marriage, and Ringw<)od, than of squibbiL 
ciacJ&ers, and Guy Faux. Her lively spirits, her sweet temper, her natural 
eood taste, and artless manners, had advanced her hourly in the opinion of 
Mrs. Hamilton ; till at last, after a long kind look at her Air young face and 
graceful figure, that lady addressed her, in a tone of tenderness that thrilled 
throii»hher very soul, as *' her dear Miss Rivers." 

** Ifl may beg a favour, my dear Madam," she replied, " pray obl^ me 
by following the precedent or Sir Mark, and calling me only by my Chris* 
Han name^ — Grace, plain Gmee.** 
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** Well Uien, Gmce, my" dett Graee, did yon ever place a hollow sea^ 
ahell to Tour ear, and notice its perpetual sigmng for the watem that oYight 
to fill it V' 

Grace stenified that riie had often done 00 on the coast. 

" Come hither then, and tell me truly, did that young heart of yours never 
ftel a crarinfg, an indescribable craving, — as if there was some aching void 
ia it that required filling up ?^ 

The question sufiusea the fkce and neck of Grace with a deep blush ; 
but it lasted odlv for an insttint and vanished agun ere shohad pronounced 
t\te first word of ant answer. 

" Indeed, my dettr Madatn, I baveftit'it often — alw«^s at the sound of 
one word, and at the sight of one action ;" and she concluded the sentence 
with a sigh. 

** I know- well 'wfa)it you ifteaxr," said- MrSi Hamilton, pressing her own 
hands to herbosom; '* I fed it Mere at this'naoment — here, where I have 
f^lt it foryears. Alone, or inr society — in joy orin sorrow, m sickness, in 
health, here it'is — the sameintense yeaniing; everlastingly crying out in 
its agony, Give ! give ! — Tell me, my dear Grace, tell me, is it not even 
thus that your overcharged heart has pitted for a motherl" 

''Oh, God knows it;" cried Grace, clasping' her hands, and with diffii 
caKy suppressing the tears that' were rasfamg upwards tb her oyer; ''nay 
Heart has throbbed almost'to bursting, atthesight of caresses- which I never 
— oh never knew ! — never can know !" 

I' Even so, Grace," said Mrs. Hamilton, ** have I been wrung with an* 
ffuish, to see a mother embiace a daughter. It has been my fate to grieve 
through many lonely hours, but they would not' have been either grievou»or 
lonely, with some one — some such sweet ^rl as yourself' — 16 love, and to 
love me. In imagination Thave nursed this fair hope ftom bud to Uosboh^ 
into even the full-blown flower. I have hung and trembled over her infancy^-* 
heard her lisp her first accents of love — watched the little sports of her 
childhood — and have been the confidant of the secrets of her girlhood* 
And was' it not' singular, Grace, that Uie daughter of my poor fond fknoj 
should have had eyes the very colour of yovr own^ and tne stone boimy 
brown hair?"" 

To this question Grace made no reply, but by putting- both her: hands 
into those of Mrs. Hamiltonr, who gently drew the (mtoeful gurl towards 
her, and imprinted a kiss on her forehead. " A WdshwonjaU)" i^e cim* 
tinued; " would haver sworn 'twas some tie of blood between ue, tlwt 
attttict^ my love to you from the first moment of ourmeeting !" 

" And mine to yotf, my dear madam," added Grace. ** It t» in^osttbU 
I could remember j^ou before you left the Hall, and yet that lady-like figure, 
and the benign smile, and the low gentle voice were so fkmiliar to me, that 
it seemed like the fulfilment of a dream !" 

** It u the fulfilment of a dream," said Mrs. Hamilton. " Our stars have 
spoken, and our hearts interpreted the oracle. Henceforth I will be your 
mother, and you shall be my daughter, the dear child of my soul, if not of 
my bod^, — shall it tfbt'be so, my own sweet Gra4» ?" 

'' O for ever ! and ever 1" exclaimed Grace, throwing herself into the arms 
titat opened tb receive her. " And here beffln the happiest hours of my 
liife!»* 

"And here end the most wretched of mine," said the widow, caressina 
her adopted' daujghter with as much tenderness as belongs to many real 
raotlmrs: '* Oh Sntce, the blessing you would have been to me at Glen- 
cosie ! Some day you shall know all ; but for this evening at least, the 
past Sfaail not! sadden the present!" 

Its the readbris aware; there had been with regard to Grace what the 
ingenious and elegant Mr. Robins woaldH;ail>**aDiddiogin two places:** 


lod at the very same moment tbat completed her maternal adoption in the 
drawing-room, the paternal ahout ana view-holla of Sir Mark aecended 
fiom the dinin/gf-room, in honour of his daughter-elect. It suggested no 
other idea, however, to the ladies, but that eiuer he had broken cover with 
seme never-sufficiently-to-be-reoorded fox ; or that he had taken abundance 
of wine, and would be the better for a never-snfBciently-tO'be-announceA 
cap of tea. Accordingly Mrs. Hamilton rang for the equipage, and made 
tea ; and at about the sixth summons the gentlemen put in an appearance 
at her table, both certainly a little elevated, but by joy rather than the juice 
of the grape. Indeed the Baronet's head was so full of his favourite idea, 
that with an abstracted air he 'V^alked up to Gh^ce, and gave her a hearty 
kiss, to the infinite astonishment of the youn^^ lady as well as fats sister^ 
tnd not a IHtle to his own, when he recovered his recollection. The Justice 
alone, who Was in the secret, and guessed what was passing in the mind 
of Sir Mark, conceived at once that the salute was anticipatory of the mar- 
tiage ceremony, as Was really the case ; and his grim smile, at the a^eepidi 
1o<« and awkward apologies of the Baronet, was the signal for a general 
laugh. All the parlies were indeed in higher spirits than usual, and the 
evening passed away cheerfully; and before they separated, Sir Mark 
insisted on Grace sinking one of her songs, in token that she had fbrgivea 
him for making her bTua£. 

Qrace immediately seated herdetf at a piano whi6h in those days was 
reckoned a very grand one, though much such aft instrument as a petty 
tradesman now selects at a broker's lor a present to his daughter from 
boarding-school. After a short prdude, she sang to a plaintive Scotch air 
the following words, which, as a corolIaTy to what had jpassed in the diaing- 
<oom, made the two Withers exchange some very signincant glances.. 

" My mother bids me love a lord, 
My ikther does the same. 
But then my heart has ttrade a choice 
or one I wtR ndt nanle ; 
My parents* frowns refeet the waaltj 
Their angry words reprove. 
Bat eh, I cannot love (he man 
My mother bids oie love ! 

They say his filChor ii an Eari, 
And talk of hi^ degree, 
Broad ribbons and a sur for bin, 
A coronet fw me.— 
I care not for the eagle's nest. 
But building with the dove, 
1 Cannot, cannot love the mata 
My Another bids toe love. 

There is a secret voice that breathes 
A fair and gentle mind, 
'niere is a certain eye that tells 
A h«brt that ^ warm Attd kinft. 
There is a vow so Ann and fast, 
And sealed in heav'n above^ 
That oh ! I -pannot love the man 
My mother bids me love ! 

Mv father fretSy m¥ mother pinsi^ • 
Their heads- are silver-grajp, 
They cannot long possess a will 
For me to disobey. 
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J would that I were in my graTe«^ 
This ancuieh to remore, • 
For oh r I cannot lore the man 
My mother bids me Ioto." 

*'£gad, Qiaoe," exclaimed the Baronet, "you have chosen a sorrowful 
ditty ; Kate there b ready to cry. My own heart was at feather-weight 
a whUe ago, but now it seems carrying six pounds extra. I hope the words 
are none of your own making?'' 

" Raby was so kind as to copy them for me,'* answered Grace, " from 
some book of poems in ^our library." 

"Ay, there it is," said Sir Maik, looking at the Justice with a slight 
^loom on his brow. ** Catch Ringwood at copying out any thing — barring 
a ' recipe for making boots waterproof,' or a 'cure for the distemper.' I 'u 
warrant, Grace, he never wrote out any thing for you in his life?" 

" Nothing adapted to the voice," answered Grace, with an arch smile ( 
'* but he once obliged me with autograph directions how to make German 
JMLSte for my singing-birds." 

" And St Kitts?" asked the baronet 

^ Your nephew used formerly to copy poems for me," replied Grace, 
*' But our tastes did not coincide ; and be grew tired of extracting from 
Rochester and Sedley, whom I could not relish, — and he had as little 
liking on his own part for m^ old favourite Herrick." 

" Come, Grace, come," said the magistrate, rising abruptly firom his chair, 
'' it is time to return to Hawksley, — or must I read the Riot Act and dis- 
polve this meeting according to law ? I have to look over the Hazel-Bridp 
evidence before I go to bed. Sir Mark, you will remember our bet for the 
Maiden Stakes ?" 

" Three hundred, even, the colt against the filly — and may neither of us 
win !" said the Barpnet, with a knowing wink and a warm shake of the 
hand. " As for you, Grace, I see that you and Kate have cottoned, and I 
need not bid you come again soon to the Hall !" 

^ Miss Rivers has been so kind as to promise to come often," said Mrs. 
Hamilton. *' I am to have the happiness of her society at least once 
a week." 

" God bless you then, Grace," said Sir Mark, ** and send yon ability to 
keep your word. The boys will be home soon, and then I shall kiss and 
court you by proxy — but that 's only a joke." 

Thus they parted, and Mrs. Hamilton retired to her room, and the 
Baronet to his bed, to dream of weddings and rings and white favours, as 
if bride-cake had been placed under his pillow. 

** Well, Tibbie," said the lady, as the Scotchwoman helped her to undress, 
'* how has all fared withyou the night ?" 

** Od, Mem," replied Tibbie^ " it 's iust extraordinar, mv head 's rinoin 
round Uke a peeiy ! I 'm thinking the justice- wark will be cannily dune 
the mom's mom, when the Provost and SirMarkTirl hae been at their 
high jinks. As fac 's death, Mem, for I keekit in at the door, I saw the 
Provost casting the wine-glasses owre his shouther to play smai^ upon the 
flure !" 

I' An old English custom, Tibbie," said Mrs. Hamilton, ** by way of 
doing honour to a health. Formerly it was common for gentlemen to cast 
their cravats of Mechlin lace, or their perukes, on the fire-grate, according 
to the example of the proposer of the toast" 

"Macklin crawvats, and perukes! Gude safe's!" exclaimed Tibbie, 
with an appropriate elevation of her eyes and hands. " My certie, it's no 
wonder thae English hae eiccan a Nawtional Debt, as they ca 't ! Douce 
Dawvid Niool, — and he 's the cashier o' the Dundee Bank, — did never the 
like 0' that !*» 
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" But the kitchen, Tibbie," inquired the mistress, " how came ye on with 
the strange servants l^ 

" By my troth, Mem," said Tibbie, " they were camsteary eneuch. Yon 
prejink flunkies wha cam wi' the Provost, were owre upsettin to drink yill, 
but ehappit on the butler, to bring ben the port wine and the sherry wine, 
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and whistles !' But I might have spared my breath to cool my parritch ! 
Here 's t' ye, Tibbie, cries ane, and here 's t' ye, Tibbie, cries anither, and 
here 's t' ye, Tibbie, cries yon Jerry, and send ye gude yill and eude custom 
at the Pig and WlusUe I" 

" Never fash yoursel, Tibbie," said the Mistress, " wi' the likes — you 're 
no at Glencosie." 

'' Ou, Mem," said the Scotchwoman, " it 'maist gars me greet to see the 
dinsing down o' the glass and the cheeny, and the sillet-spunes, wi' their 
pjiskies. — Div ye no think, Mem, it would be a saving o' siller to write 
north for a hantle o' wooden quaichs and bickers and horn spunes, for nae 
doot they 'U be for emitatin their betters, and casting th^drinkin-cups owre 
the shouther V* 

*' It 's a serious question, Tibbie, and I must sleep upon it," replied Mrs. 
Hamilton ; and with this quietus she dismissed the handmaid to her own 
pillow, to dream, if one may guess at her night-visions, of a mad bull in a 
china-shop. 


CHAPTER XVIIL 

" And if a merry meeting may be wished, Ood prohibit ic !'* 

DooBsaar. 


" He shall be endured — 


What goodman boy ? I say he shall. Go to. 
Am I the master here or you ? Oo tol» 

Old Capulst. 

"Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting, 
Makes my flesb tremble with their dilftrent greeting 
I will withdraw ; but this intrusion shall. 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall.'* 

Tybalt. 

" Between us two let there be peace ; both joining 
As join'd in injuries, one enmity 
Against a foe by doom express assigned us, 
That cruel serpent." 

Paradus Lost. 

Hilary term ended at last, to the great delight of Squire Ned, who looked 
upon Ringwood as his adopted son ; a relationship onginating in sporting^ 
like that of Cotton, the angler, with " his Father Walton." 

He accoded, therefore, with great glee, to a proposition from Sir Mark, 
that they should ride together on horseback as far as the first stage, to meet 
and welcome the young Collegians ; while Dick the huntsman, and the 
whipper-in, should follow withled horses, for the use of the students. 


HoUingtoD ; by Jiggumbob, tmt of Toldorol, by DiddledomkbB, Co^alo 
rum, and so forth." 

'*An odd fish old Toby,^* aaid the Squire, "always gires Vm tfotet 
names — can jomp a bit no doubt?** 

** He jumps like a flea,** said Dick, '* and as for galloping be can go frDtH 
anywhere to everywhere in forty minutes, -^ and back again.** 

^Olad of it,** said Ned, "just the thing for Ringwood-^aO ready efaP 
here he looked at his watch, '*Go?'* 

And away they trotted, the Squire keeping his hone a little in the rear of 
Ihe Baronet's, a position which enabled Um to divide his conversation be> 
tween Sir Maik and the huntsman, who now and then exchanged a sentence 
with the whipper-in. as he followed wHh two led hacks ; and in (his order 
they took to tne road. Occasionally, at a signal from the Squire, they slack- 
ened or increased their speed ; and so weU did he time the pace, that thej 
arrived at the Green Dragon at "^ ^ "^ 'i' just as the Oxford coach had 
0toiM)ed to change horses. 

''Well, mv boys, welcome home again,** said the Baronet, shaking thetti 
Mocessively by the hand ; while the Squire, after a nod a-piece, |;ave Ring^ 
wood an alfectiottate dap on the back that would have correctea a smaller 
child. 

"Been tooling the tits, eh ?*• he said ; "very pretty team — near wheeler 
lame behind** — he continued, as be critically watched each horse as it went 
emiokin^ and shakhns its tail into the stable-yard. " Glad to see you, Rin|^ 
wood,** here another slap. " Old Hilary has n*t rubbed ofTany of your bloom?* 

The eye of the father made a similar remark that Ringwood looked rather 
more florid than usual ; while the c ompl e xi on of Raby was somewhat paler 
than common, — the natural results ot too much port and claret, and an ex* 
cess of Greek and Latin. As (or St Kitts, his cheeks wore the old brown — 
a tinge somewhat resembling that of an undoubted '* portrait by Rembrandt** 
in a picture-dealer's window. At the same time, the three faces were as 
diiierent in expression as in colour, — the Creole's implied indifierence ; that 
of Rabv beamed with the quiet enjoyment of a mind at peace with itsell^ 
somewhat heightened by the pleasure of meeting his father | but, in spite of 
its healthy hue, the countenance of Ringwood was saddened by a cast of 
anxiety and cloom ; hinting, too probab^, that he looked back on time and 
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the many good points about the offspring of Ji^umbob and Tolderol From 
this teverie he was roused by the voice of his lather. 

" Well, how do you think he will carry you — lor ha is all your own, roy 
boy, from the bridle to the cnipper?" 

"If he*s old Sparks's colt. Sir, he*s the veiy one Pve long set my heart 
upon,'* answered Rin^ood. " But if he *s meant as a coHege-prize, Sir, he 
belongs more to St. Kitts than to me ; and to Raby more than either.** 

"Raby be d— d,'* the Squire was about to saji but he suppressed .the 
wofdto, and contented himself with tacitly expressms his opinion, by snateb- 
ing the bridle of the horse in question and turning mm round with hia iMfei 
4o Ringwood and hhs tail to Raby. 

"For my part,** said the Creole, "I disclaim any idea of rivahry in our 
studies — and am pained to think my cousin has suggested any inquiry tfl 
to our relaChre progress at Oxford.** 

"Sink the letter then,** said Ringwood, in an under tone, at the same 
time shifting to the ofll^side of thehof8e,«nd ailectins to examine his fbrofeeC 

''You forget — I am upon honour,** re|^od the Creole, in the same tune, 
and stoopinjg into the same positron. 

^ Why (hen — take care df yoaneNtNi r* «ri«j| Rittgwood, «pritighi|^ i«Al 
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the flfl^dle, and stnkinff the Bpurs into the horse with such saddennees, that 
St Kitts only escaped, by a desperate spring backwards, being thrown 
down and trampled ander foot 

" Confound the fellow — he will start the mail," cried Sir Mark, catching 
the head of one of the leaders, who seemed inclined to impove upon the 
then rate of travdling, by running away with the coach. However Ring- 
wood continued to spur desperately on, as if^ Byron-like, he was under some 
excitement that was to be worked off by hardi galloping ; in fact when he 
returned, he was covered with dust, and the panting steed was in a latiier 
of sweat and foam. " He is not a roarer that 'a certain," he said, as he di»> 
mounted and threw the bridle to the whipper-in. 

" Who the devil said he was !** cried Sir Mark; '* Dick, see him thorone^ily 
nibbed down, — and have him well clothed. Let them all have a goodlbed 
of com — and mind, Dick, see with your own eyes that the Green Dragon 
does not devour it for tiiem. And now let *s in-doors ^ for two legs must 
have a bait as well as four." 

As they went in, Raby twitched his brother by the sleeve, and caused him 
to remain a little behind. 

"For God's sake, and for your own sake, Ringwood," he said, "don't 
show this spleen before our father. St Kitts wul only play the amiable^ 
and the comparison will be to your disadvantage." 

" Right," said'Rtngwood, "and thank ye for the hint: he's sure to run 
cunning." 

In pursuance of this line of poli<7^ Rkigwood disearded hie reserve, and 
lauded and chatted as if determined to overcrow the Creole even in mirth 
anugood humour; He drew humorous pictures-of college-comforts, of freeli^ 
men, and tufl-hunters, of bedomakers, beadles, and barbers ; and then hv 
gave an Elgan-tike description of a pugilistic encounter between a sownsi^ 
man- and a bargeman, that made tne squire roar with lau^iter; He neit 
entered into an animated account of a ooa^raoe, in which he had jowed 
among'the winners ; and then of a cock-fight ; and then of a ooursingA 
meeting, well attended hj Oitonians ; to the evident doBsht of his father. 

After sach stirring •abjecta. the Creole's description of an examination, 
and the terrors and Mggling of the unprepared; andof acoUege^inouisition, 
and the speech of a Proctor, — fell dead on the ear ; the organ of Rmgwood 
excepted, for he suspected, and perhaps risbtly, that the narrative contained 
some covert reference, both retrospectively and prospectively, to his own 
career at college. At any rate he made the application to himselfl and se- 
cretly resolved to be avenged at the first opportunity : he indulged his mood 
in the mean time, by throwina a threatening ^ance occasionally at the 
Creole, trindi the latter receivM with a calm smue, relying on his own su- 
perior powers of retaliation ; even as the malignant viper, which will bask 
lazily in your very path, conscious of his own cruel fangs, and daring your 
foot, whilst the unarmed snake startles away, more fearing than fear<3, into 
the nearest thicket 

At last he struck, and with deadly efibct He well knew how to "heap 
coals on the head of his enemy," by dealing with him to all appearance ge 
nerously, and even kindly, where fees politic natures would avow their ani- 
mosity by angry looks and bitter speecn. He again took part in the conver- 
sation, and choosing Ringwood for his theme, repeated in glowing terms tiie 
praises he had heard lavished at Oxford on his intrepid ri£ng : ms superior 
shooting, which had made him the crack shot of the Pigeon Club ; his ex- 
quisite driving, four-in-hand, on the box of the lonv coaches ; and he even 
recorded certain Bacchanalian feats, at which his subject had been the hero f 
adding however a deprecatory clause, that such irregularities could scarcely 
be at all times avoided by a young man at the University, but at the expense 
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of personal ridicule and insult, and that he bad felt compelled himself Is 
join occasionally in such orgies. 

The Baronet's face glowra with pride durinsUie recital, and the Squire's 
one eye glistened with absolute delight: but Rinswood, for the first time 
in his life, heard with pain and disgust an acknowledgement of his superior 
skill, ardour, and success in all the various branches offield sports. Neither 
did the younger brother listen with much pleasure to the next topic which 
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reputation of the two brothers, thus artfully placed in juxtaposition, sug- 
gested an inference too obvious to escape the mind of the mronet ; who 
consequently shrank from any allusion or inouir^r to scholarship — being 
sorrowfully persuaded that his fiivourite son ana heir had made neither step 
nor stride towards any degrees except the geographical. 

The unfortunate victim, whose feelings were really to be pitied, actaally 
writhed in son], under the infliction. As he dearly loved his father, be 
could not witness the gloom which overcast his fine iovial countenance 
without an exquisite pang of self-reproach ; and bitterly he execrated the 
foUy that had given his cousin the opportunity of such a triumph. 

'* The hell-hound!*^ he said to himself, ''he might as well have put the 
letter into m^ father's hands, before all present; hut cunning as he is in 
running on ms foil, and doubling, be shall find I can pick it out" 

In the mean time his feelings were somewhat soothed by receiving under 
the table, the secret pressure of a kindly hand, which he knew to be Rab^'s, 
who took this method of showing that he appreciated and sympathized with 
his situation. It was the act of a friend in need, and Ringwood acknow- 
ledged its value at that moment by a grip so strenuous, that the blood 
rushed up into Raby's cheeks, who with difficulty suppressed an exclama- 
tion. The two brothers had indeed, in some degree, forgotten their own 
differences, and were united more than formerly as mutual allies against 
St Kitts, who by some vague, indefinable instinct, they had begun to re- 
gard in the light of a common enemy. 

'* Here 's good luck to the new nag," said Squire Ned, with a nod to Ring- 
wood, preparatory to a long pull and a strong pull at a tankard of xx ale, 
for which the Green Dragon was justly famous. ** A roarer eh? — sounder 
in wind than I am ! — can't drink a pmt without fetching breath." " And 
here's to you, boy, yourself," he added, with a renewed draught in honour 
of Ringwood : — " nothing but a good fellow — upright and downright — 
no skulker — no flincher — no snake in the grass!" 

With the last of his negatives, the Squire threw such a significant nraan- 
ing into his one jgray eye, and fixed it so pointedly on the Creole, that the 
latter immediately perceived that one of the party, at least, had detected the 
latent origin of his msidious panegyrics. Unlike the Baronet, who set great 
store by an University education — honest Ned attached no earthly value 
to human learning, beyond reading and writing ; and therefore ne had 
listened to the praises of Ringwood as a sportsman, with an unalloyed rap- 
ture, only equalled in degree by the utter apathy with which he had heard 
the encomiums on Raby's classical attainments. It was not till he noticed 
Sir Mark's depression, that he suspected the sting which, like Cleopatra's 
asp, had been treacherously introduced, under a covering of fruit and flow- 
era. His unbounded love and admiration of Ringwood led him naturally 
to the conclusion, that jealousy, and a desire of supplanting him, were the 
private motives of the West Indian ; or, as he forcibly illustrated it by a 
mental comparison, Sir Mark had a ^roung cuckoo in his nest, that w<Mild 
eject his own brood. The abrupt trial of the new na^, and the narrow 
Mcape of St Kitts, were no longer a mystery; and couB human eye have 


iearched the Squire*9 inward heart, it would probably have detected a laric- 
ing wish, that the horse had trird the temper of his shoes on the skull and 
brains which had conceived such a device against " the Heir and Hope of 
the Hall." ^ 

Under these circumstances, each person of the party having some parti- 
cular cause of discontent with another, it may easily be conceived, that the 
^neral hilarity fell far short of the Baronet's anticipations. On leaving the 
mn, Ringwood indeed could not help mechanically admiring the high spirit 
and fine action of the beautiful animal that was led towards him ; and for 
a moment, he looked like Shakspeare's Young Harry, as if about to " witch 
the world with noble horsemanship }" but this elasticity of body and spirit 
vanished as he alighted in the saddle, and the Creole^ like any body's Old 
Harry, smiled a sardonic smile, to witness the rankling of the well-<urected 
shaft. The Sauire was infected by his favourite's gloom ; — Sir Mark had 
a grievance of his own ; and even the serene mind of Raby was darkened 
by the shadows of clouds which hung over other heads. 

For some miles the whole company rode almost in silence ; at last, an 
abrupt question from the Baronet revived the old feud. 

"Rin^ood, — what name do you think of giving to your new nag, — 
for luckily. Old Sparks hadn 't christened him with any of his ridiculous 
rumfoozles, or rumtyiddities ?" 

"As the Squire names all his horses and dogs to begin with A," replied 
Ringwood, " I make a rule that all mine shall start with B. I think ofcall- 
ing him Brown Bastard." 

The last two words, and the look, which put them as it were in Ualics, 
were not lost on the Creole. His eyes literally flashed fire, and as he turned 
his horse towards Riogwood's, his hand made an involuntary movement 
upward with his riding- whip, but luckily the motion was too slight to excite 
notice. 

** Bastard again," he muttered between his teeth, '' do you wish to ezcit« 
roe to show. Sir, how I can resent an insult ?" 

^* Name your own horses as you please, Sir,*^ returned Ringwood, in the 
same under-tone, — his hand mechanically gliding from the butt-end to the 
top of his whip, ** and do not dare to interfere with mine.'' 

"Bastard, eh? — proper name enough for a colt," said the Squire, unce- 
remoniously thrusting liis hack between the enraged cousins. *' Dont 
suppose Jiggumbob and Tolderol were ever married, —^ banns or license!** 

"This is iny quarrel. Sir, and I will not brook meddling," said St. Kitts 
to the Squire, with the same guarded tone ; but in spite of this caution, and 
the prudent manoeuvres of Raby, who endeavourea to divert the attention 
of his father, the Baronet's quick ears had already apprised him that there 
was a quarrel on foot, though he had not discovered its drifl. 

He immediately pushed on a little a-head, where he wheeled his horse 
round, and baiting m the middle of the road, with a position and manner of 
threat dignity, he addressed them as they came up three abreast 

"How is this, lad3? — how is this? — snarling and wrangling between 
ivhelps of the same blood, — I had almost said the same litter? Is this your 
respect for yourselves, for each other, for me ? Do you want to hunt these 
gray hairs," (here he took off his hat,) ''to earth with shame and sorrow?" 

"Hark to him! hark!" shouted Ned, at the same time doffing his own 
hat in sign of reverence ; "hark to the old one !" 

"Thank ye, Sauire, for the halloo !" said the Baronet, "and be so kind 
as to lead the fiela at a foot-pace towards the Hall, whilst Raby remains 
with me." 

In obedience to this command, they all passed on except the younger son, 
who reined up beside his father ; and as soon as the others were out of 
■igbt, Sir Mark commenced his examination. 
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" Raby, you know I hate babbling. Put rae up at once to the origjui of 
thifl fall-out between your brother and St. Kitts, for I winded a qoarral 
better than a hundred yards back.*' 

*' I believe, Sir," answered Raby, " it may all be traced to a letter which 
my cousin has at this moment in his pocket. It is from Jenkins the tutor 
to yourself; and as Jenkins is a pedant, and Ringwood is naturally the r^ 
verse, I declined to be the bearer of an epistle wmch probably reflected en 
my brother. Ringwood refused the letter from the same suspicion, and I 
beliere he feels hurt Uiat St Kitts undertook to deliver it 

" A likely cast, Raby," said the Baronet, '* and my own observatioa wpna 
to the scent—* Ride up, man, ride up, and I will soon see if it holds good.** 

In a few minutes they rejoined the others, and Sir Mark rode up to the 
Creole and asked for the letter. 

** I have had a severe struggle. Sir," said the latter, '* between friendship 
ond conscience, whether to suppress or deliver this unlucky paper, gue8»* 
ing the contents to be unplessant to Ringwood, and I believe, friendship 
would have got the better, —-but Raby's mention «f it leaves me no. alter- 
native." So saying he delivered the letter to. the Baronet, who thnMt it 
unopened into bis poKsket 

'* You hear that, Ringwood,'* he said, addressing his eldestson. -^^ Your 
cousin intended to hush it up. Take the kindness, and. shake hands^ b^oys, 
shake hands at once. — You must pack better together, or it will break my 
heart I fiinoied I could cover you all with a sheet" 

" For my own part," said St Kitts, " I am perfectly ready to forgive and 
^rget any personal cause of ofience, — and wnich possibly originated in my 
own misapprehension. Will my cousin not say the same, now I have 
apaied him the humiliation of making the first advances ?" 

But Ringwood remained silent. The Squire, however, again rode in 
between, and endeavoured to join their hands, almost pulling the West In- 
dian from his saddle in the attempt 

*' Still mute !" exclaimed the Baronet, rising in wrath. " Do nH forget, 
Ringwood — my temper is spicy — and if I once get in a passion — Zounds, 
Sir, shake hands at once, or I will dismount you, I will, by Jove !" 

" At your command. Sir, I must,'* answered Ringwood, reluctantly ex- 
tending his hand towards his cousin, while a sudden rush of blood to his 
iace showed that a slight smile of triumph in the Creole had not escaped 
his notice. "It is your turn to-day," he muttered, " it will be mine to-mor- 
row." 

" That 's well, my boys," said Sir Mark, his face beaming with pleaBure 
at what he deemed the reconciliation. '' As for this," he said, taaing out 
the letter, and casting it over the little bridge they were crossing, " the min- 
nows may read it, for me. What is past is, past, and I will not turn the 
heel. So if any one here has neglected his duty, let him go on Sunday to 
church and hark to Dr. Cobb, and when it comes to " We have left unaone 
those things we ought to have done, and we have done those things we 
ought not to have done," and so forth, let him say Amen, with all his lieart, 
and resolve to take up and mend for the future." 

The lecture had its due effect on the party for whose benefit it was in- 
tended : for Ringwood, naturally well-disposed but thoughtless, from the 
very first moment that he witnessed the disappointment and vexation of his 
father, had been framing resolutions to apply himself more diligently to his 
College studies. He could not forget, however, that the wound in his pa- 
rentis feelings had been wantonly irritated and probed by the Creole ; whom 
he regarded therefore with unmitigated hostility. The latter, on the coJkr 
traiy , assumed a cheerful air, and uiected to be overjoyed at the adjastmemt 
of tneir difference. 

** St Kitts/' said the Baronet, ** you are a genexous fellow. You do a^t 
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sit frowning on your horse as sulky as a badger, or bristle up and keep 
yourself to yourself like a hedgehog.*' 

*' He can play the hypocrite better than I can," Ringwood was about to 
answer; but he suppressed the speech, and contented himself with slack- 
ening his pace and letting his horse trot alongside his brother's. 

" Thank yo for nothing, Raby," he said so low as not to be overheard. 
*' You had an opportunity just now of backing me with my iathec.; and 
ftee what comes or it — Gip has the call." 

"Indeed you wrong me,'' repUed Raby, " I said merely that old Jenkina 
was a pedant and that you were none, — and that St. Kitts had undertaken 
to deliver his letter, after you and I haid declined." 

" Out of infernal malice," said Ringwood, 'Und to injure me with my 
father — you might have pitched in that When I want a friend, give me 
an out-and-outer ! Such a friend as I have been to you. Did n't I back 
you at seven to four for the prize poem — and never hedged ? 

" But, my dear Ringwood " 

" Who told you how to lay your monevatthe runnmg-matohatBuUing- 
ton ? Who put you up to the trick at the trottin^matoh that Scany was 
meant to win, and Fairplay was not ? Who tgm yiMi of the snug little 
prize-fight at Headington ? Who took you to Mother Boult's ?" 

" My dear Ringwood, I could retorL Who rendered into Latin foryou 
the twentieth Spectator? Who paid your tavern bill at Pinkie's 7 Who 
stood your friend with the Proctor in the afiair of Widow Wakeman 7 
But this is child's play. Your own temper is in fault I warned you not 
to let vour quarrel break out before your father?" 

** I know you did," said Ringwood, rather softened, ^* and if I had taken 
your advice, and had n't let loose, I should be now in a better place. But I 
canH stand nibbling at a hindlef ; I must so at the head at once. I can't 
help it — it 's in my nature : and I hate St^itts as Whop hates vennin." 

" There a^ain," said Raby, *' you are always in extremes. Is it not pos- 
sible to dislike St Kitts without hating him, and wanting to nail him up 
against the vennin on the end of the old barn?" 

" Faith, he would not cut a bad figure among the polecats, and stoats, 
and weazels," said Ringwood, smiling bitterly at the conceit '' He can 
run you down, bite viciously, and hang on at your nape, as well as anv of 
'em ! He would be a jewel of a specimen to rot and stink among the ske- 
letons of Dick's museum !" 

Their conversation was here interrupted by the halt of the advance ; and 
Sir Mark, riding back to his two sons, desired them to take especial care of 
the brown woman who was coming along the road, for that Mr. Twigg 
said she was a witch, and even Justice Rivers was quite at fault about her. 
As she walked towards them slowlv, they had leisure to remark her appear- 
ance. She was dressed in faded mourning, rather brown than black, 
through length of wear or exposure to weather ; the weeds of a decayed 
widow, one of those sable beings that seem, hke the ravens, to depend on a 
special Providence for their sustenance, they have apparently so little 
earthly means of their own. Her dress, however, though coarse and ill- 
made, could not conceal the symmetry of a shape that had belonged to that 
" order of fine forms" which is peculiar to the half-caste females of the 
West Indies. She had the taper waist, the full round limbs, and the grace* 
fttl easy carriage. Moreover she had the abundant black hair, curling natu- 
imily into ringlets, too inflexible to uncoil themselves at everv breath of heat 
or moisture ; and her eyes were of as dark a hue, black ana bright as can- 
nel-coal, and equally apt to emit fire and flame. 

As soon as she came near enough, the Squire, who rode a little a>head, 
jumped off his horse, and planted mmself before her, holding out what re- 
mained of his right hand« 
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''Here,*'h« said, '* slxpen'north of fortune telling. Won't bilk you — 
craes with silver and all that !'* 

*' The wise man makes his own fortune," said the woman, with great 
dignity, *' and he himself best knows its aspect" 

''High-ropes, eh?" said the Squire, somewhat abashed by this rebufi*. 
" WonH look at my |>alm — suppose the two off-fingers made a difierence. 
No matter — welcome to the tizzy." 

" Give it to your slaves," exclaimed the woman, with an imperious wave 
of the nrvOj and a look of scorn that implied as much contempt for his silver 
as for Twigg's copper. 

*'Eead, boys," said Sir Mark, ''I begin to think the Justice is right, and 
that sne comes of good blood. — She reminds me wonderfully of Mrs. 
Wbat'a-her-Name, in the character of Cleopatra. I Ml warrant her father 
was at the very least the Kins of the Gipsies !" 

*' There is no more Gipsy-Uood in my veins, tliaii in that youn^ gentle- 
man's," returned the woman, pointing her finger al the Creole ; and gazing 
BO earnestly on his face, that for some minutes she seemed unconscious of 
any other oresence. Her mind evidently turned inward, and she had the 
abstracted look of a person revolving the past or the future with intense in- 
terest At last she spoke. " Although no sipey, I have some skill in 
anbury, and if you will &vour me, young gentleman, with your hand'* 

^Try her, St Kitts,try her," exclaimed Sir Mark, " now we have found 
her, let us give a good account of her ; let her open, man, and we shall soon 
see if she gives tongue to the right tune." Here he drew St Ritts aside, 
addmg, in a lower tone, ** let her cross your hand with a crown though, for 
she is not one of the common sort." 

In obedience to this direction, St Kitts gave her a crown, which she im- 
mediately transferred to the huntsman, with the air of one accustomed to 
bestow such largess ; making Dick stare with as mud) amazement, as if he 
had seen with lits own eyes a hare turning into a witch. He lifled his hand 
as if to touch his hat, but checked bis arm midway, — and then sat twirling 
the coin between his fin^r and thumb, with a ludicrous look of appeal to- 
wards his master ; partly in doubt whether he ousht to accept it from a 
distressed gentlewoman, and partly in fear that Uie money was from the 
Devil's mint, and would bom a hole in his pocket. 

" Pouch it, Dick ; pouch it !" said Sir Mark, in an aside. ** If you do n't 
fancy her herself, you can drink it to the health of the Lancashire Witches, 
or any others you like." 

Accordingly Dick pocketed the piece, whilst St. Kitts extended his hand 
to the fbrtune-teller, who grasped it between her own, and even kissed it, 
muttering inaudibly, and at the same time trembling so that it was visible 
to the eye, as if feeling, or affecting to feel, Uie prophetical agitation of the 
ancient sibyls. 

" There is a black cloud," she said, " over your star, — but there is a 
bright sun in store. Remember me. The past you do not remember — 
the present you do not understand — the future you cannot foresee. But I 
know it all. Remember me. You have but one present trouble ; and it 
concerns a gold ring for a lady's finger." 

" Hark to Gipsy !" shouted the Baronet ; " the old story, by Jove ! To 
her! St Kitts ! — to her, — to her again ! What odds she do n*t name tlie 
Udy !" 

" I hope, Sir," said St Kitts, " you are already satisfied of her abiUties 
as a Pythoness. So far from thinking of marriage, I give you my honour I 
am not even an hour gone in courtship. But she is like all her tribe ; a gold 
ring and a bride-cake are their staple commodities." 

** Not 80 fast, young man," said the fortune-teller. " There arc two ends 
to a knot, and two intcrpretaUons to an oracle. Remember mc. Some 
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lovers may long to see tlie third fitiger of their ladyV left hand in a golden 
circle, — and some sons may wish that their mothers bad worn the same 
emblem. Remember me.** 

" The devil remember you!" said the Creole, who almost imagined that 
the evil one had thrown tms augury in his path, — and striking the spurs 
into his stee(L he galloped some hundred yards a-head as if to escapa the 
comments of his companions. The woman silently followed his course 
with her eyes, till he disappeared behind a turn of the road, and then, with- 
out deisning to notice any of the questions that were put to her, resumed 
her walk in the opposite direction. 

*' Egad, it looks like witchcraft though 1'* exclaimed the Baronet : " she 
knew where to have him, — and bolted mm like a rabbit ! Not that I'm food 
of ferreting into futurity : it damps a man's courage, to see his dangers and 
misfortunes so long beforehand : and is apt to make him boggle and stick 
in the middle, when a gallant charge would have carried him through." 

" It was nothing but chance, father," said Raby. ** What Shakespeare 
calls a random bolt I have often had my fortune told, — for the Qipsies 
are an interestins race, and what I had read of them excited my curiosity 
to know more ofthem. These fortune-tellers are excellent physiognomists, 
— you saw how narrowly she watched the looks of St Kitis — for they 
know in an instant, by your face, when they have touched on the ri^ht 
string. Then again they are very voluble, and have always some recurring 
phrase, like that ' Remember me,' which gives them time for invention. 
Besides it is a very common thing for them " 

*' D d if I won't," ejaculated the Squire, rousing suddenly from a 

fit of meditation — -^ ** knows, may be, who 's to win the Darbv !" 

In compliance with this suggestion he immediately turned hisliorse round 
and rode after the Sibyl, determined to ask her a few questions f<Nr the be- 
nefit of his bettine-book, while the rest of the party pulled up and waited 
to see the issue of the conference. The woman had gained the brow of a 
gentle hill before she was overtaken, and as she stood in relief against the 
«ky they could see every motion. By the action of her hands and arms it 
was evident she was talking with great vehemence, and the Squire, who 
had dismounted, by his gestures was equally importunate, till at last, as she 
turned to go, they saw him catch hold of her cloak, as if to detain her by 
force. Her rig^t arm immediately rose at full stretch above her head, and 
a flash came from the hand in the sun-shine like the glancing of steeL The 
blow however did not descend : the garment was released, the woman dis- 
appeared instantly behind the brow of the hill : — and the Squire, remount- 
ing lus horse, came sdowljr badL to rejoin his companions. 

** There ^ou come, Squire," cried Sir Mark, ** with your head drooping 
and your tail down, like a greyhound that has lost his hare !" 

" Uonfound her," said Ned, with a smart slap of his riding-whip on his 
boot. — ** Wants a ca/»e and a keeper — worse than ten tiger-cats or cal- 
a-mountains — looks scratches, and talks bites. Never met an uglier cus- 
tomer — never — never — never !" 

** We thought we saw the gleam of a knife," remarked Ringwood. 

" Ay, boy," said the Squire — " Long blade — sharp point — lit to kill a 
porker. Did its share of work, may be, at Hazel Bridge — no saying. A 
regular vicious jade — would turn a man to clod and sticking, in the snap 
of a flint" 

" You should have tried her with gold," said Raby ; *' these gipsies well 
know how to raise their market They reject copper in the hope of silver ; 
and refuse silver in expectation of gold." 

" Had gold on the hook, man," replied the Squire, ** but no go. — Wouldn't 
rise at a suinea. Very odd, — won't take money — don't patter rfang — 
long knifo — and no fork to it !" 
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'* I axn afraid," said the Baronet, with a serious shake of his head, ** aha 
has learned the trick of stabbing in the county jail. The justice sent lier 
there for a month to beat hemp." 
*< Some day, hemp will beat Aer," said Ned, with a nod and wink. 
** I cannot say that I like that hemp-beating,'* said Sir Mark ; '* it only 
teaches them how to hammer people's heads. I remember once looking in 
at them at work, and a hang^dog set they were, and one rogue in particmar. 
There, said he, at every thump of his mallet, that 's for So*and-so^s rascally 
old brains. And so he went on with a bang a>piece for the whole Bench. 
But ma^trates are as fond of their prisons as fox-hunters of their kennels ; 
only they can never have their pack numerous enough of all sorts and sizes^ 
whereas a master of hounds likes 'em well-bred and select." 
'* Good," said the Squue. 

" Besides," continued the Baronet, " the dogsjget a good education, and 
learn how to behave and make themselves useful when they are let out ; 
which is far from the case with human prisoners." 
" True as Gospel," said Ned. 

'* It is quite an idea of my own," Sir Mark went on,^ " but it would be 
better for tne nation if the visiting magistrates would vint a well-managed 
kennel, by way of example, before they inspect their jails." 

'* Ay," said the squire -^ ** regular meals — nothing but water— no riot 
— no giving tonf ue. that is, cursmg and swearing — long whip-— plenty of 
work — tree and halter for them that won't mend." 

" The Justice lauglis at my notion," said the Baronet, " but between 
ourselves, if any thing should happen to disable Dick, and a vacancy occurs, 
I '11 try my interest in the county to get him made Master of the House of 
Correction.'' 

Thev now overtook the Creole, who had recovered his composure, and 
sobered his pace to a walk, in order to allow the others to come up. As 
they advanced, he purposely drew towards the side of the road which would 
place him next to Kinswood, in order to maintain the credit he had obtain- 
ed for generosity and rorbearance. 

** I am afraid I have appeared very foolish," he Said, " but there are cer- 
tain subjects which have a peculiar sting.*^ 

" A sting indeed," said Sir Mark. " I never saw a start off but once, 
and that was on Sorrel, when the boys had been stirring up the old wasp's 
nest in the lane. I verily believe he went throuph all the capers of the Col- 
lege Hornpipe. But spur on, boys, spur on, i see the Twiggs' carria^ 
yonder turning off for the Hall." 

The Ex-Sherifl's equipage was indeed enterins the avenue, but at a very 
unusual pace ; for the coachman had flogged his hones into a gallop, a sure 
sign, in the Baronet's opinion, that the My was not of the party. Having 
the advantage of a good start, the vehicle arrived at its destination some 
ten minuteal>efore the horsemen : but to the surprise of Sir Mark, he saw 
from afar the two ladies run up tne steps, and aart into the house like a 
couple of scared rabbits bobbing into a burrow. Suspecting some unusual 
occurrence, he pushed on at speed, and on entering the Hall the first person 
he encountered was old Deborah, panting along with a glass of cold water, 
. her breath just sufficing to inform her master that " Mrs. Twigg — was in 
— a—fit!" 

Fits by the way are strange things. Like the hen-bird which has the 
faculty of retaining her eggs till an appropriate nest is built and ready for 
its reception, so a lady seems to have the power of bottling up her hysterics 
till there is help at hand, with a chance of hartshorn and water, and «vsi7 
fitting accompaniment. As Major Oakley says, in the Jealous Wife, ** Did 
you ever hear of her foiling into a fit when you were not by 7 Was she ever 
found in convulsions in her closet 7" 
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Accordingly Mrs. Twi^g had postponed her awoon while in the carriage, 
or on the steps, or the stairs, but the moment she found herself in the draw- 
ing-room, with a comfortable clbow>chair under her, she quietly closed her 
eyes, dropped her arms, and '* wont off* like a lamb." 


CHAPTER XIX. 

*' Death and destruction ! Are all the horrors of air, fire, and water, to be levellM 
only at me ? Am I only to be singled out for gunpowder-plots, combustibles and confla. 
gnuion ? Here it is — an incendiary letter dropped at my door. 

♦ * * * 

Pm so frightenex'*. I scarce know whether I sit, stand, or go. Perhaps this moment I*m 
treading on lighted matches, blazing brimstone, and barrels of cunpowder. They are 
OTeparing to wow me ap into the clouds. Murder. We shall all be burnt in our beds ! 
We shall all be burnt in our beds !** 

Croaker. 

'* 1 have met with so many axidents, surprisals, a.nd terriilcations, tbaClam in a per- 
fect fantigo, and believe I shul never be my own self again." 

Win. JciiKins. 

Just as the Baronet enterea the drawing-room, Mrs. Twig^ began to give 
signs of returning animation. Heir snub nose, almost ezconated by smell- 
ing salts, workea with convulsiTe twitchings ; and as her daughter fanned 
her, she gave at every pufTof air a gasp like a gudgeon ; at last she opened 
her eyes, and sat staring about her like the Lady in Gomus, in the En- 
chanted Chair. 

^* Upon my honour, Sir Mark,*' said Twi^, ^* I am really ashamed of 
this rumpus. It 's so ridiculous bavins the faimfy thin^ in a strange house. 
Curse it, Madam, if you must faint, 1 wish you *d contrive to do it at home I" 

** Really, Pa', you 're rather unfeeling," lisped Miss Twigg. ** When 
insensibihty affects the nerves, we cant always fs^nt where we lika" 

** That 's all ^mmon," said Twigg, in the very spirit of Major Oakley. 
*' You take precious ^ood care never to flop down in a kennel ; and catch 
you swooning away into a fish pond, or having a kicking fit in the fender. 
But, says you, that would spoil one's clothes." 

''It was the cruel galloping," whined the lady, her senses returning, as 
well as everything efie, except her colour, which had never flown. 

"And high time to gallop. Madam," answered Twig^ ''when people 
have a volcano under their feet! Thin^ are come to a crisis. Sir Mark 
Tyrrel, Baronet t — Mrs. Hamilton, Madam, — we live in very awful 
times, very awful indeed !" 

'' My dear fellow, hold hard," said the Baronet, laying his hand on 
Twiggs arm, and whispering into his ear, ** You will have her into fits 
again if vou do n't hold hard, for she '3 amiss and out of heart" 

'* Let her faint," said Twi^g, elevating his voice to the proper pitch ibra 
forum. ''The hour is come when people must not think of females and fits. 
The very thing my old friend Jack Dawe said in the Conmion Council is 
coming to paL. A rise-up of servants against masters, and servants 
against mistresses — of people with nothing, against people ofpix>perty. 
Tnere 's been a dead set at us ever since we came to HoUington." 

" To be sure," said Sir Mark, " I 'm afraid some of our democrats and 
demagogues, with their speeches and so forth, have done us no good 
in our public principles. There is a set of people m the pamb I know, that 
are all for liberty and equality." 

" Read this, Sir Mark," exclaimed Twigg, drawing, a letter out cf his 
pocket " If any body wants conviction, let them read this, and lay their 
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hands on their hearts, and then say, Ar* n*t these revolutionary levelling 
times, or ar' n't they not 7 Let them just read this," he continued, striking 
the letter with his fore-finger, but still holding the paper so that its perusal 
should not interrupt his oration, " Here 's proof, ocular proof ! The reign of 
anarchy, and the reign of terror, and all sorts of reigns, is set in ; and so- 
cial oraer, and all that sort of thing, is to be upset, and subverted, and top- 
syturvied. Here am I — threatened with fire, and fury, and brimstone. 
And why? I ask why ? — Why, says you, because I am a man of pro- 
perty !" 

"Very shocking times, indeed," said Sir Mark, ineffectually holding out 
his hand for the letter. 

"It's true, Sur Mark Tynrel, Baronet, every word and syllable of it," 
said Mrs. Twigg, with a shake of the head, very like Lord Burleigh's in the 

Critic 

" What's to become of Church and State?" continued Twigp, evidently 
fancying himself on his legs before the Common Council. " What 's to bo- 
come of the Bible and Crown ? What 's to become of us all, when the 
pillars of the constitution is pulled down^ and the pinnacles of national pros- 
perity, and all that is ancient all that is old, and all that is veneiame, is 
trod under foot by ta^-rag-and-bobtail ?" 

*' If the paper contams any such plot," said Sir Mark, again attempting to 
take it, '' 1 snould say it ought to oe forwarded to the Secretary of State." 

'* That '8 what I say," said Mrs. Twigg. " Nothing but a troop of Life 
Guards can keep us safe in our shoes. I am glad we came here for advice." 

** All I ask," continued Twi^g, '* is one question, and that is this. — ^How 


are people of property to act, when thus attacked in retail, — Lmean to say 
detail? Here am I — worth we 'U say, a hundred thousand pounds, — here 
I am, and unless I come down fifty pounds to a nameless anonymous as- 
sassin, I 'm told to look to my stables, for the scoundrels have made matches, 
and bought brimstone, and they '11 have blood, blood, blood !" 

*' If that is expressed in the writing," said Sir Mark, ''it is a r^p|ular 
threatening letter," — here he made a fresh motion for it, — '' and our tnend 
the Justice would know how to deal with the author according to law." 

''Every word of it is there," said Mrs. Twigg, " the three bloods and 
all. I 've read it over and over, till I have almost got it by heart I 'm sure 
I wish a whitlow on every finger that had a hand m it They have put Mr. 
T. in such a twitter that—" 

"Hold your confounded fool's tongue. Madam," exclaimed Twigg. 
** Nobody was in a twitter but yourself. But here it is. Sir Mark — reaid it 
and judge, or may be you had better read it aloud for the benefit of Mrs. 
Hanulton. If it do n't smell like a house a-fire, my name 's not Twigg !" 

Thus appealed to, the Baronet took tlie incendiary epistle, and began in 
a very audible and solemn voice to read as follows : the Twiggs severally 
making fifices and gestures of horror as'they conceived themselves to be al- 
luded to personally in the denunciations. 

"Sur, 
" Wen this cums to hand you will soon sea Revenge. Hell-fire Diok 
nose what to doo. I have bought Brimstun for yew. Mersey his not to be 
had. Their ar lots of Matchis maid I can tell yew fury & Ruin Blood- 
sucker and Blazes dam Mister Burril as bean dun brown & mind yew dont 
git the saim send me fifty yeBer boys and I will make yew safe yew dont 
no wat yew ar standin on y0w may hay hawock or not as yew like but yew 
had better come down. Look sharp to yure stabil & mind my wurds 
bloods the thing blotfd BTood Blood. 

" Yurc^s to command, 
"J. P." 
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" P. S. That young puppy of yures deserves ]iangm and soe does Ma- 
dam. I wunder yew can keep aich a Bitch. Has for Matilda we are goin 
to cut her throte & bile her." 

^ There," exclaimed Twig^, at the conclusion of the letter, " there 's no 
mistake in that P 

'* Did you ever hear. Sir Maik Tynrel, Baronet," asked Mrs. Tmgg, 
" sndi horrid blood-thirsty language, and scandalous yipertuperationsf 
About myself, I can't repeat, but as regards poor 'Tilda, what can she haye 
done that she 's to swelter in her gore ?" 

'* Upon my honour, Madam," replied the Baronet, " if it 's no ofience to 
say so, you 're all flourishing without any occasion !'" 

" Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet," said the lady, <* you astonish me. All 
flourishing ! I wish we was !" - 

''My dfear Madam," said Sir Mark, '' the case is this. You receive a let- 
ter, a regular puzzler, and it makes you all throw up ^ 

" IndMd, I confess for one," said the lady, *' that it gave me a kind of a 
turn." 

" Well, then," continued the figurative Fox-hunter, '* after spreading this 
way and that, at last there is a challen^ " 

" I never thought of that," exclaimed Twigg, ** but of courae Sir Mark 
Tyrrel, Baronet, you know more of challenges than I do. A man that has 
Jiad to be his own shopman, could n't be expected to go out if he was called 
out Of course it 's some Irish Dragoon officer, for I never read any 
thing in such a blunderbuss style in my life. It 's very odd thoush, says 
von, considering I have n't been a gentleman long enough to omnd any 
body." 

"My aood Sir," said the Baronet, "you are quite at fault" 

" Well, well," said Twiegi submissively, " if you say so, I '11 apologise, 
let him be who he will, and that 's saying a good deal for a man of my pro- 
perty." 

"iSounds, man," exclaimed Sir Mark, " you 're more bewildered than 
an owl in daylight ! You could n't be more stupified and abroad, if all the 
cock-sparrows of the parish were mobbing about your ears. There is n't 
a word about fighting m it, sword or pistol!" 

" The Lord oe praised !" ejaculated Mrs. Twigg. Mr. T. was never 
concerned in any honourable luair in his life ; and so little used as he is to 
duelling, and letting ofi* things, if no worse happened, he 'd be sure to shoot 
away his own fingera or something." 

"It's a pity Pa' don't learn," said Miss Twig^ "as shooting is sosen- 
teel. Every gentleman at Hollington goes out with his gun ; and really it 
looks a great deal more becoming for a man of fortune, Uian a great green 
umbrella." 

" That's what I say," added Mrs. Twigg ; "every blessed day. To be 
sure it's late in life for Mr. T. to learn shooting — I wish he had belonged 
to the volunteers !" 

" Volunteers be hanged !" said Twigg. " What could one volunteer do 
at a house a-fire 7 He could n't surround the property, could he 7" 

" You mean to say then. Sir, that the Hive is to be burnt down and gut- 
ted 7" inouired Mrs. Twig^, with a rueful look at the Baronet 

" My aear Madam," said Sir Mark, "I mean to say^ you're quite at 
fiiult about the letter. There is not a word in it, except about dogs and 
horses. Iliave Havoc and Revenge, and fifty such names, in my own ken- 
nel — ask Kate there !" 

" I have the pleasure of saying. Madam," said Mrs. Hamilton, " that I 
have seen many similar letten from Richard, the huntsman, to my 
brother." 
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** To be sure she hM,** said the Baronet " But here comes the Squire, 

— he will pick it out in a momeni*^ 

In fact, Mving; allowed a certain time on his watch for the fit to be done 
in, honest Ned at this juncture entered the room, accompanied by Ring- 
wood, Raby, and the Creole, who were severally introduced, and Mrs. 
Hamilton sainted her nephews with great afiection. The inquest on the 
letter was then resumed. 

** Here, Squire,** said the Baronet, '* read this letter, and oblige us with 
a key to it's meaning. Twigs here sniffs fire and brimstone, and swears 
the Hive is goinff tobe treat^Iike a wasp's nest." 

'* Old JacK Pike, eh 7 — know his scrawl," said the Squire, as he glanced 
at the hand-writing ; but he had no sooner got throush the first sentence, 
than he began to slap his pocket, — **know it, eh? — to be sure I do, 

— about Revenge and Havoc, and the matches." 

'<Yes, and blood, blood, blood," said Mrs. Twigg, speaking hastily, 
*' and fury and ruin, and cutting throats, and burning and doing us brown. 
Yon tlunK as we do. Sir. It was dropt this very morning, Sir, dropped at 
our own door?" 

** Like enou^ Ma'am," said Ned, — dropped it mvself, — called at the 
Hive this mommg, — asked by young Twigg to looK at a puppy, — can 
show you the cover, — E. Somerville, Esq., and all that, dat^ a month 
ago." 

*'Then it has nothing to do with murder, and arson, and extorting 
money ?" inquired Twigg. 

** Efevil a word," answered the Sauire, *' all about long dogs and tits. 
Honest fellow, old Jack, — wantea me to come down to a coursing 
meeting." 

" Thank God !" exclaimed Mrs. Twigg, solemnly, — " here 's a load off* 
all our minds and spirits !" 

" Oh it 's like a calm after a storm at Margate," said Miss Matilda. 

" To be sure it would have been a tHousand pities," said Mrs. Twigg. 
** You must know, Mrs. Hamilton, we have been plotting and planning Uie 
most delightful feat shampeter, — but, after the letter, Mr. T. said it must 
all be given up, — or at all events done in-doors." 

" I know I did," said Twigg, " and so would any one that stood in mv 
shoes, as a man of property, and the bull's-eye of the whole plot. It's all 
verv pleasant, for some people to be hornpiping on lawns, — or eating tarts 
under a tent, — or drinkmg syllabubs in summei^houses ; but it is n't quite 
so pleasant, for a man that has toiled all his life, to be killed pn his own 
freehold grounds, before he had time to enioy his affluence. May be shot 
at, says you, from behind a tree, or stabbed by a ruffian out of a bush, like 
G. Barnwell, Esq., of Cambcrwell Grove." 

The conversation now became general ; and afler the lapse of about an 
hour, the^ Humble Bee returned with his family to the Hive : a little dis- 
satisfied, indeed, with their own sagacity and penetration -, but infinitely 
delighted to find that they might lold their Bartlemy Fair on the lawn, 
witCKiut reckoning on a Swing. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

** I know not Ioto, quoch he, nor will I knoir to ; 
17nlo88 it be a boar, and then I chase it." 

VxNui aud ADonif. 

** Up, my friend, and quto yoar book*. 
Or enrel/ you *11 grow double.** 

Wo&JMWomTB. 

*' The Jarv of brothers 
Are like a small stone thrown into a river, 
The Iweach scares heard, but view the beaten current. 
And you shall see a thousand angry rings 
Rise hi his face, still swelling and still growing." 

ROLLO DiTKB or NOKMAHDir. 

In spite of his admiration of Mrs. Hamilton's sentiment ooncemin|; love, 
and her precept against matchmaking, the Bflux>net could not resist the 
temptation oflfered by Rin^ood's return to push forward his matrimonial 
scheme. His mancDuvres m pursuance of this object resembled the attempt 
to take a fox in a trap. He baited with Grace Rivers, and laid many a 
trail up to her, by means of visits and messages, and commissions to 
Hawksley, in which Ringwood found himself engaged much oflener than 
he liked. There is a proverb, however, which save "you may bring a 
horse to the water, but you cann6t make him drina ;" and even so you 
may bring young persons into company with each other, but you cannot 
force them to falTin love. Manjf a message the young man had to deliver 
at Mr. Justice Rivers', but, nnhke messengers in general, he never stayed 
on his errands, he never went there superlatively well dressed, or came back 
with an abstracted or pehsive air, nor did he show any particular emotion, 
when the name of the '* first favourite'' was proposed as a toast* 

Above all, he showed no iealousy whatever or the great attention that 
was paid to her b^ Raby ana St Kitts ; on the contrary, he occasionally 
undertook the dehvery of the elegant extracts which his brother had culled 
for her, amount the old |x>ets. ** Confound the feUow," said the father in- 
temallv, " it beats pig-driving ! the more I want to put him in the right 
load, the more he won't so !" 

Sir Mark was a good deal disconcerted by this perversity in his son, and 
at last began to suspect that sotnething equivalent to " pit full" must be 
written over the door of his heart. Under this impression he one day tried 
an experiment that produced a gleam of hope ; but it turned out only a flash 
in the pan, or, as we should now say, a bad cap. He was riding side by 
side with Ringwood, and by way of getting at the truth by surprise, he alv- 
ruptly put the question whether the Tatter Tiad seen any girl at Oxford to 
compare with Qrace Rivers 7 

"Nobody — not one," answered Ringwood, speakin^ with the back of 
his head towards his father. " How easily I could have ner !" 

" Have whom ?" said Sir Mark, pricking up his ears. 

"Puss there," said Ringwood, putting his thumb on full cock, and taking 
aim along his fore-finger, at a hare that was running into cover. 

The promised weekly visits of the young lady at the Hall produced no 
better result j she only grew more fond of poeliry, and Raby became more 
fond of copying it, to the usual exclusion oc Nimrod, ramrod, and fishing- 
rod. 

This congeniality of tastes did not escape the notice of the Baronet, and. 
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with Bonie jealoosv as to its probable efibct, he endeavoured more streno- 
ousl J than ever to drive Raby into the field, and Rin^wood into the library ; 
bat without any other efl^t than of reviving the old bickerings between the 
brothers, each attributing to the other the persecution he enmired. By dint 
of importunity Ringwood was induced to copy out something for Miss 
Rivers, and he wrote out a portion of SomervUle's Chase ; Raby by the 
same entreaty was persuaded to join in a daj's coursing and it is difficult 
to say which' of these fish put of water sufiered most m its strange ele- 
ment. 

^ If it was nt for your everlasting poetry,** said Rin^wood one day, '* I 
should nt hear so much of my evenasting sporting, rwish to God you 
would hunt or shoot a little yourself, instead of being such a bookworm. — 
There 's fishing is a quiet studious sort of thing." 

** Never,** answerra Rc^by, with emphasis. " I cannot bear the thought 
even of impaling a poor inofensive worm on a hook to writhe it agony till 
he is drowned." 

*'But you might have a fly," said Rinswood,-*-*'and, as you are so 
squeamish, you need not even impale a red one." 
' " True," said Raby, " but I happen to have read Cotton, with his direc- 
tions for making artificial ones ; and really I have no inclination to go 
throush the varied course of sporting which would be requisite only to 
furnish me with dubbing." 

" If I know what you mean,** exclaimed Ringwood, " may I be 
pounded I" 

" I speak," answered Raby, *' from the book. I was tempted to read 
the instructions carefully for their whimsicality. To ^et only the materials 
for palmers, and stoneflys, and duns, and other techmcals, would take up 
a greater portion of my life than I am disposed to spare. For instanceL I 
must so bear-hunting, and scuffle with an old black oruin for a little of his 
skin, being particular to have 'bun well tanned by the weather ; then I 
must draw a badeer for a bit of his fur; then I must take an otter for ditto ; 
and then grope the banks for a water-rat and a water^mouse, if there be 
such an animal. I must beg the Squire for a pluck of hair at his black 
spaniel on the inside of the ear, and must remember at Oxford to buy or 
steal a bit of a barge sail. I must go hawking to get the herl of a heron,, 
fox-hunting for the for of an old. red reynard, coursing for the scut of a 
hare the bJadKest I can get, and shootinv for a rook's win^, a lapwing's 
crest, and a partridge's Uul. I roust climb up trees for martins ana squur- 
rels, comb black greyhounds with small tooth combs, and go swine- shears 
ing for sanded hog'^s down. Last, not least, I must shave our black Tom 
' cat, if he will let me, for the sake of his whiskers, and then, turning him 
round, I must take a twitch out of his tail !" 

" Veiy well quizzed," answered Rin^ood, " only you happen to know 
better. Every article you mention is to oe had at the furrier's or elsewhere ; 
but, if that is all, I wdl lend you my dubbing-bag, and a pocket-book of 
flies, ready made." 

" I am obliged to you for the ofier," replied Raby, ** but to tell the truth, 
I entertain some senous doubts of the humanity of fishing ; in spite of tlie 
authority of Izaak Walton, who tells us he leaves water-rats to be destroyed 
by other hands, for that he is not of a cruel nature, and loves to kill nothing 
but fish. To be pulled gaspins out of the native element into another, as 
painful peiiiaps as fire to the human lungs, with a sharp hook sticking 
through the jaws, or more probably tearing the entrails — " 

" Pshaw," exclaimed Ringwood, " that is the old story. You sit por- 
ing and poking over books till you get as sentimental and squeamish as a 
girl from boarding-school Let Grace hunt out poetry for herselC For 
my own part I M as soon be a man-milliner at once ; there's no great odds 
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that I can see between serring young ladies with yards of verses or yards 
of riband." 

*' And for my part," said Raby, reddening, " I 'd as soon be a ratcatcher 
at once, as employ ail the faculties of mind and body, day after day, in the 
pursuit of worthless vermin. I happen to conceive that man was endowed 
with powers of mind for higher purposes." 

" Yes, to make love chime with clove, and so on, to the end of the chap- 
ter," retorted Ringwood. "I'd rather be a wagon hone, and go dozing 
alone to mv jingle of bells." 

'* And what is there after all in your hunting ?" said Raby, with increas- 
ing warmth. " Why the very brutes beat you at your own game. The 
superior sagacity and quick sense of smell in the hound direct you the way 
to go ; ancTthe oorse enables you to follow by the aid of animal powers 
infinitely surpassiag your Qwn. And truly, when all is done, a fox's tail 
is a notable feather in the cap of an intellectual being !" 

** It has always been reckoned a manly trophy, however," said Ring- 
wood, " and I cannot help thinking that Hercules, that man of all men, 
cut a devilish deal better figure while killing hydras, than when he took a 
distaff amongst the maids, no matter whether he was spinning flax or spin- 
ning verses !" 

'*! thought that argument was decided at Oxford," said the Creole, who 
had enterS the room with his peculiar stealthiness, so that his presence 
had been unheeded. 

"Yes," said Ringwbod, vehemently, ''and it was given against me! 
But then it was amongst Raby's own set, pedants, and bookworms, and 
ballad-mongers !" 

" And auite as respectable a set," retorted Raby, ** as coachmen, bruui* 
ers, and blacklegs." 

'' I believe that question was decided, too, at Oxford, by the Proctor," 
said the Creole, in a tone that stung Ringwood to the quick. 

"Hark you, St. Kitts," he said, "I know your drift Perhaps I have 
not trained on, in Greek and Latin, so well as yourself. But the next time 
you refer to College, I 'd advise you to remember that I learned one thing 
at Oxford, at which you would come off second-best" 

" The use of your fists, I presume," said the Creole, with a sneer, " or 
your mawleys, in the elegant slang of the ring. When I fight, it shall be 
with the weapons of a gentleman." 

" Provided gentlemen will go out with you," said Ringwood. " They 
may choose to be as particular about arms, as you are about weapons, and 
object to a bend sinister." 

" I am used to that taunt, and do not care for it," replied the Creole, 
with a look, however, which showed tliat use had not bluated its edge. 
" But beware of reflecting too often on my birth — the day may come 
when you will rue your own!" So saying he abruptly leu the room; 
having acted as a sort of conductor to carry off the thunder and li^tning 
which had been mustering between the brothers. 

"It is really a pity, Ringwood," said Raby, as soon as they were left 
alone, *' that you indulge so often in that reflection on St Kitts. Of all 
his defects, that of his birth is the only one he cannot help. I heartily 
wish old Sir Thomas Browne, amon^t his 'Vulgar Errours,' had noticed 
the very popular one of affixing on tne ofispring the reproach that belongs 
to the parent" 

"I dare say you are right," returned Ringwood, "but my temper's hot 
and quick, and he likes to show it off on the fret, just because he can keep 
bib own so well under command. That's why he's always poking me, 
to snarl and show my teeth, like a keeper with a wild beast ; but try to 
stir him up himself, and except yott touch him in one place, he 's as coot 


and Impenetrable, confound him, as a man in anaoor. As the feUow awd. 
of his Gonkey, ' it 's onlj on that bit of raw that you can make him feel 1' " 
" I must confess," answered Raby^ " he is somewhat like Achillea, who 
was invulnerable ail but the heel ^ but I would refrain from inflicting such, 
an ignoble wound. As for showing you up, if you would only blink aad 

Swn, instead of growling and getting rampant, he would soon lay aside 
I long pole, and leave you to yourselE" 

" It's good advice, and I '11 book it," said Ringwood. <' And what I 
said to you, Raby, about sometimes i>ainting your brown study of some, 
other colour, waa good advice^ too. I do n't uke people telling me my bre- 
ther is a milksop.'* 

" They may call me what they please," said Raby. *' Ds gtutibus mm 
ctC dt jnntaadiim, — my oalate is not in another man's mouth. But look 
here, Ringwood, out ot the window ; you have touched hnn indeed on the 
bit of raw ! he kept his temper too well barrelled to show us any of the 
workings but now be is taking out the vent-peg !" 

" By Jove !" exclaimed Raby^ <' he is bauUng his horse about as if he'd 
pull his head off! poor little Toby ! And there's a start — spurring and 
flogging, aa if he was making his rush at the end ! Here 's the old school- 
boy spite over again — < if I cant lick Will I 'U hide Tom !' " 

Exactly as Rmgwood described, the Crec^ galloped at racing speed 
down the avenue, aa if the Judge's chair had been actually at the end. 
On coming to the hish-road, however, he reduced the pace to a trot, and 
then turning into a Aadj secluded lane, he brougjht the horse to a walk, 
and threw the reina on hia neck. **' I am a fool to mind it," he muttered to 
himself, "for it comes from a ^1. Why should I fret and wince under 
it? 'T is no fault of mine. I had not the ordering of my birth. Thoo- 
sands are no more legitimate than I am ; men of rank and station. What 
is le^timacy ? a parson, a certificate, and a rin^ Is there a stain on nfi 
from the womb, a stain like (»iginid din, because my parents were not 
married 7 Am I doomed to infamy and disgrace for want of a mere form ? 
Has it made me less virtuous, less sightly, less intellectual ! Has it made 
me deformed in person or deficient of a sense ; and shall man afiix a 
stigma where heaven has set no mark ! Is not my flesh as healthy, my 
blood as pure, my body aa perfect in all its functions — aye as tnat of 
Rinswood himself! But no, no, no, this flattering unction will not do. 
Walter Tyrrel, you are a degraded being, and it avails you nothing that 
there are thousands under the same ban with yourself. Justice may 
award the shame to the parent, but the prejudice of man entails it on the 
child. The attainder of the father debases the blood of the son — true it 
is, indeed, that not one atom or globule of the tide of life can be wrought 
upon by a breath — but the vc^ce of the world says it does, of the world 
in which I am to live. Grant that the honour or dishonour exists only iu 
imafl;ination ; but are there not imaginary sorrows, and pains, and terrors, 
producing real agonies 7 What signifies that I am as perfect in limbs, as 
fully endowed with faculties, as Ringwood, in the eye of nature, when the 
world will not acknowledge the equality? am not I stamped with a brand, 
an everlasting brand, never to be effiiced by time, never to be removed by 
honourable achievement, the more hopeless because impalpable and invi- 
sible — an airy nothing, indeed, but to which man has given a local habi- 
tation and a name I Besides, does the default not carry with it real penal- 
ties? will land descend to me, and from me to mine, from generation to 
generation, as if by divine right, to the end of time ? 

" No, no^ a bastard I am, and must remain ; and worst of all a brown 
bastard — aye, that was the word ! There is a stain on my face as well a« 
on my birth, a tinge derived from the blood of negroes, black heathens, 
and — the word cbdies me — slaves !" 
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During the atteranee of the foregoing 8oUlo<|uy, he had, thfoogh excite- 
ment, gradually eialted his voice ; and as soon as he had pronounced the 
l&st word, he heard it repeated in a lower tone. Supposing it to have pro- 
ceeded merely from an echo, he never turned his head; but, in a few mo- 
ments, he distinctly heard the same voice calling on " Walter Tyrrel." 
Considerably startled, he looked round for the speaker, and his brow 
darkened with displeasure, when he recognised the dark face of the fortune- 
telling woman, as she made her way through the hedge by the side of the 
road. He was immediately going to ride forward, but she sprang suddenly 
before him, and caught hold of the bridle. 

" Let go, woman/' he cried, his face flushing with anger, and his hand 
mechanically raisins his riding whip above his head. '* Let go, I say; I 
will hear no more of your infernal gibberish." 

*^ Lower your whip !** she answered, with the tone and look of a com- 
mand. " I have been used to stripes lately ; but of all that breathe in the 
wide world, Walter Tyrrel is the last that should lay a lash on me /" 

** Begone, hag,'' cried the Creole, in a still fiercer voice, for he was ofiend- 
•d at the familiarity of her address ; " if I touch him with the spur, yoa 
may repent the consequence." 

"And your repentance,*^ said the woman, reddenins, "should exceed 
mine ten times told. But you know not what you do. I know things that, 
to hear, would thrill yov with ecstacy — and othera that should freeze you 
to the spot !" 

*< Enough," said the Creoley <' I know my own fortune better than any 
gipsy — I must and will pass f 

" Fass over my body, then,'' said the woman, releasing the bridle, and 
planting herself, with outstretched arms, full before him in the middle of the 
road ; *' ride on, Walter Tyrrel, break these arms that nuraed you, and 
mangle this bosom that nourished you." 

" Impudent impostor !" exclaimed the Creole, rising into uncontrollable 
rage. " But you have been set on ; dare to propagate this malicious in- 
vention, breathe it into another human ear, and it shall be the last syllable 
your tongue shall ever utter, if I tear it out with my own hands." 

'* Walter Tyrrel," replied the woman, as if she delighted in repeating 
Hie name, ^ no ear but your own has heard it, and no other shall near it, 
provided you will listen to the rest But deny me that, and I will proclaim 
it at noon-day from the Market-Cross." 

" Say your sajr, then, and be quick," replied the Creole, partly astound- 
ed by her audacity, and partly unwilling to defy the threat of a being so 
wild and determined. 

'' What I have said already," said the woman, *'is true ; were the sun, 
moon, and stars now shining together in heaven, I would swear by them 
all, and by Him who made them, that what I have said is true. You owe 
all to me that a child owes to its nurse." 

''Insolent, crazy beldam! that curaed stor^ again — this is beyond 
earthly patience," cried the Creole, almost foaming with rage. ''But Uiat 
you are a woman, you should roll under my hone's feet." 

"Walter Tyrrel," exclaimed the woman, while angry sparks flashed 
from her black eyes, " dare not to miscall me again, if you would have my 
blessing, and not my curse ! bat the story is strange, and I am strangle," 
she added in a milder tone, " and I ou^ht not perhaps to expect your im- 

E licit belief in it, without some token of its truth. Did you ever see a face 
ke this ?" 

As she spoke, she drew from her bosom a small miniature, and held it up 

to St. Kitts, who instantly recognised the features : the shock and the 

surprise made him feel faint and sick ; his eyes dazzled, his brain swiim, 

ana a loud sound, as of water boiling, began singing in his ean; he dis* 

6—7 
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mounted hastily, or he would have fallen from his horse. *' Qradous God,** 
ho sasped at last, <' my father I where — how did you get it ?'* 

** Be composed — be a man," said the woman, taking his hand between 
her own, which trembled, however, as violently as the Creole's. Yon know 
then I am no gippy juggler, no gossippini; impostor, no crazy beldam. 
Now summon your senses, and think back as far as you can mto child- 
hood, and tell me, if you remember any such name as ^ — Indiana?" 

" It seems as familiar to me," said the Creole, '* as my own* My dear 
father mentioned it on his death-bed." 

*' And coupled it with a curse," said the woman. 

"No," said St. Kitts. "In his delirium he accused her of stabbing him, 
but he was sensible when he died, and Indiana was amongst the very last 
words he murmured, with forgiveness and a blessins." 

The woman's head dropped at these words ; she hastily seated herself in 
the dust of the road, and covering her face with her hands, she wept till 
the tears gushed out between her fingers. It did not last long : with a vio- 
lent efibrt she overcame her grief, and rose up, and spoke with a firm 
voice. 

" Had she stabbed him to the heart, it had been but a just revenge. There 
are deeper and more cruel wounds than visible daggers can inflict — 
wounds that bleed inwardly, and are incurable ; and Indiana had her share ! 
But come, take a seat beside me on this bank, — this meeting is trying for 
us both." 

The Creole silently seated himself by her side, his whole frame quivering 
with intense excitement and agitation. There was one absorbing question 
in his heart, which it yearned, yet dreaded, to have solved ; and the first 
word of it rose as often to his throat, and was choked there, as the " Amen" 
of Macbeth. The woman perceived his emotion, and spoke first. 

** I divine your thoughts. You think, perhaps fear, that I may be your 
mother ?" St, Kitts nodded. " I was your mother's dearest friend -- her 
sworn sister — your nurse. She was raised from the same station in life as 
my own, to be your faUicr's favourite ; and I lived with her as her compa- 
nion, — the partaker of her fortune, the depositary of her secrets and wishes. 
You were as frequently at my breast as at hers, as often on my lap as on 
her knee ; and I believe you owe me as many embraces and kisses. But 
your father was stabbed for inconstancy — your mother fled the island — 
and I became what you see me — an outcast and a wanderer." 

" And my mother, is she still alive 7" inquired the Creole. 

" If she still lingers in this world of wo," replied the woman, " it must 
be, like me, as a forlorn wanderer." 

" And you," said the Creole, " you are poor, perhaps houseless ; gracious 
heaven ! l remember you have been in pnson at hard labour." 

** Ay," said the woman, smiling bitterly, "but I complain not of any- 
thing I can now sufler at the hands of man. As for my poverty, I feel it 
not ; so put up your purse. Should I want money, however, your hand, 
Walter Tyrrei, is the only one on earth that would not revolt my pride, 
though pnde and I must now seem ilUassorted companions. And now, 
mark me ; the world is a worthless weedy place to me ; but its prejudices 
are of importance to the young and hopeful. My acquaintance can do you 
no credit. You must neither name me, nor recognise me, before others, 
whoever they may be ; and this meeting must remain a secret in our own 
bosoms. Seek me not ; heed me not ; mention me not : but if I should 
summon you at any time, by sign or by token, be sure, Walter Tyrrei, to 
come to me, whether noonday or midnight, as if it concerned the salvation 
ofyoursouL" 

" I will obey your bidding, upon my honour and faith," replied St Kitts; 
" and now this dear portrait — if gold will purchase it — " 
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** Not the Indies," said the woman, replacing it in her bosom ; *' your 
mother, in times of doubt and danger, confided it to me ; and bound me, 
by a sacred oath, never to part with it, unless she claimed it from me her- 
self. When I die, that trust shall devolve on you ; and now, farewell I 
I hear footsteps in the lane. God bless you, Walter Tyrrel ! God bless 
you !'' His hand was snatched, and fondly kissed^ and she again forced a 
passage through the hedge, and disanpear^ ; leavmg the Creole sitting on 
the bank, scarcely certain whether all that he had seen and heard hadnot 
been a day dream, and a delusion of the senses. He conjured up anew, in 
his mind's eye, her face and fi^re, as with outstretched arma she confronted 
him in the road, and bade hun ride over her; and then fancy acted over 
again the whole of this singular scene in the drama of his life. '* One ques- 
tion more," he exclaimed, suddenly starting to his feet, with a |;esture of 
his arm, as if to detain her ; but she was gone, and young Twigg stood 
grinning in the spot that she had occupied. 

** Haw ! haw ! haw !" shouted the citizen's cub ; " stage playing, eh ? 
Qood morning, Mr. Walter, I hope I do n't interrupt rehearsal ?" 

" I am no actor, Sir," said the Creole, who was m no humour to relish a 
jest 

** I beg pardon, but I meant no offence," said Twigg, Junior ; " I thought 
yon was spouting for practice, and was glad to see it. Thinks I, he '11 
come to our shampeater in character. I 'm goin^ to sport a fancy dress, 
myself. The governor means it to be a jolly good to-do — Vauxhall gala 
— Twelfth-night — May-da^ — Masquerade, all rolled into one !" 
** It is an extraordinary story," said the Creole, musing. 
" An't it, my boy ?" said young Twigg, with a smart punch of his elbow. 
** The regular thing to astonish the natives ! I '11 lay a rump and dozen you 
won't guess my disguise !" 

'' A Jack-Pudding, may be," said the Creole, not very well pleased to 
haye his thoughts interrupted by the rude freedom of his companion. 

" No, no ; hang Clowns and Fools," said the other, " they 're so common. 
I '11 put you up to it, my boy; but mind, it's a word and honour secret. It 
will be a precious lark, and make such a famous squall among the petticoats! 
I 'm going to dress up as the brown gipsy woman, that put dad and 'Tilda 
into such a funk !" 

"Ay, a gipsy-woman j but the portrait," said the Creole, relapsing into 
abstraction, " the portrait stamps truth on it all !" 

" Brawvo ! ancoore !" shouted the delighted auditor. " That 's your sort ! 
But go on, man, I wont laugh at you agm — go on about the miniter!" 

"I must really beg pardon," said the Creole, recovering himself, "but 
my thoughts are engrossed by something very interesting I have just heard 
•^— I mean to say that I have just read." 

" Ah, that 's a pity," said the cub. " I never read, (t spoils one's spark- 
lers, and makes a feller shortsighted, like your cousin Raby. He '11 have to 
•port goggles afore he's twenty-one, and how will the gals like that? No, 
no, my boy, I mean to keep a sharp eye in my head, to have a slapbang at 
the swarms of partridges, and the flocks of pheasants, on the First of Sep- 
tember !" 

"Have you bagged any birds?" inquired St. Kitts, by way of saying 
something, his mind still wandering as to time and place. 

" That 's a good un," said young Twigg, " and this is the 12th of April! 
— - Thankee, f owe you one : but you did not catch me out. I was bom 
within Bow-Bells sure enough, but I 'm not ouite such a cockney as that. 
But by iin^o," he added, looking hard at tne other's face, " you seem 
wool-gathenng I Come now, you're trying to look as wise as King Solo- 
mon, but it won't do — it 's all sham- Abraham," and he gave St Kitts a 
shaking and a slap on the bade as if he was saving him from choking. 
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'* 'S death ! Sir," exclaimed the Creole, out of all patience, ** attempt 
such a liberty agam and I '11 knock you down ! There^ Sir, is your road, 
and this is mine ; and I must beg to be left to myself tUl I can find better 
company than my own." 

** Two can play at that,'' said the cub, winking; knowingly, and thro wine 
himself into a boxing attitude. '*But what's the fun of showing fight, and 
shying up our castors, for nothing a side ? Nobody wanted to rub you the 
wrong way, and yet you be^in swearing and spitting ; why you *re aa 
erusty, man, as a notched loaf; a regular bear with a sore head !" 

** Well, well," said St. Kitts, feamil of prolonging the discussion, ** I 
am hasty, and something has happened to rufile my temper: — so forgive 
me, and shake hands ; and let us part till I am fitter to enjoy the pleasure 
pf your society." 

"Why, that's well said," answered young Twi^ "so tip us your 
daddle. And now we 're friends, take a friend's advice. Mind and come 
in full fig to the Feat ; for the governor means to ask every body, whether 
he knows 'em or not, so we 're sure to have all the tip-top swells and nobs 
of the place. It won't be a very bad move neither, if you brush up your 
dancing a bit, and practise your toe-and-heels, and double-shuffles ; for 
there's some first-rate hands at hornpipes a-coming; and you won't like 
to be cut out at the hop on the lawn." 

** I will go into training on purpose," said St Kitts, endeavouring to 
smile. 

> "There's lots of time," said young Twi^. "The gala can't be got 
up till May or June, and I 'm going to have a spell at the shoo in the mean 
time. The governor sticks up like buckram for industry ana application; 
so I 'm to bundle to-morrow, and not to show my nose again at Hollington 
till I'm asked." 

" Well, I wish you a pleasant journey," said the Creole, ^* and so good 
morning." The cub nodded a eood-by ; and St. Kitts, putting his horse 
to a canter, rode back thoughtfully to the Hall. Instead of alighting at the 
firont door, he went round the house to the stables, where he dismounted, 
and, throwing the rein to a groom, made off by a back way into the garden, 
in order to recover his composure before he encountered his uncle or cou- 
sins. Afler revolving all that had passed in his interview with the brown 
woman, the conclusion he came to contributed little to the ease of his mind. 
It was too probable that his mother had been at least the descendant of a 
slave, a taint, even in the third and fourth generations, attended with abso* 
lute degradation in the West Indies, where it is not unusual for a lovely 
brunette, but a shade too brown, to find herself obliged to look on at a 
dance, for want of a gentleman with spirit or sense enough to stem the 
popular prejudice, by taking her for a partner. It is true that in coming to 
England the Creole had passed beyond the influence of such invidious dis- 
tinctions ; but early habits and daily example had so impressed on him the 
colonial theory, that he naturally estimated himself by its degrading scale, 
and was, in his own eyes, a being branded with a mark of inferiority whei^ 
ever he went Besides, he had fallen under a new reproach, that of illegi- 
timacy, which has more swtiy in this island than in tnat of his birth ; and 
the terms which the brown woman had used in speaking of his mother as 
the Colonel's '* favourite," if not actual evidence, seemed to imply that 
Rin^wood's accustomed taunt was founded on truth. The possession of 
his father's portrait, the recognition of himself, the allusion to Indiana with 
her jealousy and revenge, allowed him no room to doubt theveracit}r of her 
who claimed to have been his nurse ; and he could not help wishing the 
Atlantic between himself and one who knew so much of his history. In 
spite of her injunctions as to secrecy, he could not feel certain but that he 
shoald one day be claimed as a foster-child by the "Gtueen of the Gipsies," 
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• dde which her bearing and appearance had obtained for her in the neigh- 
bourhood, and he foresaw, and felt in anticipation, the railieiy and ridicule 
that would arise from Bilch a text. Consistent as the woman had been in 
speech, there was a fitful wildnesa in her manner, which, on reflection, 
seemed to belong to insanity ; and he trembled to think what crazy pro- 
jects her infirm faculty might suggest, to his personal disgrace and annoy- 
ance. Imbittered by these reflections, his temper turned against the 
wanderer, and he fervently wished that the next time she came before 
Justice Rivers, it might be for some ofience that would incur transportation 
beyond the seas, for the term of her natural Iif& 


CHAPTER XXL 

- 1 ^^ . set uut — I can H get out i" said tbe starling. 

8TERzrs*8 Sezttimsmtal JouRiVEr. 

'* I Kay this bouse is as dark as Irnorance, though ignorance were as daric as hell : and 
I say, there was never man thus abused.^' 

Malvolxo. 

** Here I am, caught like a fox in a ein, a bear in a pitrall, a thief in a jail, a porpoise 
in a net, a frog in a well ! I shall be killed and grilled ! Help ! help ! Fire ! Murder ! 
Thieves I — Thieves ! Murder ! Fire !" 

C PTAXN CaowE. 

The next morning, as Twigg Junior had predicted, he was turned out of 
the Hive like a drone, and sent to mingle with the swarm of busy bees in 
the metroi>oli8. As soon as he was gone, Twigg Senior clutched the ^reat 
0een umbrella that so ofiended Miss Matilda, and set out on a visit to 
§quire Ned, at his cottage, in order to confer with him about what he call^ 
*' setting up in a new line of business." The reiterated wishes of his wife, 
and the urgent remonstrances of his daughter, had induced him to think 
seriously of taking the field, and having nis oM '* ideas taught how to 
shoot ;" particularly as he had remarked that every man of property carried 
« gun, took out a license, and shbt over his own grounds. As his son had 
formed a sort of acquaintance with the Squire, he pitched ui>on the latter as 
a person he would request to put him, as he called it, " through his exer- 
cne ;** and his present errand was to see whether Ned would undertake the 
instruction of a pupil so adulL 

After half an hour's walk, he came in sight of the chimne^rs of the cot> 
tage, the refractory one towering a yard above the others, with a zig-zag 
pipe, wearing a tin gipsjr-hat. Another specimen of Ned's mechanical in- 
genuity confronted the visiter at the very threshold, for on lifting the knock- 
-er, a small spring panel imediately revolved, and exhibited the words " Not 
at Home." On the fall of the knocker the inscription disappeared. 

" By jingo," exclaimed the citizen, " it 's not a bad plan, and particulariy 
if you've got a decidedly serious servant, that objects to tell tarradiddles 
about jour ins and outs. If the master 's abroad though, there can't be any 
harm m one's stepping ia to sit down and rest a bit, for I do n'tfe^ myself 
^uite such a good wauier, now I 'm a man of property, as I was v^hen I 
used to trudge on errands !" 

As the knocker, however, produced only the same intimation, he looked 
carefully about for a bell-handle, and at last, discovered a little brass knob, 
-friiereat he ^ve a pull ; but instead of producing a ring, it unlatched the 
door, which immediately flew wide open of its own accord : a very neces- 
sary contrivance <^the Squire's, in oraer to obtain access to his own premi- 
7* 
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069, for hit in-door establishment consistecl only of an old housekeeper, who 
was so deaf that she would not hove answered the summons of a Great 
Tom of Lincoln. Accordingly after two or three fruitless halloos, Twigg 
entered the passage, and, treading as cautiously as if he expected at every 
step to let off a steel-trap or tt sprmg-gun, he came to a door on the rights 
which stood open, and allowed nim a glimpse of the Yery thing he wanted* 
a settee. 

On entering, he found himself in a circular room, panoramicaliy painted, 
as if in continuation of the prospect which was seen through the one win- 
dow, and so interesting was the landscape, and so beautifully executed, 
that even his fatigue dia not prevent the citizen's making the tour of the 
chamber, and inspecting the picture in all its parts j particularly admiring 
a village church, the tower of which had a dial going by clockwork, and, 
as he satisfied himself by his own watch, keeping time very exactly. To 
observe the general efiect ihe better, he shut the door, which closed with a 
spring, and then placing the settee in the centre of the room, he sat down 
to enjoy the exhibition at leisure. The same clockwork which regulated 
the cnurch-dial gave motion to the sails of a windmill — it was altogether 
the most wonderful and amusing si^ht he had ever seen, and he had just 
come to the resolution that he would go back for Mrs. T. and Matilda, 
when a sudden thought occurred to him, which mode him jump up sud- 
denly from his seat, and begin to inspect the painting much too closely to 
be or advantage to its eflecL But the search was in vain. The door with 
invisible hinges fitted to such a nicety, that he could not discover the least 
crack in the wall ; and, in the bewilderment of his admiration at first sight 
of the panorama, he had taken no note of its situation. In vain he trotted 
round and round like a rat in a trap ; and quite as fruitlesslv he exerted his 
voice ; nobody heard him ; a painted shepherd kept regardlessly piping on 
to his flock, and an arch-looking Phillis sat provokingly smiling under a 
tree, as if in ridicule of his distress. There was no bell- rope to apply to^ 
but, after a close scrutiny, he perceived a little knob at a cottage window : 
he pressed it, the lattice flew open, and a spring-tray protruded, furnished 
with biscuits, decanters of wine, and some glasses. Twigg was too nraeh 
flustered, however, to profit by the discovery ; every moment he got more 
nervous, to think how the Squire, almost a stranger to him, might reselit 
the liberties he had taken in his house. With a tremulous hand he attempt* 
ed to restore the cottase-window to statu quo : but not knowing the knack 
or applying too much rorce, the spring suddenly snapped, and it slammed to 
with a crash and a jingle that assured him he had broken all the glass that 
was within. He was in agon v. One moment he prayed, the next minute 
he swore ; he cursed his wi& and his daughter for advising the visit, and 
himself for entering the house, and the Squire for contriving it. He con- 
signed the painter to perdition, and the builder, and the man that had sold 
the glasses — then he appealed to heaven to get him out of the worst scrape 
he ever was in in all his life ; and then, in a paroxysm of impotent ra^e, 
he shook his fist at the insensible shepherd, and made faces at the smiling 
shepherdess. 

It occurred to him, at last, that as he could not show himself the door, he 
might turn himself out of the window ; but Ned's window was not made 
like other people's ; and it would neither throw up, nor pull down, nor open 
sideways. It would not even allow a smsle pane to open, like the old 
casements, to give him a little air, of which ne really stood in need. The 
drops hun^ on his forehead, and he was as flushed in the face as if he had 
been cooking a dinner for the Beefsteak Club. A new experiment present- 
ed itself, and with no better result ; a lar^e knob, painted like a ripe apple 
in an orcliard, being turned, set a bir£orsa1i playing, and he did not 
know ho# to stop it ; although, in the excited state of his nerves, the ran- 
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Hit had afl jarring an effect as if it had been tbe clang of a copper-fbundiy. 
Ho wished himself any where ; — back in business, — in a horse-pond, — 
hi a mob, — in an Irish row, — in a storm at sea, — in the Bench, — ma con- 
demned cell, -*- in a coffin. He sat down, and jumped up again ; he wrung his 
hands, — stamped about, — ground his teeth, and raved. He odled on the 
Devil to fly away with him ; wanted the e9.rth to open and swallow him up : 
wished himself turned into a spider, or a blue>bottle. In short, he did ana 
taid a thousand extravagances ; and all the while he vented his exclama* 
lions and lamentations, the infernal bird-organ kept warbling its accorap** 
niment, driving him as wild and rampant as a cow at the buzz of S breezo- 
fly. He slapped his own face, pulled his own nose, and did ail he could ; if 
H had been possible, he would have kicked himself for being such an aM 
to to get into such a pound. 

Passionate men are always unreasonable^ An hour passed away, and 
the Squire did not make his appearance, for which Twigg bestowed on him 
all the abusive epithets, simple and compound, his memory or imagination 
could furnish. He swore that honest Ned had gon.e out, and remamed odt 
on purpose ; and gave him credit for the most atrocious and barbarous do* 
vices. He thought he snuffed brimstone; then, that the floor was growing 
hot under him ; Uien, that he felt trap-doors opening beneath his feet Sti- 
mulated by these terrors, he had almost made himself up, like an imprisoned 
cat, for a desperate dash through the window, when be observed another 
little knob, which he supposed would liberate the sash. He pressed it, ac- 
cordingly, when lo, instead of the windows flying open, as he expected, two 
Outer shutters flapped to, and, m an instant, by way of climax to his hor- 
rors, he was immersed in Cimmerian darkness. 

What a situation for a man of weak nerves ! He did not dare to stir ; 
but he bellowed murder till he was as hoarse as a raven, and as hot, faint^ 
weary, and thirsty as Governor Hoi well in the Black-Hole at Calcutta. At 
last, just as he had given himself over, he discovered where the door was, by 
its being suddenly opened in his face ; the smiling shepherdess favouring him 
With a salute that made htm clap his hand in some trepidation to his nose, 
while the water gushed from his eyes. 

"Dark, eh 7" exclaimed the Squire, ad he looked into the room ; '* who 

the deuce *' 

** It 's me, T. Twigg, Esquire, of the Hive, Hollington,** responded a 
snuflling voice from the interior. . 

" Stand fast," said Ned, — " soon be all ri^ht ;'* and in a moment the 
shutters flew back, and allowed tiie daylight to introduce the two gentlemen 
to each other. 

** Glad to see you," said Ned ; " ought to haviB been home soonor ; but 
Barney cast a shoe. Have n't waited lon», eh ?" 

" Pray, do n't mention it,*^ resumed Twi^g ; " a retired man of property, 
fike me, is n't tied to time. ' He can always spare a couple of hours, or so; 
and I never spent any time more agreeably ; what with looking at the pic- 



Whim. All my own plan, -^elevation, section, and all that !" 

" Mr. Squire,'* said Twigg, " I hope it 's no intrusion ; but having a little 

matter to talk about with you, I determined to walk over at once." 

" Gtuite right," said Ned, " heartily welcome — pray sit down — walked, 


oh ? — a decent pull, — a bit of a snack will come well afler that," and the 
host made a motion towards the cottage window, which contained the tray. 

*• Pray do n't trouble yourself," said Twigg, interposing, " I beg you 
won't, — I insist upon it, — I assure you I lunched five minutes ago — that 
in to say — I never lunch, for fear of spoiling my dinner." ^ 
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^ Only a glass of wine, and a bite of biscuit," said Ned, still making for 
the <Jep6t. 

" Not for the world, my dear Sir," replied Twi^s:, taking hold of the 
Squire by both arms ; I can't digest of a morning, I snould have the hearts 
bum ; sherry, before dinner, always gives me the heartburn, as sure as a 
gun I" 

In spite of this protestation, the speaker never longed so much for a glass of 
wine in his life ; but he had not moral courage enough to face the disclosure 
<k the damage he had done. Every man has his bug-bear ; and Twigg's 
was a nervous horror of what he called " kicking up rumpuses in strangje 
houses ;" and he felt all the anxious terrors of a murderer, who expectra, 
every moment, that the mangled relics of his victim would be brought to 
light. Afraid, after all his excuses, that the Squire mi^ht take it into his 
head to go to the cupboard, he had recourse to a stroke of seneralsbipi. 
Aflecting to have examined one side of the room, he removed Uie settee to 
the other, gradually backing, as if for the sake of the eftedy till he had plant- 
ed himself right in front of the cottage window that enclosed his secret; 
and in this favourable position he felt more at ease to enter on the object of 
his visit. 

** It *s very ridiculous, Mr. Squire," said Twigg, afler some preliminary 
humming and hawing "and you'll hardly believe it of one in my wealthy 
and respectable station in life, but I never let off* anything since I was a 
baby — never, not even a pop-gun." 

" Very odd indeed," said Ned. ^^ What could your father and mother 
be about ? Not like me. Had a single barrel at twelve, a double at four- 
teen, won a pigeon-cup at fiflecn, the crack of the volunteer rifles at eighteen, 
and at twenty never wanted a pair of snufiers, when there was a pair of 
pistols. Nothing like beginning young, — always break your dogs while 
they 're poppies." 

"That 's ver^ true," said Twig% *' but when I was young I 'd no chance, 
no more than ifl 'd been bom in a oandbox. Boys bred at cheap Yorkshire 
schools, if they a' n't forbid (Gunpowder, are forbid pocket-money, which 
comes to the same thins. With only one suit to our backs we could never 
get up a Quy, and till I came to London I did n't know a squib from a 
sassage. I do n't mind sayin' what 1 rose from. Many a tims the morn- 
ing sun seems to get up out of a dunghill, or a chimney-pot, but he maker 
his way uppards, and leaves off all in a blaze, among purple clouds, turned 
up with crimson, and laced with silver and gold like'a sheriff's liveries." 

" Looks awkward tho'," said Ned, '* for a country gentleman not to be 
up to a gun — very awkward indeed — wonder you a' n't quizzed !" 

*' That 's just what I 'm afraid of," answered Twigg ; " all the Hollington 

gentry go volleying about their fields, and it looks as if I could n't afibrd a 
cense, — or that my freehold landed estate, an4 the game, was n't my own 
property. I should really like to pop about a bit, whether I hit nothuig or 
not, just for the look of the thing ; and a protection besides, for the country 
roads always swarm with footpads and highwaymen, and the bye lanes 
with gipsies and vagabonds. As Mrs. Twigg says, when it comes to money 
or your life, what's an umbrella against a shower of shot? There 'd be 
some sense, says she, in a musket and a good mastifl^ for 1 would n't give 
a fis for the little footy spaniels the Hollington gentlemen are so fond of!" 
"Mastiff, eh ?" said Ned ; " very well for flushing a burglar, but won't 
do for cocks — must have spaniels." 

" Well," said Twigg, " tnat 's neither here nor there. It 's the gunnery 
I want to learn ; tho prime and load, and make ready, present, fire. As I 
said before, I know no more about it than the man in the moon ; and as 
you 've been so kind as to give T. junior a help out in his sportinjK^, if you 'd 
extend your &vours in the same line, and give me a bit of a drill now and 

• . ':: -. : ; 
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dien, the same would bave been thankfully leceiYed, and gratefiiUy acknow- 
led^." 

''With all my heart,** said the good-natured Squire ; '* oome along,-— 
b^;in at oncc^ — have a bans or two at the old bam." 

^ What, with a regular fullload ?** inquired T wigg, with some trepidatiom 

''To be sure,** said Ned; "a regular charge — fit to bring down a 
pheasant'* 

** Mr. Soiure," said Twigg, " I hope you 'U excuse my objectionsj, but 
I 'm one or the old school, and like to begui at the beginning. A, B, C, 
first, you know, and then words of one syllable, and then two s^Uables, 
and so on. I want to be j^ell grounded in the rudiment ; and so^ if it *s the 
same to you, I would prefer commencing with flashes in the pans." 

" Flashes in fiddlesticks !" said Ned ; *' phoo, pboo, the barrel 's clean — 
wont want a kiqkins-strap ; — do n*t be nervous." 

" Between you and me," said Twigg, '< my nenres are a little out of sorts. 
I 'm afraid I pushed the bottle last night rather too freely, and my hand 
shakes so, I *m sure I could n't hit your old bam if it was as big as the 
Mansion-house! Unaccustomed as I am to public shooting, I should 
injure somebody — I should, upon my life !" 

" Never mind," said Ned, ** every body for themselves." 

" No, no," answered Twigg. '* I positively won't shoot to-day, but am 
obliged all the same. I never meant to begin this morning. I only came 
to feel my way ; I did indeed : and besides it 's getting late. I 'U come 
again, with a long morning before me, Mr. Squire, and we '11 pop ofl* like 
Old gooseberry !" 

" rfame your time,'* said the Squire. 

" Why, then, suppose we say Monday," said Twigg, " or Monday week ; 
or Monday fortnight ; for then I can get a jacket ana cetera made against 
our field-day. I dare say I shall be a rare awkward squad, Mc Squire ; 
but you must make allowances. I 'm raw at it, c^uite mw — and never as 
much as let off a penny cannon ! But we must live and leam. I expect I 
sihall jump at the first bang or two ; but, says you,. I 'd plug my ears w^ 
with cotton." 

" Monday fortnight, then," said Ned— <* that's the fixture. But hold 
hard — mus n't go without a snack — a glass of wine any how, and success 
to the trigger !" 

" I coula n't drink a drop, if it was to save my life," declared Twigg, 
fervently wishing that between his host and the cupboard there had t>een a 
high wall, with all the broken glass on the top of it. A auestion followed, 
for which he had good reasons of liis own, although its oadness made Ned 
stare as hard as a man could stare who had only one eye. 

" Mr. Squire — if I may ask, — do you keep a cat ?" 

" Never," said Ned ; — ^ *' take all their nine lives, if they come into the 
place. Worse than foxes among game ! Never kept cats in my life — 
Darrin^ ferrets." 

"You astonish me," said- Twigg; "I wonder how you manage. At 
Hollington we should be eaten up aKve by the rats and mice, if it was n't 
for the cats : I can't say I like cats myself: but they 're useful animals in 
their way; though, to be sure, they play the deuce with us now and then, 
by gettinc; into our cupboards, and knocking down the glass and china 1" 

So saving, he looked at his wateh and jumped up with an exclamation 
on the flight of time; whereupon, taking a hasty leave of the Squire, he 
trotted off with the pace of a man who has backed himself to perform four 
miles within the hour ; two forwards, trundling a hoop, and two backwaids, 
wheeling a barrow, with a stone to be pickeoup at every twenty vards. 

The ex-citizen, although he had succeeded in engaging a Mentoc, (o 
direct him in the field, was not particolaily well pleased with the result of 
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hit Tisit to the oottagfe. He had a violent desire to do as those of his Roma 
did, and to put himself on a par with his neighbours at Hollington ; so that 
a gun appeared a desirabTe object in perspective, but the moment that fire- 
arms were going actually to be put into bis hands, he found his courage, 
]ike that of Acres, beginning to ooze out of the ends of his fingers. The 
abrupt character of Ned, too, excited his distaste and distrust. " I do nH 
fancy him," said he to himself; '* he 's too dariiijg. We must creejff before 
we go ; and if he had proposed haU'-loads at fust, or popping offpocket- 
vistols, I should n't have minded ; but to begin with letting off a whole 
Darrel of powder and shot, or may be two barrels, does n't seem prudenL 
He 's a great deal too daring ; and, by the way, ^observed he *d blown off 
two of his own fingers — of course, not by a moderate scale of charges!" 

So saying, he cnitcbed more firmly lus old weapon, the green umbrella, 
and gave it a flourish, as if deciding upon sticking to it ; when suddenly he 
heard a low crumbling sound from the hedge, like the maundering of a 
cantankerous hull. He immediately halted, and spread open his parapluie, 
which is popularly supposed to be the best object in the world for scaring off 
cattle; but instead oi a bull, an ungainly human animal came scrambling 
0ver a stile, and in a moment stood before Twigg like a lion in his path, 
and scowling upon him from under a pair of black shaggy eyebrows. He 
was at least six feet hi^h, broad-chested and hi^h-sbouldered, long-legged 
and lon^-armed, and the upper limbs kept sawing the air like the saus of 
a windmill, one huge hand brandishing a roll of paper, and the other a 
walking-stick, which showed a good cross of the cudgel. He had a vile 
overhanging brow, and his*deep-set eyes played at bo-peep behind his 
prominent cheek-bones ; his nose was large and his mouth wide, with a 
projecting lower jaw, and jowls like a buli-dog. Altogether, it was a 
countenance that, stamped on the copper coin, would have made a good 
halfpenny look like a bad one. His lank hair hong unkempt from unaer a 
low-crowned, broad-brimmed hat, and his whole suit of apparel was black, 
somewhat rusty. In short, he looked not unlike what one would conceive 
of Eugene Aram, part schoolmaster, and part murderer, and a very ugly 
customer, as Twigg felt at a glance, for a man of property to encounter in 
a long lane without a turning. 

" Hold !'* said the man, in a harsh, grating voice. *' Stand fast, and look 
to your ways ! Do you know where you are a-going !" 

'* To be sure I do,*' said Twigg, with a quaver in his voice ; " I 'm going 
to Hollingten." 

** Aye^ so you thinks," said the man, " and so thinks the blind as gropes 
in the dark. But you 're a-going a road you little dream on !" 

" If I >m trespassing," said Twigg, *' I beg a thousand pardons. I 'd go 
a mile round rather than trespass on any gentleman's private grounds. 
Nobody respects property more than I do !" 

> ** Dirt ana dross," said the man, " dirt and dross. Think on your immortal 
soul; for Death Cometh before you are awares !" — and he gave such a 
flourish of his bludgeon, that Twt^g involuntarily made a parr^ with his 
umbrella. Like Robinson Crusoe m the thunder-storm, when his powder- 
magazine, and all the consequences of its explosion, flashed across his mind, 
as swiftly as the lightning across his eyes, the citizen's fears crowded a 
hundred thoughts into a second of time. He recalled the threatening letter, 
with all its horrible denunciations — suspected the Squire had adopted it 
out of good nature, to pacify the family fears — and jumped to the conclo- 
flion, aU in a breath, tnat the frowning figure before him was that arch- 
incendiary, Hell-Fire Dick himself. 

" Mr. Richard," began Twi^fg, with as-civil a manner as he could assume, 
and edging off a little to the nght— 

*' Do n't Richard me," said the mlin, warily dodging him : *' jny name 's 
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Uriah, a chosen instrument to do his work'* — here a whirl of the bludgeon — 
** and one what won't do it negligently. Prepare, I say ; prepare for death : 
the enemy is at hand. There 's flames of fire awaiting for you, and bum- 
iDg brimstone !"* 

" I know it," said Twigg, with a groan. "Your favour came duly to 
hand. But is there no way— won't the fifty yellow boys buy mercy ? I 
have nt got 'em about me, but if you '11 name your own time and place to 
send 'em to — sha' n't we be saved from th6 fire?" 

"No," answered the man, in a tone that startled Twi^g like a clap of 
thunder ; — and then presenting his roll of paper at the citizen as if it had 
been a horse-pistol, he added, "Read this here!" 

'* If it 's the same to you," said Twigg, shuddering, and drawing back as 
if from a red-hot poker, " I 'd rather not I 've had one of your bloody burn- 
ing notices, and it 's quite enough. I would n't read another for the world !" 

*'Die then, and be d — d!" shouted the man, with such a ferocious face 
and such an awful flourish of both arms, bludgeon and all, that Twigg felt 
certain his last hour was at hand. Collecting all his energy, he gave his 
umbrella a flirt open, full in the face of his enemy, and then, taking advan- 
tage of this manoeuvre, he sprun^ past him, and set ofl* homeward at a pace 
that belongs only to a man who is running for life, dear life. The rufiian 
he thought pursued him ; — he fancied he heard his heavy tread — every in- 
stant he expected to feel the formidable stick descend upon his devoted 
skull, — ana absorbed in this retrospective review, he almost ran under the 
horse's nose before he was aware of meeting the old covered chaise of Dr. 
Bellamy. 

" Mr. Twigff," said Old Formality, pulling up and bowing, " this is really 
an unexpectea gratification. But, gracious heaven, — if I may presume to 
ask. Sir, what has produced these symptoms of nervous irritability? — for, 
begging pardon for the liberty of the remark, I have the pleasure of meeting 
with you under very strong symptoms of excitement" 

*' It 's murder 's the matter," said Twigc[, gasping for breath ; " wilful 
murder! — Doctor — I 've been stopped! — " 

" The Lord forbid !" ejaculated Old Formality, and in spite of his habitual 
politeness he pulled his horse round and turned the back of his vehicle on 
the owner of the Hive. However, before the old rhubarb-coloured draught- 
horse could lift his legs into trot, he recollected himself and his urbanity, 
and desiring the boy to get up behind, he invited Twigg to occupy the va- 
cant seat, insisting that the arterial palpitation and pectoral action would 
be perniciously aggravated by the walk to Hollington. It was too agree- 
able an ofier to be declined, and Twigg ascended with great alacrity into 
the veliicls, where he related at full length his tale of terror, concluding with 
rather an exaggerated description of the bloodtliirsty Uriah. 

" I know Uriah well," said the Doctor, " and really am shocked to have 
to use such terms of speech ; but moral indignation compels me to say ho 
J9 a sad scoundrel and hypocrite. He keeps what is vulgarly called a shop 
of all sorts in the village, and is a general dealer, so general, indeed, that 
religion is one of his items of trade. The paper ho had the honour of ofieiv 
ing for your acceptance was indubitably a tract, and his exhibition of sul- 
phur, in a state of combustion, involved a spiritual meaning; for he has a 
determined predisposition to consign people to a place, which, as the polish- 
ed Pope says, ought not to be named in polite ears. My truly amiable and 
excellent partner condescended to deal with him some time, but she was 
eventually compelled to decline, owing to what, in delicate language, might 
be called a tendency to mistake troy weight for avoirdupois." 

" Ah, like enough," said Twi^g. " We had some of the same serious 
kidney in the liara ware line, and precious screws thev were. There was 
that Elisha Dove, he wanted to do me out of some goods by a regular swin- 
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die i but I knew he was one of the decided pious, that wrote scripture teits 
on the backs of his cheques, and that put me on my guard. No, no, I do n't 
see what tracts has to do with trade, and always suspect a man that car* 
ries his religion into his counting-house, and opens his Bible with one hand 
and his leger with the other. I never meet one of them, but says I to iny- 
self ' take care of your pocket 1* They cheat and lie on one side of the book, 
and then set off their tract- giving on the other, by way of a per contra. I 'U 
be bound this Uriah strikes some such balance against the devil every Sa- 
turday night 1" , 

'* Mr. Twigg," said the Doctor, " I have the pleasure of entirely coincidins 
in your disagreeable opinion. The individual alluded to has a little chapd 
Off his own appended to his back>shop, and I am crediblv informed, by a 
eharacter of undeniable veracity, that he has seen a letter from Uriah to hia 
town apent, containing a business order for a hogshead of sugar, two chests 
of souchong, five hundred weight of soap, a barrel of red herrings, and one 
evangelical minister, all at the lowest quotations." 

** Ido n*t doubt it a bit," said the citizen : " I have seen such advices mj« 
self." 

" To discard what only excites jocularity,** said the physician, ''I have 
professionally witnessed the pernicious, and, I may add, fatal efiects of this 
reprehensible fanaticism. I have known patients, in the very crisis of their 
disorder, terrified into deliriums by the intrusion of this very Uriah at their 
bedsides, with his rantinc^ exhortations and blasphemous denunciations. I 
have known the agonized feelings of the survivors shocked and outraged by 
his uncharitable and indecent application of scriptural texts to the character 
of the defunct ; nay, I have seen the very clergyman at the grave insulted 
and interrupted in the performance of his melancholy duties, by the attempts 
of Uriah to, what he calls, improve the occasion by an extempore discourse 
of his own I" 

"He deserves ducking in a horse-pond," exclaimed Twigg, naturallv 
adding his own terrors to the account ** They 're the pests of society. Look 
at my own case. It 's very hard, Dr. Bellamy, that a man of my property 
cannot enjoy a rural walk on foot, but he must be beset by crazy gipsy- 
women or ranting Methodist parsons ! If I get off this time with a fever, I 
shall reckon it cheap, for my nerves were never so shook in my Ufe. It 's 
like a palsy ; but, says you, it 's your own fault ; a man that has just set up 
his carriage has no need to walk at all !" 

They now arrived at the Hive, where, in spite of Twigg's remonstrances, 
be was immediately sent to bed by the desire of the Doctor^ who besides 
taking away a liberal allowance of blood, subjected his patient to such a 
rigorous low regimen, that before three days were over, the citizen quite gave 
up any idea of ever dying by a violent death. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

"In every act iliey see that lurking foe, 
Let looje a white about the wurld to po ; 
A dragon flying round the earth, to kill 
The heavenly hope, and prompt the carnal will : 
Whom sainted knights attack, in sinners* cause. 
And force the woiinded victim from his paws !" 

Crabss. 

« Violent outcries, howling, gnasiiing of teeth, frightful convulsions, fransy, epilep- 
tic, and apoplectic symptoms were excited, in turn, on different individuals. Cries were 
heard, ad of people being put to the sword ; and the ravines of de.«pair, which seemed 
to arise from an actual foretaste of torment, were strongly bfended with rapturous shouts 
of glory ! — glory ! »» 

Soctthsy's Life or Wcslbt. 

<^ Ay, do despise rae, I 'ra the prouder for it ! I likes to be despised !" 

Mawworm. 

The formidable personage introduced in the lant chapter, under the name 
of Uriah Bundy, was one of a provincial class of Methodists, who, if they 
had not adopted the name, eminently deserved the title of ranters, not 
merely for the bombastic fustian which they uttered, or rather howled, but 
for the violent gesticulations and antics the body performed by wa^^ of ac- 
companiment. In these accomplishments the general dealer in question was 
eminently gifted, and like certain persons who keep private presses, for the 
pleasure of seeing themselves in print, so Uriah founded a private chapel, 
partly that he might enjoy the grati6cation of lifting up his own voice m a 
pulpit ; for whenever, to use a snop^term, he was out of ministers, he inva- 
riably supplied the deficiency in his own person. Indeed it was shrewdly 
suspected, as the cushion-thumpers became more frequently absent and for 
longer intervals, and as his sermons increased in length and unction, that 
Uriah contemplated a gradual retirement from business, and ultimate devo- 
tion of himself to what he called his vineyard. This event was looked for- 
wanl to with considerable gratification by those who sat under him, amongst 
whom he had acquired the reputation of being a powerful instrument, a 
phrase partipularly happy, in reference to his physical abilities, for with the 
voice ora Stentor, he had the strength of a Milo, and when he bellowed, in 
the sUn« of his conventicle, about wrestling with the Evil One, he displayed 
8 pair oflong brawny arms, and a broad chest, such as would have defi^bted 
that enthusiast in back-locks, in-locks, hanging-trippets, and Cornish hugs, 
Sir Thomas Parkyns, Baronet, of Bunny Park. Indeed it was said by some 
of the elders of the village, that Uriah, when a young man, had been a no- 
torious wrestler and cudgel-player, although as P. P., the clerk of the pa- 
rish, says in his autobiomptiy, " he had now laid aside the carnal deli^nts 
and powdered vanities of his youth, considering himself, as it were, a shred 
of the linen vestment of Aaron.'* 

In the opinion of his followers his ministry was blessed with abundant 
fruits, that is to say tlie walls of his conventicle sometimes rang again with 
the shrieks and groans and yells, and the whole building shook and rattled 
with the frantic stamping and jumping. The old men went crazy, the old 
women into fits, and the young men and maidens kissed one another, and 
ranted, and canted, and anticked their^caps off their heads, and the clothes 
off their backs. — The same frenzy pursued them to their homes aiid 
hearths. Now and then a fanatic mother haggled her little boy's throat 
instoad of cutting his bread and butter, or strangled her little girl instead 
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of tyinv her pinafore : but the devil got dl the bidme of the deed, and the 
fame ofUriah increased. 

To some ears, however, there was something inczpressiblv shocking in 
passing the chapel-door, and hearing the innocent voices of childhood chant- 
ing an infernal chorus, literally extracted from a hymn book : — 

" I am, I am oat of Hell V 

And to some eyes on a week day, when the chapel was converted to a 
Bcliool-room, it was no less repulsive to see the sanrie children, with horror- 
stricken faces, and abject souls, trembling and shivering at the very name 
of God ; their youns hopeless hearts withering the while under the harrow* 
ing denunciations oi a frantic bellowing monster, with a face like an Ogre, 
by way of illustrating the divine invitation of '* sufier little children to come 
to me !*' But to sweep ofT prematurely all the bright beautiful bloom of 
childhood ; to blot out the serene blue heaven of its thoughts with the foul 
sulphurous smoke of the infernal pit — to scorch up what Shakspeare calls 
the dew of youth with the heat of nameless fires — to trail over all nature 
the slime of original sin, and the blight of the universal curse — to involve 
Hope and Joy, like the sons of Laocoon, in the endless folds of the old 
Serpent -—'to exhibit this wondrous fair creation hovered over, not by an 
emblematic dove, but a ravening vulture — to invest the Deity himself iden- 
tically with the fiendish attributes of Satan — yes, even this horrible and 
blasphemous transfiguration passes with some depraved minds for piety, 
and an act of service to religion ; as if from such a faith to infidelity would 
not be an alluring and natural transition. 

The spiritual calling of Uriah was of no slight advantage to his worldly 
interest ; his customers never thought of weigning tea or soap after such a 
pattern of sanctity ; they were gravel-blind to the sand in the moist sugar, 
and digested the pebbles in his currants like so many ostriches. In pro- 
moting the consumption of one article indeed, his preaching had a direct 
effect ; for Uriah dealt in candles, and so effectually had he stuffed the im- 
aginations of his juvenile hearers with devils and pitchforks, and cauldrons 
of boilins brimstone, that half the poor children of the parish would not 
sleep without a rushlight in the room. It mapr be doubtea, therefore, whe- 
ther he would have attacked the proprietor of the Hive quite so offensively, 
if he had not happened to receive a consignment of goods by the same 
wa^on which carried Twigg's hardware to HolUngton, a circumstance from 
which the shop-keeper inferred that the family was generally to be supplied 
from London, instead of patronizing his own emporium. A man's private 
affairs are generally considered sacred from intrusion, and his religion is, or 
ought to be, held the most sacred of his private affairs ; but our ranter felt 
no delicacy or diffidence in accosting a perfect stranger, and prying into 
the concerns of his soul. Modesty is no characteristic of the fraternity, and, 
to use Uriah's own words, whenever he took the work in hand, he rubbed liis 
face over with a brass candlestick. The sequel has been told. Twi«rg 
took to his heels ; and the preacher, with a triumphant flourish of his stick , 
resumed his course, exulting that he had made a sinner shake in his shoes ; 
and moreover a sinner that indulged in the vanities of blue and orange 
liveries, a stately coach and a heathen behind, as black as Beelzebub 
himself. 

In his next hearer the ranter was not so fortunate. He had gone swing- 
ing, and striding, and muttering about a hundred yards down the road when 
he perceived the brown woman approaching, or, as she was popularly called, 
the Gtueen of the Gipsies : a trioc especially marked out for conversion by 
the ranter, who immediately ''straddled across the path," like Apollyon in 
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l-'jc Pil«^rioi's Progress, and prepared himself for the fight. He accosted 
her in the same style tliat ho had used to T\vi^^. 

" Stay woman ! I have a message unto you ! I come with glad tiding;." 

" Say on then,'' said the woman, " such tidings have long been strange 
to these ears.** 

*' You Ye a cursed race,^ shouted the ranter, as usual beating time with 
his stick; *' there 'a a place prepared for you, in the bottomless pit, along 
with the Devil and his angels — Yes, you, and your father, and the mother 
as bore' ye, and your brothers, and your sisters, and the babes at the bosom, 
all, every man jack of you, as sure as you dwell in tents! You '11 be all 
biled and fried in hot pitch and buniing brimstone, the whole tribe />f you, 
tents, donkeys, and all.** 

'* Fool !*' said the woman, with a look and gesture of ineffable scorn, 
** stand aside and let me pass !" 

** Not till I »ve convart^ ye," said the ranter, frustrating her attempt to 
go by. ''Not till I've stirred up your conscience like stirring up marroW* 
with a spoon ; and made you howl over your sins like a flogged hound. 
You 're a stray sheep, ana I 'ra the shepherd's dog as you 're to be driv' by 
into the fold." 

'' Bark on then," said the woman, quietly seating herself on the bank by 
th.e roadside, with something of her usual waywardness, for at other seasons 
such an ioterruption would have roused her into fury. Possibly she had 
time on her hands, and was willing to be amused by his wild absurdities ; 
perhaps she was inclined to vent a splenetic humour in wordy controversy 
with a being as strange and violent as herself; however she sat down^ and 
the ranter took a seat by her side ; but not till he had cut a prelimmary 
caper, shouting " Glory I glory !" and promising, with an appropriate whin 
ef his weapon, to smite the wicked heathen back and belly, hip and thigh. 
The woman however interrupted the very first sentence of nis sermon, 
speaking to him with the tone and manner that she would have used to a 
slave in St Christopher's. 

** Take your eyes off me. Let go my hand, — and sit farther apart !" 

*^ Ay, ay," said the ranter, ** you would n't care if you and all goodness 
and holiness was miles and miles asunder ! but I '11 so duck you, and bob 
you, neck and crop, and dip and wallop you in the Red Sea, that afore we 
parts, 3rou shall be as glad to hug me, and ding to me, as drowndin' kitten 
to a pail." 

''Fool! idiot!" exclaimed the woman. " Is this vulgar jargon to give 
your faith a victory over mine ?" 

" I speaks as I am bid to," said the ranter. " It 's the gift of tongues ; 
and I won't go for to pick my words, no, not if you was the Ctueen of 
Sheba, and stuck all over with peacocks' tails. I 've tackled worse sinners 
then you — ten times worser and wiclkeder — tough old gray headed sinners 
possessed witli devils ; but I Ve drawed *eni out, tooth and nail, as you 'd 
araw a badger. And I 've grappled with young sinners too, tender women, 
and maidens, and I 've took, them by the arms, and by the shoulders, and 
by the neck, and by the waist, and shook out their devils as y}u 'd shake 
the travel out of your shoe !" 

"Hands ofl^ vdlain !" exclaimed the woman, suddenly starting to her 
feet " Dare to touch me, and you shall find I have a devil in me too !" 

" That 's him !" shouted the ranter, also rising up ; " that 's the devil as 
spoke ; I knowed his voice. Many a tight tussle I 've had with old Cock- 
ahoop! Ay, many a stiff round on it; but thanks to grace, I always broke 
slap-dash through Iiis guard. And then I so tongue-banged him, a slap 
here, and a slash there" — here he went through a bout of single-stick — 
** that he had n't a sound spot on his black carcass as bi^ as a tester ; no, 
not from the top of his horns to the tip of his tail ! But lam called to the 
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work ; and as I wrastled with him, eo will I wrastle with you, thou Jezebel, 
thou painted sepulchre, thou wicked pasan heathen !" 

/' Wretch 1" exclaimed the woman, while a red spot rose on her forehead, 
and a wild and dangerous liffht flashed from her dark eyes^ "were it now 
as it has been, (or the least of those in&mous names thy vile flesh should 
be cut quivering from thy bones with the cart- whip ; and the musquito and 
the maggot should be the sole dressers of thy wounds t Stand ofl^ I say I 
one pace nearer, and thy blood be on thine head. I warn thee, let me pass 
untouched." 

"Not without the embrace of charity,'' bellowed the ranter, with a 
wild flourish of his arms and hideous contortions of his countenance ; ''Not 
without the kiss of peace and good will ;" and he sprang towards her. 
His arms were flun^ round her neck, his face pressed close^ a^inst hers ; 
she was sinking under lus weight, when suddenly the sharp-pomted knife, 
described by Squire Ned, enterod the ruffian's side. He yelled fearfully 
— aimed an inefiectual blow — staggered a few paces off — bowled a curse 
— rolled his eyes horribly, — and fdl backward in the dust ! 

The wound, though severe, was not mortal. After lying insensible for 
some time, he revived ; his ears ringing with the confused sound of human 
voices, amidst which he gradually distmguishod repeated cries of " Here ! 
Tigress I Fury ! Vengeance ! Vengeance ! Vengeance I'* With some 
difficulty he raised himself on his elbow, and as the mist cleared away from 
his eyes, he perceived Dick the huntsman trotting up the lane, followed 
by two whippers^in, and the Baronet's pack of fox hounds, which had been 
taken out for an airing. 

'^ Zounds, Bob!" exclaimed the huntsman, as he pulled up at the 
wounded man, " here has been a game at sharps !" he immediately alighted, 
an(l Bob did tne same, resigning their horses to the second whip, who stood 
aloof with the dogs. 

» '' Odd zookers I" cried Bob. as he assisted in removing Uriah to the side 
of the road, and placing him in a sitting posture with his back against the 
bank, " it be th' ould rantipole parson himself! I tould un his being so 
hard-mouthed to folk would some day get un a sorting !" 

''Hold hard. Bob," said the huntsman ; "it 's not the time to open on 
him. Uriah, how goes it — how d' ye feel ? Come ! Hold up man, hold up ! 
you '11 have another chance for it ; you bar n't booked a place yet in the 
dust-cart !" But Uriah made no answer. He do^edly clenched his teeth, 
and fixed his look on the opposite hedge ; pressmg his own hands to his 
side, and resolutely resisting every attempt that was made to examine his 
wound. 

" Let un alone, if he 's so sulky, let him bide," said Bob, who owed tlie 
ranter an old grudge. " I 'm bound he have only got his desarts. He giv 
plenty o' tongue about my backsliding ; but he do's the like himself, and 
backslides all the year round. Them saints can always find ice to do it on, 
winter or summer !" 

" Tie that up. Bob," said the good-natured huntsman, " and do n't stand 
jawinv at IJm when he 's bleeding. Speak up, old cock : yon won't give it 
m, win ye ? I know ye 're ^ame, and you '11 soon get second-wind. Old 
Nick shan't crow over ye this turn. You shall give it him, beak and spur, 
for many a long day to come, and cut his comb for him, till he staggers, 
blind and grofsrgy, about the pit, like a raw-head and bloodv-bones !" 

But even this appeal, although so admirably adapted to the character and 
calling of tlic ranter, could not extort a single syllable from the iron jaws 
of Uriah, who, like Cassio, was suffering at once under the smart of a body- 
wound, and the pang of an anticipated cash in his reputation. He was. 
therefore, not very solicitous that the flesTiy hurt should l>e probed or pried 
into, lest it should lead to the detection of the other sore , and prudently 
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deferring speech, he applied the whole force of his nuiid to consider the 
best inoue of warding off the questions and conjectures which liis conditioa 
would be certain to excite. At fiist he thought of giving out, that Apol- 
lyon, weary of defeat in so many spiritual contests, had assaulted him .in 
physical encounter; hut as such a battle would only have obtained cre- 
dence from his own followers, by whom he was already invested with the 
sanctity, and, as some old women affirmed, the visible halo of the old apos- 
tles, he resolved on framing some story which should throw the odium of 
the sanguinary deed on the infidel and the heathen^ in which terms he in- 
cluded airthose who did not take tickets or shares m his spiritual little-go, 
called Sion Chapel. 

He had just made up his mind to this course, when, to his sreat delight, he 
hailed tlie appearance of his own tilt cart, which was usedror the convey- 
ance of soap, candles, saucepans, and other heterogeneous articles, to tho 
houses of his customers : besides occasionally acting as a family carriofe, 
wJien Uriah, his wife, ana offspring, wished to attend a love-feast at some dis- 
tant tabernacle, or the quarterly conference of the sect« It was driven by a 
slim, pale, tall pole of an apprentice, with an abundance of topafidlop, as the 
foresters say, who had answered Uriah's advertisement for a serious youth, 
who could bear confinement six days in the week, with an express stipula- 
tion that he should attend chapel on the seventh ; for, like our modern zea- 
lots and legislators, the ranter was not content that the Deity should receive 
his dues voluntarily, but be insisted that the divine revenue of homage and 
worship should pass through human hands, and be liable to a spiritual or 
worldly per centage, for its enforcement and collection, by self-constituted 
bailiffs and interested agents. 

" Oh the holy !" exclaimed the driver of the tilt cart, as he saw his master 
and pastor bleeding by the road-side ; " here 's a sight ! the scofier has 
turned a sticker ancTstabber ; and the Evil One rejoiceth in the blood of the 
saints ! Never mind, master, you 're a blessed martyr ; never mind ; bleed 
away, it '3 idi for glory ! There Ml be miracles done with your skull, and 
wonders with your shin-bones!" 

'' Hold your tongue, you Balaam's ass ! luid bring the cart nearer," said 
Uriah, speaking at last, like Roger Bacon!s brazen head ; ** I did n't bind 
you to me to preach and pray, but for to mind shop and drive the horse." 

So saying, he uplifted his burly bodv, and, rejecting the assistance of 
Dick and Bob, began to stagger towards the tilt cart ; but the serious ap- 
prentice hastily woipped on £e horse some half-dozen paces, and began to 
explain to his master. 

** The Lord forbid ! I would n't have you get into it for the world. It 's 
chuck full o' goods, particularly hardware ; and I would n't have your pre- 
cious wounds fester'd and aggravated by cankerous brass candlesticks, and 
f>pouts of copper kettles ; there a' n't so many saints upon earth, as one 
can be spared. I '11 go and unload, and be back in the singing of a hymn." 

"Stick as you be !" bellowed the ranter, and in a moment he was hang- 
in o* at the back of the cart, where he had no sooner introduced his head un- 
der the tilt, than a female face bolted out at the front, enveloped in a huge 
straw hat, decorated with what a gardener would call a ** remarkable fine 
blow" of ribands. A body followed, clad in pink muslin, with abundant 
flounces, and white cotton stockings, bound round the ankles with the yel- 
low strings belonging to a pair of tarnished satin sandals. The voung lady 
was handed from the shall with more haste than gallantry, by the abashed 
Jedediah, who jumped down after her, and, like a tethered lamb, stood as 
distant as a grasp of the long reins would allow him, to receive the rebuke 

of his principal. , , . . - 

" A Jezebel, a Jezebel !" roared the voice of Unah, Irom the interior of 

8* 
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the cart, whilst the girl scudded off like a hare, provoking a merry so-ho ! 
from all the huntsmen* 

« Truly," cried Jedediah, **the Wicked One has abused my senses. 
She seemed as modest a damsel as ever begged a lift, being bound to see 
a sick mother, and her feet blistered with long tmvel." 

*' Driye on !" growled the voice of the ranter ; ''drive home !" But the 
huntsmen interposed, and spoke in at the front of the cart '' Zounds, 
Uriah, put us on the scent a bit. Tell us how you got your hurt Who 
did it 7" 

'* A man — a man,*' answered Uriah, impatiently, his voice now getting 
weaker. 

*' Well, but tell us his markings, boy," said Dick, " and I 'il tidie him if 
he's within twenty mile, at kennel, or on the pad." 

** Short — and stout made," said the ranter, hatching a lie circumstantial, 
" with a hard face — and a wicked eye — red hair — bandy legs." 

" That will do," cried Dick. " Jump up, youngster, and drive him home 
steadily ; and keep your sheep's eye to the road you 're going I" 

** And do n't 'ee fall a courting th' ould parson by mistake^" added Bob, 
from his saddle, ** but gie thy sweetheart a smacking buss, like this here" 
— and he cracked his whip — ** and tell her Bob sent it, with my sarvice to 
her sick mother, and a bottle of dafl^downdilly. Ware hounds, tho' I — 
Zookers, Dick ! — how that message do make him goo ! Well, th» ould 
roarer is taken off his work, any how, for a month or two." 

"Not he," said Dick, remounting, and getting under way with his 
hounds ; ** he 's no such chicken. The blood-letting will be as good to 
him as spring physic ; and he'll come out again as sleek in his coat, and as 
plump in his carcass, as the Squire's Sufl^lk Punch. But, look yonder, 
Bob, over the gate I — There 's a fellow skulking along the common, and 
making for the copse — see how low he runs, and bobs behind the bushes. 
Forrard, Jim, forrard, and ride home with the pack — and you. Bob, come 
along with me !" 

In an instant the huntsman bounded over the gate, followed by the whip, 
and both were galloping over the field at their best pace, in a straight line 
towards the object of pursuit ; and not unmarked by the fugitive, who re- 
doubled his exertions to gain the wood, making desperate rushes through 
hedges, and extraordinary jumps over ditches, occasionally receiving a se- 
vere fall. As the horses had a deepi. clayey, ploughed field to get over, 
with a wide brook, before they reached the common where the feuow was 
running, he bad a tolerable chance Of gaining the cover before^they could 
come up ; and every nerve of man afid horse was strained to the uttermost. 
At last the pursuers reached the brook, the pursued having attained to 
withm a hundred yards of the copse. 

J ^•''^ forrard !" shouted Dick, gallantly dashing into the water, the cry 
and the example being echoed by Bob, and, after floundering for a minute 
or two, both horsemen contrived to scramble up the opposite bank, but the 
delay in the stream had ^ven an important increase of distance to the 
runner. 

" We shall lose him, we shall, by Jove!" exclaimed Dick, ramming the 
spurs into the flanks of his huntef t he 's a bare fifty yards from the cover, 
and full of running!" 

In fact, the man was making, at the top of his speed, for the sylvan sanc- 
tuary, in whose tangled labyrinths he might have dodged and eluded a dooen 
huntsmen : a minute's more running would have siSiced to bring him into 
Its shadows, when suddenly he was seen to fall headlong, and iShough he 
rose again instantly, and atteihpted to proceed, it was only to be dashed 
prostrate again with greater violdfeice than before. He was no sooner risen 
a second time to his feet, than a hand was at his collar. 
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" A epUttmg burst you've given u«," said Dick. " Little Tomboy ncvor 
looked for such a sweat this morning, when he cuivetted out of tlie yard. 
We're all ri^ht,Bob; it's the rascal we got the slot of — shortish and 
•toutish, and liair reddish — baddish face, a cock eye, and bandy pins." 

" He have an ugly murdering phiz of his own, have 'nt un ?" replied the 
first whip. " I say fellow, what hast thee got to say for thyself?" 

"To-day is Friday, is n't it?" inquired the captive, without raising his 
head, and he was answered in the amrmative. 

** You needn't grip me so hard, then," said the man, with a tone bf de- 
spondency. " Mjr doom 's doomed. I would n't run a foot not if you was 
to give me a mile for law. If. »s more nor I know how I ever came to try it 
on, for I never escaped nothing yet Any body else would have run the 
common from end to end, without catching liis foot in a wire. But that 's 
my luck !" 

" As sure as ever I winded a fox," exclaimed Dick ; " it 's Unlucky 
Joe !" for in the doleful face before him, scratched as it was, and bleeding, 
and plastered with clay, the huntsman had not recognised the unfortunate 
ex-postilion, who was clad moreover, or rather disguised, in a tattered 
stnock-frock and an old pair of velveteen trowsers. 

** Odd zookers !" cried Bob, " so it be ! But, lord ! how he have trans- 
mogrified ! So you cotched your foot in a snare, ch, Joe ? why there be a 
halter a-making, man, to go round thy neck." 

''So you have taken, Joe, to pad the hoof," said the huntsman, ''and 
borrow money at long dates ? A fellow, as starvation poor and lean as you 
look, might do the likes for a bit of bread, and not deserve to swing for it 
neither j but dang it, man, how came you to try your killing-knife on the 
old Methodist ?" 

"Me !" said Joe, lifling up his eyes and hands in astonishment: but the 
habitual despair of the fatalist immediately returned upon him, with the 
conviction of the futility of any defence. It 's no use my saying anything. 
Here 's another black card turned up, and gallows is trumps !" 

"Why you donjt mean to confess, do you?" said the huntsman, in some 
surprise at a man's not attempting to get up a story, after he had run so 
stoutly to save his life. 

" If I don't confess myself," said Joe, " somebody will confess for me ; 
so, guilty or not guilty, it 's all one. Other people proves a^libis ; and if I 
had 'nt been here, I should have been somewhere else : but that 's my old 
chance. I know my fortune without a gipsy. As I 'm too poor to sleep 
anywhcre's but in the open air, I can't be burnt in my bed ; and as the 
sergeants won't list me, cau^e I 'm short, I shan't be shot ; and as the 
pre8s-£:angs won't look at me, I ar' n't to be drowned ; so hanging is likely 
enough, for I know I shan't die natural." 

" Nay, Joe," said thehuntsman, somewhat touched by the poor fellow's 

Kicture of his destitution, " every body has a chance. If you can, really, 
old up an innocent hand, and say not guilty," — 

" Nobody ever believed me yet," answered Joe, "and it's too late to 
try now. My dice always runs one way. Mayhap afler I 'd danced my 
dance upon nothing, and been leg-pulled, and hung a full hour, and stroked 
all the old women's wens, there 'd come a reprieve on a lame post-horse ; 
for that *8 my luck." 

"Phoo — phoo, man," said the huntsman, "that an't quite so sure to 
follow as a turnspit behind a hare." 

" It has followed me ever since I was bom," said the predestinarian, " and 
that was of a Friday. I 've never had a turn in life — never ! Misfortune 
fights fair with other folks; but, as for me, I'm kicked about arter I'm 
down. I 'm hunted and haunted wherever I go — from village to village, 
and from town to town, with a curse sounding arter me, like a kettle at a 
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dog*a tall. I 'm knowed everywhere for being unlucky at whatever I put 
hands to; an I what signifies honesty, and soberness, and industry, with 
t'otlier character tacked alon^^ with it? I can't get charity, ^cause I look 
able to work ; and I can't get work, 'cause I'm reckoned unlucky, and I 
may as well be p^ut out of my misery at once. I do n-t mind dyino, for I 'm 
sick of my days ; and, if it please God Almighty to chuck down a handful 
of sudden deaths, you 'd see me scrambling at\er one, aye, as hard as ever 
a barefoot beggar boy for a copper out of a coach- window." 

Seldom are the utterers of such sentiments so sincere as Unlucky Joe 
was, in this depreciation of existence : like a long-standing cup of tea, life 
generally grows sweeter and sweeter towards the bottom, and seems to bo 
nothing less than syrup of sugar at the very last The despotiding, hopeless 
creed of the fatalist, however, was one especially calculated to sicken the 
heart and to sadden the soul, and to wean the owner from a world paved 
all over with black stones. According to an old astrological theorist, there 
arc stars which ray forth darkness, as well as others that distribute li;zbt, 
and under some gloomy star of the former class, the unfortunate post-boy 
considered himself to have been bom, and that he was doomed to walk in 
its shade to the end of his days. He saw nothing before him but a dreary 
prospect, done as it were in Indian ink, where he was to be perpetually 
haunted by a malignant demon, thwarting every honest endeavour, mis- 
directing every innocent aim, perverting every good intention, aggravating^ 
every unwary accident, and converting even the achievement of a given ob- 
ject into an untoward event. There are many believers in the same doc- 
trine, for almost every man's existence aflbrds some dark building-plot for 
the foundation, some period of accumulative inflictions, swelling each after 
the other like the inky waves, with a storm in the distance. 

** As if calamity had just began : 
As if the vanward clouds of evil days 
Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear 
Was with its stored thunder labouring up." 

To pass from the graver to the minor concerns of life, no card-plaver ex- 
ists, but must some time have endured, and wondered at a run of ill-luck, 
setting in with the inveterate steadiness of a monsoon, and all the consump- 
tive deadlinessof an east wind ; as if Fortune were a real divinity, equally 
jealous and inexorable, and who, for some neglected sacrifice, had entailea 
this protracted and bitter expiation on her votary. 

A slight sketch of the history of the decline and fall of Unlucky Joe, from 
the era of the death of Bedlamite, will show that his imputed evil genius had 
not been idle in the interim. He had been discharged by five successive 
post-masters, for falls and casualties, which had inflicted cuts, sprains, brui- 
ses, and fractures, on his own person. He had been rejected by the oflicers 
of the army, the navy, and the parish ; he had been imprisoned for poach- 
ing, because he picked up a dead hare ; discharged one Kind's Birthday, 
and committed tne next morninc; for sleeping in the open air. He had been 
crossed in love by the only girl ne had ever addressed; he had been made a 
father by a frail fair one he never saw ; and, to conclude, he was in custody 
for a murderous act he had never contemplated ; pennyless, friendless, and 
hopeless. In this abject state he gave up striving with his fate, and the su- 
perstition that had him enthralled in its web, immediately pounced upon 
him, and wound around him in a preliminary shroud, even as a spider serves 

r|es. 

my sentence is booked, 
-money as if it was down on the nail. Such as 
it is, my life's worth forty pounds to some on ye ; and my body will fetch 
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a trifle, beflides, from the surgeons ; so yon may as well begin raffling for 
me at once. You can't keep my head above water. 1 'm overloaded ; like 
the man a-swimmingi that went down when a blue-bottle settled on his bald 
head. If I was to be banged with a rotten thread it would n't break, for I 
know my luck !" 

"Boddikins, man !" said the whipper-in, '^ what made ye take then to 
le^-bail 7 If people do want to put their necks out, his worship, Justice 
Rivers, have no objections to showing them the right line." 

"I don't know why I run so," answered Joe ; " but I see'd the hounds 
a-coming, and recollected about Bedlamite ; and bolted, I do n't know why. 
I 'm sure it wam't for my carcass ; for, God help me, it's as used to hard 
knocks as the gable end of the Bell, where thev played at fives. Mayhap 
1 did n't like to look Sir Mark in the face, for they said he fretted as much 
. over the old gray as over his own brother. But come, lead on to the cage 
— for I know I 'm to be a jaiUbird ; and the sooner my neck is pulled the 
better, for such a poor doomed hunfortunate fellow as me I" 

** To be sure," said Dick, ^ the killing poor Bedlamite was a mortal 
ghevous job ; and if I had knowed who I was chasing, I won't answer for 
it, that I would n't have galloped over you with Tomboy, and so let one 
horse revenge the t' other. As for sticking the mothodist, a judge and a jury 
muAt pick that out, for it's beyond my skill : and so you 're for Master 
Gregory's maa-trap, jump up behind me, and let 's be jogging." 

The prisoner, as desired, quietly mounted behind the huntsman ; and no 
primitive qtiaker, with a similar prospect of martyrdom, ever went to the 
House of bondage more calmly, meekly, and lamb^-Iike, than Unlucky Joe. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

Claud. In mine eye, she ie the sweetest lady that ever I looked on. 
Bm. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see no such matter. 

Much Ado aboo^t NoTHura. 

** The world is gone jrazy and spins round contrary ; 
Madge would have Roger, and Roger loves Mary -, 
Fegg/ seeks Peter, and Peter sues Jenny, 
Sis sighs for Colia, and Colin woos Winnv, 
Polly luves Diggon, and Diffgon hates Polly* 
Kate drowns for Simon, and he hangs for Doily ; 
Sing hey ! and sing ho ! and all love is a folly !*> 

The Gkbbnb Garlaitds. 

Tbb interview with the brown woman had a marked efl^t upon the 
Craoie. He became reserved, thoughtful, gloomy, and irritable ; though 
he subdued his temper before his uncle and cousins, and vented it elsewhere ; 
ibr he was one of those that are civil to Richard, but rude to Dick ; com- 
plaisant to Thomas, but snappish to Tom ; polite and obliging to his supe- 
riors or equals, but harsh and imperious to bis inferiors and dependants. 

^ Od, mem," said Tibbie, in answer to a (question from her mistress as to 
what she thought of her nephews, " they 're just the weal o' the kintra. Yon 
Ringwood's a bonnie callant, baith frank and free, aye daffin and lauchin, 
wi» a civil word for a'bodv; and his brither's a douce, discreet, wise- like 
lad, and bonny forbye, and. bauds weel till his beuk; but ou, mem, von lad 
wi' the brown face they ca' the St Kitts, is a thrawn bodv ! An auld tyke 
couldna be mair cankert! I did but just speer at him— for ye see, mom, I 
was thinking, as he cam frae the Wast Indies, he wad ken aibhns aboot 
puir Sandio, for Sandie 's gane to some place wi' a B, Bermudies, or Barba- 
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dies, or Ben-coolin, whiik nae doot is a muckle mountain like Ben Lomond, 
or Ben Nevis — eae ye see, mem, I did but just spcer at him a word or twa 
aboot Sandie, for amang a* thae black creturs, and brown creturs, he 'd ken 
Sandy brawly — " 

" I believe, Tibbie,** said Mrs. Hamilton, ** my nephew, the Creole, is 
rather sensitive as to any allusions either to black or brown." 

<' Sensiteeve, mem!" exclaimed Tibbie, ''he was just rampaugin! I 
canna mind the tae hauf o' the ill-names he ca'd me ; but he bade me gang, 
my troth did he, intil the Dub o' Darkness." 

The Scotchwoman, in truth, had stumbled upon the Creole in a moment 
of excitement, when be had just come from a skirmish of words with Ring- 
wood ; and the argument had ended as usual, namely, with a touch on the 
"bit of raw." 

Smarting under the taunt, he determined to break through the brown wo- 
man's injunction, by seeking her out, and insisting on a disclosure of alt that 
she knew with regard to his birth : and he had just ordered out his horse for 
the purpose, when he was invited, by a message, to accompany the family 
on a visit to Hawksley. He immediately complied, though reliictantly, but 
with a much better grace than Ringwood, who made a dozen excuses, which 
were overruled. 

**Well," said the latter to Raby, ** here's another visit to Hawksley, I 
suppose my father is going too in the commission, and wants to learn the 
justice- work. How do you go?" 

"In the carriage," answered Raby, "with my father and my aunt." 

"And I may nde with St Kitts," said Ringwood, "a pleasant compa- 
nionship, considering we were at high words an hour ago. I '11 lay fifty to 
one, you do n't guess the subject of our dispute 7" 

" The beauty of the marriage service, maybe," said Raby, " or a few words 
in favour of banns and licenses." 

"It ended in something of the sort," said Ringwood, " and so far you 're 
right But it began -about different kinds of beauty." 

" A chivalrous subject truly," said Raby ; " and of course each kniaht 
chose a fair lady for his paragon, and maintained the pre-eminence of her 
beauty in the tilt of tongues." 

" Yes, a regular set-to !" replied Ringwood, " one stood up for Miss Ri- 
vers, and the other for Miss Twigg." 

" Heavens and earth !" exclaimed Raby, " what a comparison ! And 
was St Kitts so absurd as actually to set up as a model that animated Dutch 
dollj with ^reat staring black eyes, ruddle cheeks, and a redder mouth, with 
an everlasting wooden smile, like a ship's figure-head?" 

"No," said Rinffwood, " St Kitts did no such thing. I chose to back the 
Dutch doll myselfT" 

"You, Ringwood!" exclaimed the brother, with unafiectcd surprise, 
" you set up that ogling, simpering, lisping, piece of afiectation, in opposi- 
tion to the artless, natural, Grace Rivers ? But you were bantering him." 

" I 'm not apt to banter," said Ringwood, in an oi&nded tone. "When 
I speak, it 's always straightforward ; and my words aim direct at my mean- 
inof, like bullets at a mark." 

" So much the worse," said Raby. "I 'm sorry for it, for in such a ques- 
tion St Kitts has you at a vantage. The whole world would give it against 
you." 

"How do you know that?" said Ringwood ; "is the whole world of one 
taste? Why, a dozen men can't agree about a dog ! Ask the Squire which 
is the handsomest hound of the pack, and he will say Challenger ; ask my 
father and lie would name Hannibal ; for my own part, I should give it to 
Bnisher ; while Dick swears by Grasper, and nothing else." 

" True," replied Raby ; " about such shades and degrees of beauty, every 
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mkn may <lifit;r A-oiii his neighbour. But when the question is mooted be- 
tween a Venus by Phidias, and a statue by Tablet the stonemason ; a Ma- 
donna by Corre^gio, and a Gtueen Bess on a tavern sign ; a Dre^den-china 
May-queen, and a common earthenware shepherdess — Obcron's mate, and 
Punch's wife — " 

*' Capitally matched," exclaimed Ring wood, "and no doubt would keep 
step well in harness. I know I 'm not such a quiz as you are ; but I have 
eyes in my head. I 'm reckoned a fairish judge of the points of a horse ; 
and if I can tell whether a nag has a good figure, I suppose I can see whe- 
ther a girl 's shapely ; at all events, I can see the difference between Miss 
Twigg and a Dutch ship with a doll's head, though you have proved you 

can'tT'' 

" I am content," answered Raby, "that I can see the difference between 
Miss Twigg and Miss Rivers, whfch you are equally unable to appreciate." 

"I know the diiTerence between them," said Ringwood, "as well as you 
do ; nobody said they were alike. But what has that to do with one's 
choice, any more than the fillies for the Oaks ? One may be a bay and the 
other a gray, and they may both be favourites, and find backers for all that." 

" True," said Raby, " and I have heard that the veriest jade of the race 
gets golden opinions from some simpleton or other, who deems her the pa- 
ragon of symmetry." 

"And I have heard," said Ringwood angrily, "of perfect Solomons for 
learning, that talk about Phidias and Venusee, bein^ sroit by the first 
bread-and-butter Miss from boarding-school that chose to set her cap at 

them." 

" Ringwood," said Raby, speaking hastily, and reddening, " if you mean 
to liken the accomplished, elegant, and amiable Grace Rivers, to any such 
artificial coquette, 1 feel bound to say the degrading comparison does her 
gross injustice. If in face and figure you are too blind to discover the 
united charms of a Rosalind, an Imogen, or a Laura, at least in the excel- 
lence of her mind, and the virtues of her heart, you ought, if not lost to feel- 
ing, to sensibility — " . 

"Aye, there you are on your hmd leg8,m a moment;" mterrupted Rmg- 
wood, " but did I t'Ct vicious and rear up, and lash out, when you degraded 
Miss Twigg into Slad Moll, and Moll Flanders, and Judy, and the devil 
knows whafbesides? But hark ye, Raby ; fair play 's a jewel. Everybody 
has a right to their own taste. You have yours and I have mine. And I *ll 
lay odds the young ladies differ in their tastes as much as we do. The co- 
pies of verses that Miss Rivers is so fond of humming and strumming, Miss 
Twi»g, maybe, would turn into curl-papers." 

"f should never feel surorised," said Raby, sharply, " at any act of Van- 
dalism from Miss Twigg ; if she were even to tear leaves out of Spenser to 
put her hair in, and to trv the heat of her tongs on the paojes of Milton." 

" Like enough," retorted Ringwood. " Nor should I die of wonder if I 
heard Miss Rivera singing half-penny ballads, or repeating Little Bo-peep." 

" Except, that there is one circumstance," said Raby, " which makes as- 
surance doubly sure to the contrary." 

" And what is that," inquired Ringwood contemptuously, " which is to 
be such a safe hedge?" 

"That she possesses," answered Raby, "all the sense you want ; all the 
taste you are without ,- — and all the feehngs for the beauUful that you think 

you have." 

The colloquial pepper had been shaken out thus far, when, luckily, before 
the top of the castor could quite come off, the Baronet and Mrs. Hamilton 
appeared at the hall door, where the carriage was in waiting. Raby 
instently descended the stairs, and followed his father and aunt mto the 
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coach ; while Rin^wood mounted his horse, taking care to place the vehicle 
between the Creole and himself j and in this order they set forward. 

None of the parties spoke till the carriage had gone about half down the 
avenue, when the Baronet, after a Ions look at Raby's flushed cheek, which 
made the colour still deeper, thus adoressed Iiim. 

** Mayhap you think, Raby, that I do nt know what 's afoot ; but an old 
fox-hunter like me knows which way^ the game goes, by signs other men 
would n't dream of, such as crows flying, and jays chattering, and sheep 
huddling, and so forth. I mean to say, that Ringwood and St. Kitts have nt 
put the coach between them for nothmg, and there's a bit of a flush in your 
face that tells me you know what the bone was tliat led to the barking and 
biting." 

'' My dear father," answered Raby, " your hunting experience served 
you truly : there has indeed been a dinerence, but I assure you it was quite 
trivial, between Ringwood and St Kitts : and subsequently, as you always 
require the whole truth, between Ringwood and myself." 

**-Aye there it is," said tlie Baronet, with a mournful tone and a sorrowful 
shake of his head, '* one down and t' other come on : no two of you can 
agree. I wish to God you 'd be more united, as the father said in the fable, 
when he showed his sons the bundle of sticka Stand by one another, and 
you are stron« ; but auarrel and split, and you are weak and good for 
nothing. Look at bacKgammon, wtiere two men together are a defence 
and h3p to each other ; but when they are sinsle, Uiey are nothing but 
blots, and liable to be taken up at every throw of the dice, and obliged to 
try back. Book that for as long as you live. And now what was the 
wrangle about !" 

"A mere matter of taste," replied Raby; *'the relative claims of Miss 
Twigg and Miss Rivers to the palm of beauty." 

'' I should have thought, Raby," said Mrs. Hamilton smiling, << that there 
could be no dispute on that question ; but logic is taught at (Sford ; and I 
suppose some one of you was ambitious to show his skill in defending a 
danng proposition." 

"Ir it was only logic-chopping," said tlie Baronet, " I should n't mind. 
I 've no more objection to a bout at argument than to a bout at single-atick ; 
only the players ou^ht n't to lose their tempers. But it might be earnest 
after all. Miss Twigg 's a smartish girl, with lively black eyes, and pouting 
lips, and so forth, anda spanking figure, with good action to boot, and might 
get a stnde or two before Grace in the Creole's fancy ; those West Indians 
do n't think as we do." 

" St Kitts was Grace's champion," replied Raby. 

"The devil he was!" ejaculated the Baronet. "Why this beats cock* 
fighting! They say, Kate, there's no accounting for tastes, and in fancy 
matters I believe like does not always pair with like ; but think of Raby here, 
bookish and poetical and sentimental and so forth, and that always rides a 
pony or a galloway, standing up for a slapping, bouncing, high-couraged 
girl, that looks only half broke, like Miss Twig^." 

" My dear aunt," said Raby, eagerly, ** pray think of no such incongruity^ 
It was Ringwood who found a goddess at the Hive, and set heron a pedes- 
tal above drace and her three namesakes." 

The speaker intended no wound ; but his words pierced Sir Mark with 
the pang of a gaunch from a wild boar, or a gore from a stag at bay. His 
first impulse was towards the checkstring and the carriage window, that 
be might call the refractory admirer to task ; but the presence of his fister 
put him in mind of her admonition, and he remained passive. In the mean 
time it gave him some consolation to reflect whither they were goin^, and 
on the irresistible attractions of his first flivourite, whose portrait his imagi- 
nation painted in the roost glowing cok>iirs ; and then he amused himself 
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in bedaubing and disfiguring the full-length he had lately drawn of Miss 
TwiE^, till, like the ideal lady in the Rivals, '* she had a hump on each 
Bhoulder, a skin like a mummy, a beard like a Jew, was as crooked as a 
crescent, and rolled her one eye like the bull in Coz^s museum." He then 
mentally held up the two pictures for comparison, in the very spirit of 
Hamlet, and wondered utterly how his son and heir could hesitate with 
such a choice. " It 's impossible, I know," he said to himself, '' to put old 
heads on young shoulders, but the head of a two-year old ought to know 
which to choose. Why there 's young Twigg would jump at Grace, for I 
saw him throwing the eyes of a whol^e flock of sheep at her ; and so would 
Raby or St Kitts ; but Rinswood, though he has father's consent and 
every tiling, turns away from her, confound him, like musty hay." 

There is a saying, which imputes to do^ in general a disposition to fall 
on and bite one that is bitten ; and Sir Mark seemed placed in the very 
situation of the unfortunate cur. In glancing: occasionally through the 
carriase window his eye had observed some object that the Creole carried 
before him on the saddle, and which he at length made out to be a beautiful 
small spaniel of the Blenheim breed. His curiosity being excited, he took 
an opportunity of letting down the window and asking St Kitts where the 
little animal was going, and he was informed that it was destined for a 
present to Grace Rivers. The answer made Raby smile ; but it gave a 
fresh pang to the Baronet, and reflecting that Ringwood carried no spaniels 
to Hawk si ey, he pulled up the window again, with a suddenness that 
threatened to demolish the glass. 

To Mrs. Hamilton, who nad been the depository of her brother's matri- 
monial schemes, his movements were no mystery ; but she was restrained 
by the presence of Raby, and did not venture' on any remark. The Baronet 
was not in a humour for talking, and Raby was soon occupied in specula- 
tions of bis own ; so that the three insides travelled on to their destination 
as mute as three strange reserved English passengers by a mail, who have 
never met before and may never meet apain, and besides have locked up 
their tongues in their travelling bags, which are in the hind-boot. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

HoBBiKOL. — Di^gon Davie, I bid her good day ; 

Or Digffon ber la. or I mis-say. 
DioooN.— Her waa her while it wan daylight, 

But now her is a most wretched wight ; 

For day that was is wightly past, 

And now at last the dirk nigbt doth haste. 

Spenser's Shepherd's Cjllcvdar. 

** For my part, I know not whether is best, to live thus or die out of hand } my sotil 
ehooseth strangling rather than life, and the grave is more easy for me than this dun- 
feon." 

Christian, in the Castle of Despair. 

Her eyes are wild, her head is bare, 
The sun has burnt her coal-black hair ; 
Her eyebrows have a rusty stain, 
And she came far from over the main. 

WoRDSWORTm 

Thb representative of justice, as does not always happen with Justice 

herself, was at home to those who inauired for him. He had just be^un to 

Innch in company with Grace ; and by way of economizing time, was 

listening to a report of his clerk on the Hazel Bridge evidence, when tha 

7—1 
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visiters were announced and introduced. The usual greeting were ex« 
chan^d, but the Baronet, who kept a wary eye on Ringwood, remarked, 
with displeasure, that he quitted Grace after a very brief salutation, and 
was soon in close conversation with the magistrate's clerk, Nick FerreiSy 
a noted cocker, who, in the true spirit of the law, liked to see two game 
clients pitted against each other, and shedding their blood and feathers for 
any booy's benefit but their own. 

The Creole next approached the young lad^r, and after a few compliraents 
he introduced to her the little spaniel. *' He is, I assure you. Miss Rivers, 
one of the true Blenheim breed, for I procured him myself of the Duke'a 
keeper. He is really a pretty fellow, and deserves to be a lady's dog, if you 
will honour me by taking him into your service. 

** I am really sorry," said Grace, blushing, and looking confused, '* that 
YOU should have taken the trouble, not that I shall feel less grateful for the 
kindness of the intention, but Raby was so good as to sendme one of the 
same breed from Oxford, a month a^o, and we little creature has become 
attached to me, and is a great favourite." 

** It is like my luck, as Unlucky Joe would say," replied the Creole with 
a constrained smile. *' It consoles me, however, to reflect that as Raby 
and I have jumped so in our ideas, we must be reckoned fellow-wits." 

*' He is really a beauty," exclaimed Grace, lifting up the small cuxly 
creature, and placing him in the chair next her own, where she patted a.nd 
fondled him ; but on the approach of Raby, the beauty was sufibred to 
jump down, and the new-comer took possession of the vacant seat, while 
tiie Creole turned away and bit his lip. 

" Well, neighbour," said Sir Mark, addressing himself to the Justice,. 
" to turn back to our old topic, how goes on the car of Juggernaut — does 
it load well as usual ?" 

" It is going at its old rate," answered the Justice, " and I may say, with 
regard to my own share of its road, the whip is seldom out of my hand. 
The Hazel Bridge business is scarcely disposed of, when another case of 
cutting and maiming, with intent to commit murder, demands my investi- 
gation. I really think the public are not aware that, to secure the peace 
and safety they sleep in, a magistrate must devote so much of his time, 
and sacrifice so much of his rest as I do : but justice, which never sleeps, 
demands a vi^lant minister. You have heard, I presume, from popular 
rumour, that Uriah Bundy, the ranter, and proprietor of the emporium, 
was stopped and stabbed, at mid-day, by a foot-pad who is now in cus- 
tody !" 

" To be sure I have," answered the Baronet ; " it was my huntsman 
that took him, and Dick told me the whole particulars. It 's the same fel- 
low that killed Bedlamite, Unlucky Joe, as he 's called, and, as I have a 
score to clear with him too, I would take it kind of your worship to let me 
be present at his examination, that, if he clear himself of one murder, I 
may let slip at him with the other." 

"With all my heart," said the magistrate, secretly pleased with an op- 
portunity of having a Matthews-like " At Home," and performing toe 
characters of Solon, Draco, Brutus, and Judge JefiHes, to a select audience. 
" The prisoner," he continued, " is below, in charge of Gregory, the head 
constable, and the prosecutor is in attendance in my study. If it be agree- 
able, therefore, we will transform the drawing-room, for once, into a Lit 
de Justice, and take the evidence. I assure you, Mrs. Hamilton, you will 
find it an interesting case, and presenting a moral phenomenon perfectly 
new to me in all my magisterial experience ; I mean the remarkable indif- 
ference of the accused party, as to penal consequences, or rather, I should 
say, a kind of hankering to incur the extreme penalty of the law." 

" Why, really, Sir," answered Mrs, Hamilton, " I have so much of the 
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curiosity of my sex, that I s-iDuld like to see th3 culprit, and to hear what 
reasons he could assign for so very extraordinary a taste." 

" And, for my part," said Orac^, " I am curious to bshold Unlucky Joe, 
who has been described to me as the mere fool-ball of fortune." 

" So be it, then," said the Justice, ** Mr. Ferrers, go and bring hither our 
tools of trade, and tell Gregory to produce his prisoner in court." 

The clerk accordingly fetched his writing materials, and installed himself 
at the table fronting the Justice, who seated himself with much dignity in 
a large easy chair. In a few minutes the constable introduced his charge, 
who stared with a vacant careless gaze at the company, but the moment 
his eyes encountered the Baronet, his face twitched all over, and muttering 
a reflection on "his luck," he dropped his head, and kept looking down- 
wards, as if for the bolt that was to be drawn beneath his feet. The oath 
was recited by the clerk, and Joe kis«ed the book. 

" Prisoner, what is your name ?" asked the Justice, in a tone which he 
reserved for the chair and the bench. 

" Joseph Spiller," answered the culprit, " and I wish I M never been born 
to be baptized." 

** How do you get your livelihood ?" inquired the same stem voice. 

"I was a post-boy aforetimes," said Joe, '* but now I'm nothing, and 
nobody suffers from my misfortunes but myself." 

''Now then," said the magistrate, with a manner meant to be particu- 
larly impressive, " now then, Joseph Spiller, — and remember you are on 
your solemn oath, — pray tax your memory, and inform us how you were 
employed during the morning of Friday, toe 21st" 

" Starving," was the brief answer, and it thrilled every heart in the room, 
except those of the Justice and his cock-fighting clerk ; even the constable 
winked as if something had been blown into his eyes. The Justice noticed 
the sensation it had caused, and turning round in his chair, addressed him- 
self to the Baronet 

" Sir Mark, the reply we have just heard is one of those artful touches 
which even the illiterate know how to introduce as skilfully as our best 
orators, when they would appeal to the tenderness, or rather weakness, .of 
human nature, tt is thus that they frequently excite a spurious sympathy 
in the minds of their hearers, and particularly females," — here ho glanced 
at Mrs. Hamilton and Grace, " which is injurious to the due course of 
justice, and consequently to the interests of society. I say this, merely 
to put you upon your guard, that you may steel your feelings as I do, and 
not unsuspectingly lay your sensibility open to be lacerated by what my 
experience enables me to designate as mere coups de theatre." 

"And now, fellow," he resumed to Unlucky Joe, "you stand here 
charged with stabbing with a knife, or some sharp instrument, one Uriah 
Bunoy, with an intent to kill, a capital felony, whether the murder was 
consummated or not, and punishable with hanging. What have you to 
say for yolirself?" 

^I 've no wish to say any thing, not one word," answered Joe, with the 
serenity of a captive Tndian warrior when brought to the stake. " I was 
born to mischances, and this is one. My life an't worth caring for ; and 
if you hang me, it 's only taking the sin of it off my own hands, for it 's 
been in my thoughts afore now. I was cut down my last birth-day." 

"By Jove, he 's in earnest though," said Sir Mark, in an under-tone to 
the Justice. " If he swaggered and shook his fist at death, and made 
faces at him, like a stage-player, I should know my customer ; but he 's 
cool and ^uiet like a man when his mind 's made up. Take my word for 
H, he 'II die game !" 

" Dogged, Sir Mark, dogged," replied the ma^strato in an aside. " A 
sure sign of guUt ; he knows it will be brought nome to him." 
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'' In the name of heaven, Joe," exclaimed the Baronet, '' speak up 1 
Make a start for your life at any rate ; you can but be run into at the 
end." But the unlucky one only gave a rueful look at the speaker, and 
remained silent. 

"He has got a defence about him, Sir Mark," observed the clerk, "but 
it do n't crow. They all have a something or other to show fight with ; 
but he knows his cock is over-weighted, anadoes not care to take it out of 
the bag." 

*' Gregory, brin^ in Uriah," said the magistrate, ** and let him be con- 
fronted with the prisoner." 

The constable disappeared, and in a few minutes came back with the 
ranter, whose appearance caused an involuntary start from both ladies, for 
in face and figure he looked the character of a murderer infinitely better 
than the forlorn, wo-begone, dispirited bein^ who read the part. His 
countenance, indeed, was more grim than usual : his bushy brow was more 
darkly knit, his jaw more firmly set, and his eyes, with a sinister expression 
of dislike and distrust, settled in turn upon each of the company. He had 
entered on a course of deceit, in which he felt compelled to persevere ; and 
he had made himself up, mentally and bodily, not to be betxayed by word 
or look. 

" Ferrers, give Mr. Bundy a chair," said the ma^strate, " and adminis- 
ter the oath." The form was gone through, and the iustice resumed, 
"Now, Sir, take a good look at that fellow, and tell us whether you have 
ever seen him before." 

" It 's possible as I have, and maybe I have not," replied the ranter. 
'' In his outward man he looks like a reprobate that was about the neigh- 
bourhood some years ago ; one that hired himself for lucre to the Enemy 
to ride post-horses on the Sabbath-day, and who was rebuked for the faame 
by many special judgments, in the way of oversets, and stumbles, and 
falls." 

" The very same — Joseph Spiller, alias Unlucky Joe," said the Justice, 
"'your identification is perfectly correct. You recognise him tlien as the 
man who stopped you and inflicted the wound ?" 

"It is hard to say," replied the ranter, with a look upwards ; "I always 
walks in the fear of the Lord, and not in the fear of man, so that the blow 
corned afore I was awares." 

" Your worship," said the clerk, " the huntsman swears in his deposi- 
tion that the said Uriah Bundy described the assailant as shortish and 
stoutish, and reddish hair, with a squint, and bandy logs ; a description 
which in all its particulars tallies so exactly with the person of the prisoner, 
that coupled with the narrative of his flight and capture from the same do- 
cument, it forms strong presumptive evidence of his guilt." 

"I am of the same opinion, Ferrers," said the ma^strate, " and should 
not hesitate to commit him at once for trial ^ but a few questions further 
may possibly aflbrd stronger proof, by establishing the animxts, I presume, 
Mr. Bundy, you are not aware of any ill blood between you which might 
prompt the accused to attack your life ?" 

" The Lord knows," answered Uriah, " it is not in my powers to search 
man through his heart and reins. To be sure I 've been persecuted like the 
rest of the blessed saints because I scarify people with pitch and brimstone 
It 's the ways of the infidels to return evil for ^ood." 

" You conceive, then," said the Justice, " that the prisoner put you in 
bodily peril in revenge of your attempts for his spiritual welfare ?" 

" The lofty have beard my voice on the mountain tops," said Uriah, -" and 
so have the lowly down in the valleys. I do n't go about preaching on stilts 
with pudding sleeves and a curricle hat ; even this poor sinful worm have f 
stooped down ta Yes," he added, shaking his fist at poor Joe, " many 's 


TTLNET HALL. 181 

the good track you've had along with yonr pennyworths of tobacco, and many 
a word in season, to save your being smoked yourself in the devfl's pipe. 
But it fell among tares ! Out upon you, reprobate I look what 's come of 
your profane scoffing and scorning. Beelzebub has got you in his claws, 
and 1 he&r him a-s wearing and a-growiing over you, like our black tom-cat 
with a mouse." 

^*Mr. Ferrers," said the ma^strate, "I am satisfied of the malice pre- 
pense. You may fill up a mittunus, and, in the mean time, I will hear Uie 
accused, if he wishes to speak. Joseph Spillec, have you anything further 
to urffe ?" 

" Nothing,'* answered Joe. " I knew it would so hard with me, and 
nothing else-- not that I vally my life — I would n't Sly a copper for it with 
Jack Ketch himself. If I was let off for murder, I should oe drawed and 
quartered some day for high treason, for I 'ra a marked man. — Nothing 
can't save me i" 

" Oh, the wicked heathen I** shouted the ranter, jumping up from his 
ehair, and flourishing his arms. "He do n't believe m the saving power of 
grace. But I '11 taclde him — I '11 thrash the old man out of him, and he shall 
be bom again !" 

*' I wish I could !" exclaimed Joe, who, like a great modem violinist, 
plaved wonderfully on one string ; '* but that 's unpossible ;" and he drop* 
pedf his desponding head in its old position. 

"What 's impossible, you wretched Pagan?" exclaimed the ranter, his 
voice rising from a gale to a hurricane ; "what 's impossible ?" — but he 
suddenly stopped, and turned, with a look of alarm, towards the door, while 
the sound ot persons in contention rose higher and higher. 

" Slave, stand back," exclaimed a voice more imperious than the rest: 
the door burst open, and the brown woman entered, and walked straight up 
to the table of justice. Of course such an unexpected apparition struck the 
whole assembly with amazement. The constable, inspired by his old awe, 
involuntarily retreated behind the magisterial chair ; the clerk jumped to 
his feet, clutching his pen-knife ; and the Justice himself ^ve unequivo- 
cal signs of perturbation. The heart of St Kitts beat thick ; but, above 
all, her appearance terrified the gigantic ranter. His cheek blanched, as 
though her knife had drunk what remained of his life-blood, and he was 
obliged to support himself on the back of a chair. 

" Ayel" she said, riveting her dark eyes on the Justice; ** you may well 
wonder to see me again, of my own accord, under a roof where I once had 
such a sorry welcome. But I do not come to tax its hos]»tality for bread 
and water and stripes. — My errand is to do justice, which does not reside 
here, though the name is on the door !" 

" Woman," said the magistrate, in a tone which showed that he had assum> 
ed the black cap, " your present outrageous conduct assures me that the past 
punishment was but an earnest of worse penalties to come. I know my 
duty, and will not shrink from it at the menace of a violent woman. Come 
before me again on the same charge, and my sentence shall send you to the 
same bridewell. But God forbid that the meanest should be denied a hear- 
ing, in due time and place, so stand back, and when the present case is 
disposed of you may speak." 

" It is my pleasure to speak now," said the woman ; " the proper place 
and the due season are better known to me than to yourself. Listen, then^ 
for the sentence becomes my mouth better than vours* Release that poor 
destitute creature, who has no more blood on his hands than in hiseheeks !" 

"Woman, you are raving," said the Justice ; " what would you have — 
that I should discharge a common assassin ?" 

" I have been mad," answered the woman, " and may be mad asainj 
But I am not mad now. If murder was attempted, it was by my hand, and 
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this was the weapon.'* So sayins, she drew fortli the knife and held H 
aloft, her black eyes flashing, and her lip curling in scornful triuinph, like a 
Bocond Judith, exulting in the slaying of another Holofernes. " Yes," she 
continued, " faded as this face is, and this form disfigured by mean apparel, 
even these poor remains of what was once called beauty, could tempt the 
violence of a ruffian I Is the tale true, or not?" she cried, turning round 
suddenly upon Uriah, with the glare of a tigress. '* Perjure your soul if 
you dare !" 

Although thus frightfully adjured, the habitual courage of the ranter did 
not forsake him. " Away, woman," he shouted, ** away with vou ! the Devil 
is the father of lies, and you are their mother ! — you 've a whole family of 'em 
— great grown-up lies, and little lies, and lies as can just go alone, — and this 
here is one. Here 's a Sapphira come among us — a Sapphira, to swear and to 
forswear, and bear false witness — and I wonder she ao n't drop down stone 
dead! — Oh, lying — lying, of all sins I cannot abide lying — it turns me 
inside out ! — She or me must leave the room !" 

" Peace then, and dread your own voice," said the woman, " and as you 
are so devoted to truth, listen to mine." 

" Mr. Bundy," said the magistrate, " let her say her say, uninterruptedly, 
and you shall have the same privilege of reply." 

" I know my innocence," said the ranter, ** and the spirit is willing, but 
the flesh is weak. I 'm in pain, carnal bodily pain. One of us must not 
tarry. Dead corpses will fall a-bleeding when the murderer comes nigh 'em, 
and wounds will begin aching, when them are standing by as give them* 
Ever since that woman 's been here, I 've bad a gnawing at my side like 
raging mad do^s !" 

"O you shallow hypocrite!" exclaimed tlie woman, with unutterable 
scorn. " Behold the perjured liar convicted out of his own mouth ! He 
swore it was a man that stabbed him !" 

"As sure," said the clerk, ^* as a cock 's not a hen. That spur touched 
him in the right place, he can never go in again !" 

** Egad I" said Sir Mark, " it 's all out of him. He rose well at her fence ; 
but she had a deep ditch for him on the other side." 

"I think we have a clear case of perjury," said the Justice, " whatever 
may become of the attempt to murder." 

'* I 'd give a guinea," exclaimed Ringwood, " the Squire had been here ! 
It beats badger-drawing." 

The ranter had drawn himself up to his full height ; and, like a lion at 
bay, turned his shaggy head from one speaker to another, as if estimating 
his own powers to cope with them all, and deciding where lo make his first 
spring. But the odds were against him, Lion-liKe as he seemed, he was 
confronted by a bein^ as wild, as fierce, and as daring as himself, and whose 
calm smile expressed hate quite as fearfully as the savage grin to which it 
replied. He turned from her with a growl, and then, looking round the 
room, bellowed out a general curse, waving his arms abroad, as if to assist 
in the distribution of the malediction. 

" You '11 all be consumed — all on ye ! — and if I stays here I shall be 
consumed along witli ye !" — whereupon he bolted through the door, and 
his powerful harsh voice was heard muttering far, far away into the di»- 
tance. 

'* Let him §o, Gregory," — said the Justice to the constable, who put 
himself in motion as soon as the ranter was fairly out of hearing ; ** let him 
. go. There are such things as warrants in case of need. As for this felionjr, 
he is discharged ; and I feel bound to say without a blot upon his charac- 
ter." 

" And the woman," inquired the clerk, ''is she to be at walk or in the 
coop V* 
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"■Committed," «aid the ma«^strate, assuming his Brutus look, and a 
•evere lone worthy of the look. " Committed, were she my own sister. I 
have yet to consider whether a nameless stroller, of questionable means and 
notorious violence, should be let loose on society, armed with an illegal 
weapon, to the terror of his Majesty's liege subjects." 

" Liege cowards !" said the woman. «' Am I responsible for the fears of 
the dastardly 7 Is it wonderful that a lone female, like me, and a wan- 
derer, with no more strength than belongs to her sex, should desire the pro- 
tection of something more formidable than her own weak arm ? The ruffi- 
anly blood, still crusting the blade, oo^ht to be my apolo^ !" 

" The stron|» arm or the law will shield you," said the Justice ; "but at 
the same time it shall protect the peaceable from your violence. You are 
committed.'' 

" Upon what charge ?" said the clerk, looking up. 

«* Under the Vagrancy Act," said the justice : unless she will now con- 
descend to inform me of her name, her place of residence, and her means of 
livinw." 

" Ask me those auestions," said the woman, " when we are more in cir- 
cumstances of equality. Ask me apart from your myrmidons, in the middle of 
some wide barren waste, where no human beings are visible but ourselves ; 
or at dead of ni§ht in some lonely ruin ; and I will tell you that I have the 
same natural privileges as vourself : the same right to live where I will, or 
how I will, to starve on wild herbs and berries in preference to a menial's 
pittance, and to sleep under the bare cope of heaven rather' than the roof of a 
poor-house. Call me to account in some such spot, and attempt, if you 
dare, to control my choice. The liberty which God gave me, man shall 
not wrest from me. Lay but one finger upon me. in compulsion, and like 
other tyrants your soul shall startle at the outciy of ' war to the knife 1' " 

" A pretty doctrine truly," replied the magistrate, very coolly, " to come 
from the lips of one who, from her complexion, was bom and bred in some 
land of slaves." 

•* Aye, you are right," said the woman ; " but there I was the ruler and 
not the ruled ; I was the mistress and not the slave : a look hinted my will ; 
a word expressed it ; and if needful, the whip enforced it. And am I come 
hither to endure dictation — to have my motives scrutinized — my wishes 
disputed — my acts condemned — to be ordered" — here her eyes flashed 
fearfully, " instead of ordering the lash ?" 

" By combs and spurs," said the clerk, " she has more ^ame in her than 
ever I saw ; if she was a hen, her eggs would be worth fheir weight in gold 
— regular Mother Goose's !" 

" I always held to it," said Sir Mark, twitching the Justice's sleeve, "she 
was well-bred — the blood some tiptop planter or nabob. Every master 
must hunt his own as he likes, but in ours we always whip oU* with a 
vixen." 

"Justice demands example," said the stem magistrate, involuntarily 
looking on the opposite wall for the picture of the Roman Judgment ; and 
fn no case can the warning be more salutary than when the vengeance of 
the law. falls on a head exalted above the multitude. The lightning of 
heaven selects the tallest trees to strike upon, and so should the bolts ofjus- 
tJce. Woman, you have obviously received the blessings of education, and 
have not therefore the vulgar plea of ignorance of your social duties. You 
have been intrusted with the rule over others, and thereby must be held 
cognizant of what is proper for your own guidance ; j^ou have confessedly 
occupied a rank of life and a degree of affluence which throw the more 
suspicion on the mysterious anonymous character and the equivocal mode 
of life you think proper to adopt 1 have a painful but imperious duty to 
fulfil. "Master Gregoiy," he was going to add, " do your duty ;*' but as 
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he made an appropriate gesture of authority, his arm was arrcBted by a 
trentoIouB hand, wnile, in the person of his daughter, 

(* Dejected Pity hr his side 
Her soul'Subdurng voice applied.** 

"For the love of mercy," said Grace, "if you would have me smile, or 
sing, or sleep in peace for a twelvemonth to come, do not commit her. Let 
the poor wretch go free !" 

"Wretch !'* echoed the woman, and she turned a look on the speaker 
that almost petrified her: ** Wretch! — I am wretched, indeed, and have 
born with hard names from the aged and cold-hearted.; but from the young,, 
and gentle, and beautiful — for 1 was once tlieir mate — such titles come 
like the deadly bite of the galli-wasp, that leaves its broken teeth in the 
wound. Yes, lovely as you are, I was once deemed as lovely, though not 
BO fair in my skin. These bare arms have circled with ^old and gems — 
this neglected hah: has sparkled with diamonds, and this ill-dad figure has 
been decked with the choicest silks of the loom! In my own island I wa^ 
loved and adored, young lady, as much as vou can be in this ; -- and, if 
ever your young ear has been addressed with the titles of man^s idolatry, 
from mere women up to angel, know that all those terms of admiration and 
fondness have been lavished on me. But the cane has been crushed," she 
added with a sigh ; " its sweetness is gone, and I am nothing now but 
trash, for the trash-house !" 

" Indeed, you must let her go," said Grace, hanging on her parent. 
** You must grant this request as thou^ it were my last !" 

" And in gallantry, Sir," said Mrs. Hamilton, "you must grant me the 
same request, being my first ;" but, before the Justice could reply, the 
woman made out her own discharge as characteristically as her entrance. 

" 1 have made a longer visit than strict politeness would warrant," she 
said, with the air and dignity of a duchess of the court of Louis XIV. : 
" but my concern for an unfortunate criminal must be my excuse. No 
compliments, I beg. I will depart, as I came, without ceremony. Positively 
I will have no attendance ; not even to the door of the room ;" and, with a 
significant but graceful wave of the knife, she retired, curtseying, leaving 
the whole assembly staring at each other, in a paroxysm of anaazement. 

The constAble was the first to speak. " Come, Master Joe," he said, 
" don't stand a-pulling a long face, as if you was in the cart with Jack 
Ketch. Budge, man, budge ; you 're let on, his worship says." 

" Your worship, if it's aU the same," said Joe, addressing the Justice, " I 
don't want my discharge. As the woman's bolted, I don't mind goin to 
prison in lieu on her. It will be bed, board, and lodging,' any hows ; and 
that's more than I can get outside." 

" No, no, Joe," said the Baronet, " keep out of jail. As the Squire called 
tome when I was going at the Willow Brook, you won't like it when you're 
in. Hark ye, Joe : I did mean to give you a ratin^^ about Bedlamite, but 
it has been done for me, for a heavy hand has been Tain on you ever since. 
Only never take charge of a hunter a^in." 

" Not for a purse of guineas," exclaimed Joe ; " there would be the same 
end on it. If there was a gravel-pit within fifly miles, he'd break his neck 
in it" 

" There, then, take that," said the Baronet, tossing him a piece of gold ; 
" go and ^et a ffood feed or two, and when you're in better condition, looK 
out for a lob of work." 

" The Almighty bless you. Sir Mark," ejaculated Joe, " and prosper you, 
and send you good Iuck, and that's saym^ everything. It looks like a 
turn," he continued, gazing at the coin m his open band, "if I don 't lose 
it or get choused out on it, which is all on the cards. But as for getting 
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work when the mone^ 's gone, there 's no chance on it The last place I. 
got, I was turned out in half an hour — but I looked for something of the 
sort." 

" For some delinquency of course ?" said the magistrate. 

'* It was my ill luck," said Joe, '* as got me wamins. I was took on at 
the powder mills, but the men riz agin me, and wouldn't work along with 
me, 'cause I was sure to make a blow up. From there I went to Lord 
Thinsembob's as wanted a hermit to live on his grounds." 

'* Well," said the magistrate, ** there were no lellow^workmen to object 
to you there." 

** No, your worship," ansvored Joe, " but I knew afore I applied there 'd 
be somethin agin me ; and so up came my want o' lamin. For just arter 
I was born, the charity school was put into chancery, and I wus srowed up 
ttfore it got out agin, and that 's been a bar to me through life. Howsom* 
ever, the guinea will keep me a while longer from a brickbat at my neck, 
or m}[ own ^rter, and a crowner over my body, for that 's as sartin as if I 
felt him sittm on it. It ar'n't for nothin I've got sich a nickname as Un- 
lucky Joe." 

With this gloomy foreboding, Fortune's poor victim took his leave ; and, 
like Christian, resumed his burthensome journey of life, hung all over with 
the slime and mud of the Slough of Despond. 

"Egad!" said Sir Mark, **he's likely enough to trouble old Stubbs and 
a dozen more, to find why his body's swelled up, like a cow's ailer clover, 
or his cheeks are purple, and his eyes staring out of his head. I never yet 
saw a man recover who gave himself up so. I remember a gentleman with 
a gig-shafl through his body, promising his friends he would get over it, 
and so he did : and another fellow with only a few scratches and bruises, 
declared himself a dead one, and so it came offi There are many sorts of 
deaths for Joe, but it's fdo de se against the field ; and particularly if the 
methodist parson would take him into training. I don't know anything 
more likely than ranters and canters -to make one sick of the world !" 

" You are acquainted with Uriah, then ?" asked the Justice. 

" To be sure I am," said the Baronet : " he is fond of coming to the meets 
of the Hunt, and attacks every man in scarlet as he would the Scarlet Lady 
herself. Many 's the time he has turned me down to Satan, and Beelzebub, 
and Belial, and ApoUyon — but I can't go through half the names of his 
pack. I verily believe some day I shall horsewhip him. Nobody respects 
rehgion more than I do, or goes more regularly to church ; — but these 
fellows, confound 'em ! are not content with setting up toll-gates in the 
load to heaven, but they must be as extorting and as insolent as turnpike 
men to boot !" 

" You should hear the Squire," said Rin^wood, " he is the reverse of 
talkative ; but when he meets the ranter he lets loose in earnest I expect 
sometimes they will set-to like Broughton and Slack." 

" It would be six to four on Uriah," said the Baronet, " and no takers. 
Ned is a lij^ht- weight, and the ranter is a bi^ one. What say. ye, Kate?" 

'' Indeed^ I 'm thinking," said Mrs. Hamilton, " it would be like Jack 
the Giant-Killer fighting Galligantus. I never saw a human being so 
frightfully resembling an ogre as the ranter. He looks, while saving sinners' 
souls, as if he longed to eat their bodies. I have heard from my childhood 
of Bogie, but I was never introduced to him before." 

'* And for my part," said Grace, *'I have read of Fates, and Furies, and 
Amazons, but till this morning they were reckoned among ancient fictions. 
I shall dream of that gipsy queen for a month to come." 

" It's a thousand pities," said Sir Mark ; " but I auite forgot her skill in 
palmistry. You ought, Grace, to have shown her that little white hand of 
yours -J and Ringwood should have had his fortune told at the same time — 
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and Raby too. I will not pretend to say how it is done ; but she certiunly 
can see the other side of the hedge. You should have heard her with my 
nephew when she told him — but what is become of St. Kitt's?'* 

" Stole away, a few minutes after the brown Woman," replied Ringwood, 
"and by this time he is, may be, taking turn about with Unlucky Joe in learn- 
ine his doom beforehand." 

The Creole had actually withdrawn himself as his cousin described. 
During the woman's presence he had watched for some secret si^n of re- 
cognition, or hint of an assignation ; but his expectation ended in disap- 
pomtment, for he could not even catch her eye. Her injunction was for- 
gotten. The approaching term reminded him of the painful probability of 
returning to college with the question which \^y nearest to his heart still 
unsolveo^ ; and he determined at all hazards to follow her, and to ascertain 
finally whether the obnosaons reproach of bis birth was to be cured or to be 
endured. Trusting, therefore, to his own invention for an excuse after- 
wards, he slipped quietly out of the room, and leaving the company to their 
own conjectures as to his absence, set forth in pursuit of the wanderer. 
Possibly the latter anticipated this course ; for she studiously chose the 
most unfrequented lanes and by-ways, and it was finally in the loneliest 
and dreariest spot of the neighbourhood that the Creole, like Saul, held 
communion witn his Witch of Endor. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

Tott do seem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me : Pray you 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more • 
Than to be sure they do : for certainties 
Either are past remedies, or, timely Icnowing, 
The remedy then born) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

CrMBELIirK. 

My other self, my counsel's consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet, 

I as a child will go by thy direction. 

Richard III. 

"You have ill obeyed my command, Walter Tyrrel," said the woman, 
as she seated herself on a lo^ by the way-side : ^^ I bade you not seek me ; 
and as the first and only injunction I ever laid on you, it deserved more 
respect.'* 

''You should have told me all then, or nothing," said the Creole: "it 
was your own pleasure to invoke my curiosity, and you must lay the spirit 
you nave callea up." 

" Sit down then beside me,'* said the woman, " and give me your hand." 

"Pshaw! that's a mummery," said the Creole impatiently. "What I 
desire to know concerns the past rather than the future, so you may spare 
your palmistry." 

" My thoughts glance backwards, as well as yours," said the woman ; 
" and have as little to do with palmistry. Tell me, Walter Tyrrel, is it 
beeomins that I and my child, my foster-child, should meet without a greet- 
ing? It I claimed an embrace even, it might be my due." 

" There it is, then," said the Creole, extending his hand to her, which she 
covered with kisses — " 1 am a poor fond woman, and my doting memory 
will fly back to the time when you hung smiling on my bosom, or lay (deep- 
ing on my knees." 


TTLNET BALL. 137 

"Enough of the nursery," said the Creole, ''I seek not to know where 
or how I slept, or what childish ditty served for my lullaby.'* 

" Walter Tyrrel," said the woman, solemnly, " scorn not my love. You 
may live, like me, to lament the dearth of it Aye, at this very moment, 
reckon up the hearts that are devoted to your interest; and can you poll 
so many, that mine is to be despised ? Shall I set down your cousins for 
two?" 

'< Yes," said the Creole, bitterly, "but with a tick against each name, to 
mark them as doubtful votes." 

''And what is your own feeling towards your kinsmen?" asked the 
woman. 

" I fear but a neutral one," said the Creole : " it seems to occupy a de- 
bateable land between love and hatred, and to make occasional incursions 
into either territory." 

** You must hate them," said the woman, vehemently, and with the gut- 
tural utterance of the very passion she inculcated. " xou must hate them 
mortally — as I do! There are some persons who profess to repay evil 
with good, to render kindness for unkinaness ; but that is no creed of mine. 
I return scorn for scorn — wrong for wrong — blow for blow, — and the 
being that reproached me with my birth, should have cause to rue his 
own." 

"Ha!" exclaimed the Creole, with a start, as if she had touched him 
with another weapon, " how came you to know that taunt?" 

*' I have ears," answered the woman, " and I have eyes : and if I some- 
times play the eavesdropper and the spy, it is to prosper the last wish, the 
last hope, the last blessmg I possess on earth. I have heard that taunt ut- 
tered ; and have seen it wring you like the sting of the scorpion ; and well 
it may !" 

" It is true, then," said the Creole, in a tone of despondency, " and I must 
put up with the reproach.*' 

"It is false," said the woman, "and the scoff must be avenged. Your 
parents were united in wedlock — holy wedlock as it is called — and, for as 
much as it is worth, you are legitimate." 

" Thanks be to heaven !" said the Creole, " and to you, for that comfort- 
ing speech. No form of human words ever sounded so sweetlv to my ears 
as that one sentence ! It has plucked a shaf\ out of my bosom that has long 
rankled there, and has healed the wound of years in a breath. I am now 
Ringwood's equal ! Let him dare to taunt me now, and he shall have it 
huiied back in his teeth, and the lie along with it." 

" Not yet," said the woman, " the time is not come. But remember 
every wron v ; record every insult ; add word to word, and deed to deed, 
till the whole heap of injury be worthy of a stem and deep revenge, a full 
and final atonement." 

" That is a task beyond the stretch of my patience," said the Creole. " I 
must strike now — now, when I am stricken. In a short time we return 
to Oxford, where the unworthy insult may find repetition ; amongst the 
follows — in common-hall perhaps — but the walls shall re-echo with my 
contradiction." 

"And where are your proofs?" said the woman. "Will you refer to 
the words of an obscure vagrant — a reputed gipsy — who professes to 
have nursed you in childhood — a tale very improbable, though strictly 
true ? But be satisfied ; the proofs may one day be necessary to establish 
your civil rights, and be assured they shall be forthcoming." 

" And why not now ?" asked St. Kitts, with a gesture of impatience. 

"Walter Tyrrel," said the woman, "I will not be questioned. If not 
your parent by course of nature, I am the direct representative of your mo- 
ther ; and in right of my entire love and devotion ought to possess your 
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^l^titdde And Confidence. Wherefore am I in this country ? wh^ in this 
earth even, but for the sake of Walter Tyrrel ? He is the last hnk of a 
chain of love, the sole tie that attaches me to a weary worlds where other- 
wise my own hands would long since have shortened my passage to the 
grave. My sun is set and my day is in the wane, but there is still one 
right point in my sky, like the sole star of the evening, — you are that soli- 
tary star, that particular orb, to which my affections, my hopes, and my 
wishes, all point with the constancy of the magnetic needle. For you and 
your welfare, I am ready to peril my body here, and my soul hereafter ; 
And for this, in the absence of ner who bore you, your duty is due to myself. 
Yes, Walter Tyrrel, you must love me, honour me, and confide in me. 
You must listen to me — .and you must obey me !" 

'* I cannot dispute your credentials," replied the Creole ; '^ neither will I 
rashly reject nor admit your rights over me : but I may reasonably protest 
against the mode in wnich they are proposed to be exercised. Granting 
such a connexion to be established between us as you have asserted , what 
possible reason can exist for letting it lie dormant, whilst we mutually sufier 
oy imputation ; you — excuse me — as an equivocal character, and I under 
a stigma which you declare to be unfounded ? Your manners and lan- 
guage persuade me that you have occupied a situation in life to which my 
uncle would gladly endeavour to restore you." 

" Never," said the woman, with energy, '' never will I become a depend- 
ant in any of its grades. A free will such as mine has been, cannot stoop 
to be controlled, or even to be gainsaid by advice. Rather would I lead, as 
I now live, the life of a savage. With sufHcient means to supply the wants 
of nature, I shall be contented to act as the guardian genius of Walter 
Tyrrel ; and to serve him well and truly I am willing to remain a nameless 
foreign wanderer, unshackled by any further communion with the world, 
and as unrestrained by its laws, customs, and prejudices, as the very queen 
of the wild vagrant tribe I am supposed to govern." 

" At least," said St.Kitts, who be^an to be touched by her devoted pro- 
fessions of attachment, " you will allow me to contribute to your personal 
comforts. My uncle's allowance is liberal, and, with my own small an- 
nuity, enables me to lay by a sum that I would cheerfully appropriate to 
your service. It would at least provide a decent lodging." 

** I am lodged already," said tne woman, " and have a home, such as be- 
fits my homely fare and my household habits. You shall have my secret, 
and I must know some of yours. We are met in the very spot for such 
divulgings ; where a change of the cheek from white to red, or from red to 
white, would be perfectly invisible. In this solitary lane there is a night- 
like shadow, even at noon-day, and the over-arching trees lay their heads 
together and tremble and whisper like state conspirators. You have heard 
of Hennessey's Hut ?" — the Creole nodded assent — "a temporary lodge, 
for the use of some gamekeeper who committed murder there, or was mur- 
dered, I remember not which. It is there that I dwell, a desolate woman 
within desolate walls, and in the solitude I covet ; — for the hut is haunted, 
and the vulgar take care not to intrude on my retreat for fear of encounter- 
ing the dupp^ — I mean to say the ghost. Some day you shall visit mo 
there ; but mind, Walter Tyrrel, not without an invitation." 

" Your secret shall be as safe with me," said the Creole, " as in the keep- 
ing of the dead. And now, under the same solemn pledge, what do you seek 
to know from me ?" 

" It concerns yourself," said the woman. ** I have some foreknowledge 
of your fate ; for whatever man or woman wishes to be, they may gene- 
rally become ; we are masters and mistresses of our own fortunes, more 
strictly than the weak and the timid are willing to admit My questions 
refer therefore to the present, rather than to future contingencies : and in 
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the first place, for what profession does your uncle design you, when you 
shall quit the University ?'\ , 

" For my father's profession," said the Creole, — " the army; Sir Mark 
has promised to purcnase me a commission in the Guards.*' 

''Aye," said ttie woman, "tocarr^ the colours throughout the prime of 
your kfe, and be a captain at fifly, if not earlier slain in battle, or carried 
off by a duel : for your complexion will be apt to excite the raillery of the 
officers. They may some day think of tracing your pedigree to the black 
cymbal-player in tne band of the regiment, — aye, there 's a scowl, and 
your hand seeks for a sword ! But to be serious. Your main hope is your 
uncle : but fox-hunters sometimes die suddenly, — a neck is broken in an 
instant, — and after the death of Sir Mark, how would your prospects look 
if gilded with no more sunshine than would be shed on them by the new 
Baronet, Sir Rui^wood ?" 

" Cloudy enough, heaven knows !" answered the Creole. 

"But again," said the woman, "if Sir Ringwood also should break his 
neck, for he too is a follower of Nimrod, and that pale-faced youth, his bro- 
ther, should succeed to the title and the estates, would your hopes be 
brighter then ?" 

'°Not a whit," said the Creole. " If the first of November were foeey 
and gloomy, I should hardly look for better weather on the second. My 
two cousins, with respect to their love for me, are equal shareholders in a 
very small capital." 

" And if Raby should die too," said the woman, " what would happen 
then?" 

" The estates would go to the heir-at-law," said the Creole ; " and Tyl- 
ney Hall would have a new master." 

"Yourself, Walter Tyrrel ; your own self;" said the woman. "Has 
it never entered your mind to inquire into the order of the succession 7" 

" Never," said the Creole. " As a natural son, the subject did not con- 
cern me ; nor does it much interest me now, when I am declared legiti- 
mate. It is such a remote chance as I would sell, this minute, for Esau's 
mess of pottage." 

" Nevertheless," said the woman, " it is such a chance as may happen. 
I have known as rapid promotions without a war. In the West Indies, the 
cassava-worm and a long thumbnail would make it certain ; but to you, 
that is a riddle. As I said before, hard riders get hard falls ; and a fox- 
hunter may be in at his own death, instead of reynard's : neither do I con- 
sider that' a pale, sedentary student must necessarily be a long liver, be* 
cause he sits when he should walk, and watches when he ought to sleep; 
no, the thread the fates spin (or him is frail and short." 

" It is just possible," said the Creole ; " but Raby rhymes with maybe — 
he may some day, Uke Prospero, drown his book, and renew his lease of 
life by turning gentleman-farmer ; while Ringwood may tire of tlie chase. 
But enough of ttiis : mine is not the patience that can wait barefoot for the 
reversion of dead men's shoes. I would rather be the builder of my own 
fortune." 

"Yes — hod-carrier and all," said the woman, with a sneer ; " tediously 
raising it up, brick af^er brick ; and I may live long enough to see the foun- 
dation. Time is as necessary to raise fortunes as forests ; there must be 
frowthy erowth, growth. A year or two may suffice to environ you with 
elts and clumps of saplings ; but century on century must elapse to sur- 
round you with the ma^incent oaks, and chesnuts, and beeches, that em- 
bosom the Hall. Methmks it were a proud feeling to ride down its stately 
avenue, and looking round on that lordly mansion, and its noble park, to 
exclaim. All this. Sir Walter Tynel, from the sky to the earth's centre, is 
your own !" 

7—2 
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*' A proud feeling indeed,'' said the Creole ; " but you might as well, like 
Satan, take me to the top of a high mountain, and oiier me the kingdoms 
of the earth." 

"Walter Tyrrel!" said the woman, angrily, ^yon have twice quoted 
from a volume in whieb I place no faith ; and the second time to liken me 
to a devil ; but I will not now dispute about creeds. You may believe or 
not in those scriptural prophets, provided you will also give your credence 
to me. I pretend to nothing beyond human foresight ; yet as surely as 
there is an air we breathe in, so certainly shall you rioe between those trees 
I have mentioned, and you shall feel the proud feeling I have supposed, nnd 
think the very thoughts I have uttered f Mark my words, and you may 
well wish them to come true. The man ought to have some such prospect 
before him, who hopes one hope that I could name to him." 

" It is a flattering promise, truly," said the Creole ; " but to obtain such 
implicit credence, you must g[o to my aunt's Scotchwoman, who puts fiutb 
in the second'sight, a superstition in which I am not yet a believer. But 
what is this hope, which demands such a golden consummation ?" 

"To — marry — Grace — Rivers," answered the woman, with an em- 
phatic pause between each word, at the same time placing her hand upon 
nis arm as if to jud^e of the effect of the communication ; and she had well 
judged its power, tie started up, as from an electric shock, and for some 
minutes stood gazm^ intently at the speaker, as if he expected a bodily 
change to come over tier ; but there she sat, in the same quiet attitude, 
neither moved by his emotion nor surprised at his amazement. The gloom 
of the place would not allow him to distinguish the smile that played on her 
face, but it was implied in the very tone of her voice when she spoke : — 

" Pray sit down again, and do not stand staring about me for a black 
cat or a broomstick, as though I were a witch. Is it anjrthing marvellous,, 
that one who has known love in all its phases, should be able to detect the 
signs of the passion in another, more es pec ially when that other has been 
watched so narrowly as I have watched Walter Tyrrel 7 I could tell you 
tiungs infinitely more starting, without reference to any fiuniliar but expe- 
rience." 

** 1 will doubt nothing you can tell me hereafter," said the Creole, resum- 
ing his seat " B^ heaven, you have bared my heart before me, and shown 
me hopes, and wishes, as strange to me as my own person, before I saw 
k reflected in a glass ! But say on, for I recognise the auguiy, and from 
this moment you shall be my oracle and my guide." 

** I have confessed to you," said the woman, " that I have been a very 
spy for your sake ; I have walked with some as silently as their shadow, 
and I have talked with others, who thought thev were conversing with a 
man ; but that was a masquerade. I have watched and listened ; and you 
shall have the sum of my intelligence. One thing is certain ; your love for 
Miss Bivers must be hatred of your two cousins, for the youngest is your 
rival, and I fear, a favoured one." 

" I believe it, indeed," muttered the Creole, between his teeth ; '' but 
Raby shall never have her !" 

" You are right," said the woman. "She is destined to prefer Rinfiwood. 
by special agreement of the two fathers — aye, clench your hanas ana 
stamp your foot ! were I a man, nay woman as I am, no livuig being 
should stand safely between my heart and its object But the right hour 
will come. You are soon to return to Oxford ; but your college studies 
must be very diflerent to tiiose you have hitherto pursued. Instead of por- 
ing over Greek and Latin authors, fix your eyes intently on the book of 
fate — read your own fortune — turn over the pa^es of your hopes, your 
wishes, and your fears ; think of Raby and Grace Rivers — think of Rin^ 
wood, and of me — resolve what to do, and resolve to do it — there is a 
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blight path before you. In the mean time man may plot, but woman can 
counterplot ; and there is one whose whole wit and will, heart and soul, are 
devoted to your service. Be of good courage ! The taunt will be avenged, 
the grave will receive its dead ; and then, when the Hall is won, and the 
lady is wed, and my word is fulfilled, Sir Walter Tyrrel himself will be the 
first to do thus.'' 

As she pronounced the last word, the Creole suddenl^r found himself in 
her arms, and before he could disengage himself she kissed him on each 
aide of the face; she then broke away with her usual abruptness, and hur- 
ried alon^ the lane, leaving St. Kitts to gaze after her, like a man *' drown- 
ed in a dream." 

At last he remounted his horse and rode thoughtfully homeward ; and as he 
reflected on what had passed, his memory recalled a thousand trivial circum- 
stancesj inexplicable at the time of their occurrence, but now that he was 
furnished with a clue, they all tended to corroborate the intelligence he had 
received. The mutual attachment of Raby and Grace, and the matrimo- 
nial scheme of Sir Mark, were soon clearly developed, and then came rash 
and revengeful thoughts and suggestions more dark and dangerous, which 
were chased away only to return again, like the flies round his horse's 
head. As he entered the avenue he involuntary repeated the words which 
the woman had predicted he should some day u tter in that spot ; and the 
title of Sir Walter Tyrrel was repeated agam, and again, and again, in 
mental echoes, till he stood on the very steps of the Hall. 

Fortunately he arrived a short time before the party returned ; and throw- 
ing himself on a sofa, he prepared to act the indisposition he meant to plead, 
in accounting for his abrupt departure from Hawksley. As he really looked 
jaded and distressed, the excuse was well received ; the Barouet, indeed, 
remarked on his languid appearance the moment he entered, and preBcnb-' 
eda.timb2ei of mulled wine, and an application to Dr. Bellamy, the latter of 
which recommendations the Creole aeclined. It was notmng, he said, 
but a headache and dizziness which had made him hasten into the air ; and, 
aince the ride home he was better, and should be well in less time than Old 
Pormalitr would consnnM in e6niing. 

" Egad," said the Baronet, *< you stole away cleverly ; nobody but Ring- 
wood saw you break cover. We all settled down to it that you had bolted 
ailer the gipsy, to get her to tell from her conjuring cards what sort of 
hands you are to hold throiigh life." 

" And here is your dos, St. Kitts, which you forgot in your haste," said 
Raby, putting down the little animal on the sofa beside his master, who 
fixed his eyes intently on the speaker, and his distempered fancy whispered 
to him that a smile of malicious triumph accompanied the delivery of the 
rejected spaniel. He returned thanks, therefore, with a bitter frown, which 
was attributed to the pain in his forehead ; but it proceeded from a deeper 
pans ; and from that moment the woman's injunction concerning the feel- 
ing he should entertain towards both his cousins was riddly obeyed. Ring- 
wgod had for some time been his aversion, and the brother now became an 
ol^ect of equal dislike. Every sigh for Grace involved an execration on 
Raby, so that, unnatural as such an allegory must appear, Love carried 
the torch of Hatred in his hand, and fanned it with his own breath. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Veril V, his temper haih travelled, and put up sfi frequently at certain inns, that it hath 
adopted their ai^ns. It shows as flery as a Dragoon, as angry aa a Red Lion, aa rad9 
as a Bear with a Ragged Staff; — he is aa bad company as a Blue Boar, and hath gol> 
tea the triek of bellowing out hia words at the Bull and Mouth. 

Every Man out of his Homoub. 

For my part, I was always a bungler at all kinds of sport that required either patienca 
or adroitness; and had not angled above half an hour, before I had completely satiafied 
the sentiment, and convinced myself of the truth of Izaalc Walton's opinion, that an> 
gling is aome thing like poetry — a man must be Lorn to it. 

Washing TON Iryiito. 

They met all innocence — and hope — and youth : 
And all their words were thoughts, — their thoughts pure truth: 
Every new day that paasM, paaa'd them the fleeter. 
And hours, though sweet, were chased by hours still sweeter : 
Love had adopted them. 

Thk Garden of Fi.orskos. 

A FEW days after the visit to Hawksle^, an old acquaintance called at the 
Hall^ and, taking Sir Mark by the foot, instead of the hand, politely insisted 
on his remaining seated in his easy chair : in other words, the Baronet was 
disabled by a fresh attack of podagra ; his feet swelled, and. being carefully 
swaddled up in flannel, were deposited on a sort of stool of repentance. 

The eout is a perfect Judge Jefferies in trying the temper, for where it 
tries it always condemns; and even the good humour of the fox-hunter be- 
came bitter bad under the inquisition in his extremities ; whilst the aspect 
of domestic afiairs contributeci not a little to fret him and stir his bile. Un- 
der the inflictions of this disorder, he always became very meditative : as his 
bodily activity was restrained, bis mental ener^es grew busy ; and, when 
his limbs resumed their usual exercise, his mina became passive in propor- 
tion. Thus, when the fleshly race lies prostrate at dead of night, the dis- 
embodied spirits rise up and walk ; ana at morning, when the ghosts lie 
down again in the grave, the carnal tribes get up erect, and move about— 
such is the alternate reign of the immaterial and the material. In this pos- 
ture, Sir Mark had leisure to ruminate on many a cud composed of sour and 
bitter herbs, which supplied him with plentv ofvinesar and sail ; and during 
his splenetic flts he employed himself in n-aming Iret-work, putting toads 
under harrows, and similar amusements, in which oedomatous martyrs are 
apt to indulge, at the expense of those about them. He drove the student 
to sportins, and the sportsman to study — forbade Ringwood's visits to Hol- 
lington, Raby's to Hawksley, and the Creole's to either; whilst Mrs. Ha- 
raifton was tormented with complaints, till she almost wished herself back 
at Glencosie ; even the first favourite, had she been present, would hardly 
have escaped a snubbing. Never before had he been known to be so cross- 
grained and perverse : he was really a family nuisance, from which there 
was no escape ; for when any one left the presence, he did not fail to com- 
pare himself to a wounded deer that is shunned by the herd ; and if that 
failed, there was an absolute command from him, as commodore, not to part 
company. 

Tnus assembled round him in the drawings-room, the party would have 
made a whimsical family picture, every individual being in a strange ele- 
ment, like the personages in the modern farce of" Fish out of Water,'* 
where the ambassador's secretary has to make chocolate, and the cook tries 
to write despatches. Beside the fireplace, in gloomy gouty state, sat the 
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Baronet himself, occupying a sort of forbidden circle, within which no hu- 
man foot could approach, without incurring an awful denunciation. He was 
quite as much out of his line as any one, for he held the " Paradise Lost" in 
his right hand, and a chair on his left was occupied by some dozens of to- 
iumes, forming a pyramid of poetry. On the other side sat Mrs. Hapoilton 
with a newspaper, and a weary sleepy look, as if she had been sitting up 
all nigjit ; but in truth she had only been reading some long prosy dozy 
speeches in the '< Parliamentary Debates" of that period, and listenmg to 
her brother's comments, equally tedious and somniferous, for of all disagree- 
able tics on earth, politics were as odious . to her as sheepticks, fanatics, 
frantics, splenetics, or tic-douloureuz. Next to her sat Raby, fumbling among 
far, wool, feathers, and silk, pretending to make a May-fly, in deference to 
the paternal humour ; and opposite to nim, at a table, sat Ringwood, hke 
a great schoolboy, copying out the poems which his father selected, while 
at the end of the same table St Kitts attempted to propitiate the gouty tem- 
per by working on an unfinished drawing of " Hounds going to Cover,** 
which he had thrown aside in disgust the year before. 

The Baronet eyed them all in turn, making mouths at them, and crabbed 
faces, which perhaps belonged to pain, and perhaps to peevishness ; and, 
like an armed ship among gun-boats, he kept firing away, now a shot at 
one, and then a shot at another, wherever he could bring his artillery to 
bear. 

" Here, Ringwood," he-said, "copy out this piece of Mr. Milton's poetry, 
and begin with 'Grace was in all her steps' — Zounds, sirrah, 'ware gout { 
Keep off my toes ! Can't you let me die first, before you try to thrust your 
feet mto my shoes? Look there, Raby will be dubbmg on till doomsday ; 
his May-fly will be in time for August. Why, boy, if you were thrown on 
a desert island, like Robinson Crusoe, you would be starved alive, for you 
can neither hunt, fowl, nor fishi But go on, Kate, with the debate about 
royal marriages, — or give me the paper, for I see it goes against the grain 
with you. r know your opinions on such subjects. You would have the 
heir to the crown go a-courting where he likes ; love 's a plant with strong 
root^ and the Prince may plant it at a cottage door, and his royal father is 
, word. Parents are not to interfere ; there 's to be no whip- 


not to speak a word. Parents are not to mterfere ; there 's to be no whip- 

{>ing-«n ; young people are to run riot, babbling after whatever game they 
ike, hare or fox, deer or rabbit, or even pulling down mutton. Let 'em match, 
racer and cartmare, no matter what. 1 suppose if you heard Dr. Cobb put- 
ting up Ringwood Tyrrel and Dolly Wiggms, or Raby and Nancy Trott, 
or St Kitts and the queen of the gipsies, you would not stand up, not you, 
and say, I bar the banns ?" 

" Upon my word," said Mrs. Hamilton with a subdued smile, " my ima- 
gination never suggested any associations so improbable." 

" May be not," said the Baronet testily ; ** but you can't guess a young 
lover's line ouite so well as a fox's ; you do n't know whether he 'II go up 
the wind or aown the wind ; — but go on with the speeches — or stay, I '11 
first take a look at my nephew's picture" — (the drawing was handed to 
him) — "Aye, going to cover, — and I hope they '11 find a fox with three 
less, or else they '11 never catch him. There 's a hound for you ; some of 
Alderman's blood of course, for he's pot-bellied enough for the father of the 
corporation." 
" My dear sir," said the Creole, " it 's only in outline, and that apparent 

bulk, when it comes to be rounded off with the shadows " 

" Round it off with a paring-knife," said the Baronet, who seemed inclined 
to punish the Creole for carrying Blenheim spaniels to Hawksley. " And 
here 's a nag ! Egad, your huntsman is c^ueerty mounted. I 've seen a good 
many horses in my day, some standing high in front, and some behind, and 
so forth, but I never met with a nag with two long near legs and two short 
2* 
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ofPlegs, like this phenomenon. He must lean on one side in going,. like a 
yacht in a squall.'' 

*' My dear uncle," said St. Kitts, ** it is the perspective that makes the 
legs ofsuch different len^s." 

" My best thanks for the information," said the perverse Baronet ; " the 
next horse I buy I'll have it put into the warranty, — free from splint, spa- 
vin, ringbone, and perspective. You m^^ well grin, Ringwood ; but get 
on with your writing, — and hark ye, do it in a gentlemanly sort of runnmg 
hand, and not like a charity-boy's Christmas piece. A bit of a curvet, too^ 
with the pen, now and then, is well enough, but the last copy I 9aw, half 
your words led off with a little floiuisb that had the very twist of a sow's 
tail. — Yes, yes, St. Kitts, it's now your turn to grin ; but remember one, 
thing ■<— if it should please God to reduce us to beggary, we mus'nt turn 
drawing^raasters ; — no, nor fishermen neither, if we fumble over a hook 
like Raby. — Curse this gout ! — I 'II tell you what, Kate, you want me to 
have Dr. Bellamy, I know you do by your looks, — but if I'm to leave this 
world, I do n't want Old Formality to bow and scrape me out of it So 
mark me ; if he enters the Hall, I '11 walk away from it ; I will, by Jove, if 
I walk on my hands like a mountebank !" 

In this Querulous tone the Baronet indulged for some time, till at length 
the fly-maker jumped up, and, to the envy oi his feUow-sufierers, quitted the 
room, exclaiming as he went, "Now for a trout!" — a fish for which Sir 
Mark had taken an untimely yearning, and, with the waywardness of a 
longing woman, he insisted that it should be caught by no one but his 
younger son. 

Accordingly, to the utter astonishment of the household, the studious 
Raby was seen setting forth from, the Hall with a fishing-rod over his 
shomder ; but, with a prophetic mis^ving as to his piscatory success, he 
carried neither basket nor can. In lieu of these, one pocket was furnished 
with a copy of Walton's Complete Angler, a volume he was very fond of 
reading : skipping, however, all the parts that related practically to angling ; 
and in the otner pocket was a note-book, wherein he occasionally pencilled 
scraps of verse, the originals of which would have been vainly sought for in 
the poets from Homer downwards. A few stanzas, which he composed 
and entered in its pages during his proa;res8 through the park, will serve to 
show the very unsportsmanlike tone of feeling with which he could walk, 
over a domain abounding in game of every sort, without once taking aim 
with his mind's eye, or putting a wish upon half-cock. 

Play on, ye timid Rabbits ! 

JPor I can see ye run, 

Ne'er thinking of a gun. 
Or of the ferret's habits. 

Ye sportive Hares ! go forcing 

The dew-drop from the bent ; 

My mind is not intent 
On greyhounds or on coursing. 

Feed on, ye gorgeous Pheasants ! 

My sight I do not vex 

With cards about your necks^ 
Forestalling you for presents 

Go sazing on, and bounding, 

'rhou solitary Deer ! 

My fancy does not hear 
Hounds baying, and horns sounding. 
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Each furr'd or featherM creaturv, 

Enjoy with me this earth, 

Its life, its love, its mirth, 
And die the death of nature ! 

Thus provided, he directed his steps towards a stream which flowed 
round the extremity of the park, and divided the estate of the Baronet from 
that of the Justice ; but a little rustic bridge afibrded the means of com- 
munication between the neighbours, when they chose to visit each other on 
foot. The brook was shaded only on one side by trees, so that, from the 
opposite bank, the angler could freely cast his fly upon the water, and, to 
judge from many a silvery flash, as the fish sprang out of the green shadowfly 
m skilful hands the line would not be cast in vain. In one part the stream 
had a slight fall, sufiicient to cause a continual murmur and a desirable 
agitation of the water, for the trout, like champagne drinkers, prefer tho 
brisk and bubbling to the still element : and here Kaby ought to have plied 
his bait ; but from ignorance, or some latent reason, he chose a station near 
the bridge, where he prepared his tackle, and probably no human bein^ 
ever took rod in hand with such premeditated forbearance towards the finny 
race. 

A single trout was all that he wished or designed to capture ; but from 
the style of his commencement, even that one had a chance of remaining 
uncau^ht The ver}[ first cast lodged the fly upon the branch of a tree, to 
which It was so partial that it refused to return with the line ; but Raby 
was unconscious of the loss, and kept whipping on, till his arm ached, of 
course without obtaining a single rise. Such bad luck astonished him ; 
for, although he was a novice in the art, he had been led to expect dif> 
ferently by the description in Walton, where the tyro has half a dozen trouts 
at his fly in the compass of a single page. His patience, therefore, began 
to fail ; and, concluding that there was something adverse in the weather, 
or the water, or in'the nsh themselves, he laid his rod down on the bank, 
and pulling out his note-book, be^an inditing some lines to the king-fisher, 
which haajust glanced across his eyes like a flash of blue li^ht. He haa 
written thirteen hues of his sonnet, and was concluding it with an " alas ! 
that brightest things should be the fleetest," when he heard the sotmd of 
footsteps, and, under the impulse of his usual nervousness, he instantly 
pocketed his book, and caught up his rod, and began fishing with all his 
might, like a schopl-boy who had neglected his task for a story-book, or a 
lawyer's clerk who had been detected 

** Penning a stanza when he should engross." 

Fixing his eyes intently on the water, and professing to be quite absorbed 
in his sport, he hoped to escape notice or recognition ; but his manceuvre 
was in vain ; the passenger crossed the bridge, and, coming to his elbow, 
accosted him in a* voice as familiar to him as his own. 

" Powers of magic ! what do I see ? Raby Tyrrel transformed into a 
fisherman !V 

"Even so. Miss Rivers," — answered Raby, quite as much embarrassed 
as his line, which had just entangled itself with a bramble ; " and fortunate 
it is that you are no poor woman, to whom even a chub would be a charity, 
for I have not a single fin to bestow.^' 

" No great trial of temper, I dare say," answered Grace, " though such 
a result would make some anglers forget the meekness that belongs to the * 
character. You were always confessedly averse to killing in sport, and I 
perceive you have been fishmg very characteristically without hook or fly." 

The angler blushed, as he looked towards the end. of his line and dis- 
covered the deficiency. ** I guess how it is," he said : " my,artificial insect 
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imitated the natural one so abominably that it cbose to settle on yonder 
willow, and there it bangs, no doubt with its steel sting through one of the 
twi^ instead of the ^ills I intended it to pierce." 

" w'hat ! you fish, m earnest ?" exclaimed Grace, with a mixture of real 
and mock astonishment, " I can hardly believe my ears. You have neither 
tamed Catholic, nor is this Lent : what doquent old Palmer has converted 
you and made you a disciple in his art 1^ 

** The gout, Urace. the gout," answered Raby : " that has transformed 
every one at Uie Hall. It nas converted my gooa-humoured merry father 
into a terrible tormentor, who has been riding by turns on all our necks, 
like the Old Man of the Sea. In obedience to his whim, I botched up a 
May- fly with my own hands, and came hither to catch a trout for his dinnec 
I wish he may not have to make shift on a minnow.*' 

" A most nlial work," said Grace, " and one deserving better success. 
It makes me wish that, like Cleopatra, I could send my divers to hang trout 
upon your hook. But pray fish on ; for Sir Mark's dear sake, I would try 
myself to bob a bluebottle about in the water. Take another fly, and I 
will sit beside you and look on." 

So sajring, sne seated herself on a large stone, which served as a paro- 
chial landmark, while Raby afiixed a fresh fly to his line, and resumed his 
anelins ; but the consciousnsss of being watched, and especially by the 
danL blue eyes of Grace Rivers, caused a tremor from his heart down to the 
veiT tips oi his fingers, and his line started and trembled as if a lar^e fish 
had actually been struggling on the hook. At last he bethought himself 
of a way of diverting her attention from his own unskilful attempts. 

** There, Grace," he said, handing her a book from his pocket; "there 
is a volume that will amuse you far better than my unsuccessful practice. 
It will delight you with its refreshing pastoral images, and some sweet 
madrigals to boot, besides setting you nght in your technicals, when you 
have to speak hereafter of the mysteries of the angler's gentle craft" 

The young lady took the book with a smile, and was soon deeply engased 
with its contents ; whilst Raby resumed his sport, if so it may be called, 
for not a single trout would rise to his fly, though he whirled it about, 
bobbed it up and down, drew it backward and forward both slowly and 
swiftly, andf then let it lie motionless. He might as well have fished m the 
zodiac, attended by '* the man that holds the watering-pot" to receive '^ the 
fish with glittering scales." At last, in a desperate throw, he dislocated the 
top-joint of his rod, which dived endwise into the stream, then sprang up 
again, and, settling on the surface, began to drift away with the current. 
It was irrecoverable. He watched the slender top-gallant till it whiried 
out of sight in a bend of the brook, and then tumins round to address his 
companion, he started to behold her, with a flushed mce, hastily closing the 
volume he had given her to peruse. The truth flashed on his mind m an 
instant, and he stood aghast, in something of the predicament of Caidinal 
Wolsey, when he saw his secret papers in the hands of his incensed sove- 
reign. 

As for Grace, she had cause for surprise, perhaps anger. Opening the 
pages at random, the unsuspicious girl had found some such poems as the 
Sonnet to the Woodpecker, and the stanzas recently composed in the park, 
which she read with more admiration than a professed critic would have 
thought due to their merit ; and she was just meditating a compliment to 
Raby's taste in the selection, when her eyes arrived at the conclusion of 
some lines, the last of which convinced her that one poem, at least, was no 
extract, but original. It rah thus : — 

If to believe that dreams were truth. 
And all the fond romance of youth ; 
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Each pietured charm that fancy prized 
In one fair form now realised ;— 
If to sum up in that dear scc^o 
My all of joy, my all of hope : 
Wnere faithlessness there could be none. 
For all the sex was ilierg'd in one — 
If to be happy in her nearness, 
Holding her very silk in deamess ; 
As if my heart could have no home 
But where she was, or was to come — 
If from the contact of a finger^ 
An after bliss for days conld Imger, 
A feeling kept secure and chaste, 
Till by the next sweet touch effac'd— - 
If to pine afler pow'r and glory 
But for one sake — if in lore story, 
To make each tenderest phrase refer 
All that is bright and good to her •— 
If with all thoughts to haunt her bow'r. 
True as the bee is to the flowV ; 
Her image join'd with all day-scheming, 
And nightly worshipped in all dreaming-* 
If these be signs thAt love delivers, 
I am thy lover, fair Grace Rivers. 

The conscience of Raby instantly furnished him with the words which 
had caused so much confusion : ana any young gentleman of a modest un- 
assuming disposition, of retired habits, and withal constitutionally nervoos, 
may estimate his consternation when he found that, without preface, apo- 
logy, or introduction to the reader, he had placed in the young lady*s hands 
a plain broad declaration of love. He threw his fishing-rod into the stream, 
and hastily snatched the tell-tale book, which he seemed half inclined to 
send after the rod j in practical hnitation of Southey's dismissal of a volume 
of poetry: 

« Q0 fbreh xip6B the waters, little fibok ! 
I east thee ob the waters — go thy ways !** 

'* Grace — Miss Rivers,'* he stammered, " upon my honour— by all that 
is most sacred, I thought it was another book. Here it is — Wahoa's A»- 
gler,** and he pulled out old Izaak's work with a crash that told his preeipi- 
tatton luidbeen fatal to his pocket. 

''I am afraid — I hope — there has been a mistake,'' answered Oimce, 
equally embarrassed, and with her face averted towards the brook. ** My 
eyes caught a few sentences ; but they are banished, forgotten, like words 
read in a dream." 

As she spoke, she rose up from the stone, as if to depart, but Raby de- 
tained her by seizing her band. " My dear Miss Rivers," he said, '^do net 
leave me in anger. However yon may condemn the sentiments which 
accident has disclosed, say — oh, say that you forgive me. Leave me the 
comfort of thinking that my inadvertence has not rorfeited the favour I for- 
merly enjoyed." 

'* There is no ofience," replied Grace, disengaging her hand. " I have 
nothing to forgive ; nay — but I have cause of <]|uarrel, for I now know the 
source of many poems I have rec«ved. Was it fair, Raby, to pass them 
upon me under a feigned authorship ?" 

'^The same crime as Chatterton's," said Raby ; *' but do not condemn me 
to the same fate." 

" And what was that?" inquired Grace, not ignorant of the melancholy 
death of *'the marvellous boy, the sleepless soul that perished in his 
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pride," but willing to turn the convenation on subjects less embar* 
imssinc. 

" To live joyless, and to die despairing," answered Eaby, with a tone 
which proved that, lover-like, he would extract firom all possible topics some 
reference to his own passion. "He wooed the Muse, and in return she 
starved him — and must I perish too, Grace, with this hunger of the heart 7" 

"Nay — I am not so implacable as Poverty," replied Grace with a smUe 
and a blush. "We will still be friends — under tnat relation we have en- 
joyed many pleasant hours together, and — and — I would have the future 
to resemble tne past" 

" And why not happier and bnshter ?" exclaimed Raby, with all the 
animation of rekindled hope. '* Way not happier, brighter, and warmer, 
as the summer exceeds the spring ? Grace, dear Grace, chance haa brought 
on the moment I have long desured — long dreaded. In that volume you 
have read mv heart You know the secret of my soul, — that I love you 
— dearly — dfeeply — devotedly — " 

He paused ; — while Grace, deadly pale and trembUng with agitation, 
resumed her old seat on the stone, covering her face with her hands, like 
onedazded by a sudden flash of that sheetplightning which seems as univer- 
vd but infinitely brighter than the blaze of a meridian sun. Almost as sud- 
den, and as vast ana searching, was the flowing radiance by which her own 
heart became iUuminated in its most secret recesses, discovering objects 
before veiled in shadow, but now brought to view with a startling promi- 
nence ; in one instant, as by inspiration, she arrived at that most precious 
of all temporal revelations, " I love, and I am loved !" 

A delicious moisture crept to her eyelids as she became conscious of this 
tender truth ; an indescribable tremor thrilled through her whole frame ; she 
seemed spell-bound in a delightful dream, where tSe will is entrance^ and 
passive ; and she had neither the wish nor the power to rescue the hand 
which, by gentle violence, was withdrawn fipom her &ce^ now glowing with 
the warmest tint of the rose. 

:-A low sweet voice in Uie mean time poured into her ear. like a strain of 
music, to which her heart be^ tuDOr meoompMiyiiig such hngiisge -as bo-^ 
lonfis to that eloquent passion which turns even the prose of life into poetry. 
It <ud not plead m vain ; love-at length found its echo in a few syllables 
that scarcely outmurmured the stream, and they tasted together that sweet 
apple of knowledge which introduces a pair of lovers into Paradise instead 
or driving them from it Many pens have attempted to describe the trans- 
ports of such moments, but they have never been adequately pictured in 
writing, unless perchance on that mysterious block of marble m the East 
India Company's Museum, inscribed with characters which no human lin- 
guist has yet been able to decipher. Suffice it, then, that mutual vows were 
exchangea, and had just been ratified by an embrace, when an exclamation 
from Grace and a motion with her hand directed Raby's attention to a 
shadow in the water, and looking upwards for the figure that caused the 
reflection, he saw the brown woman standing watching them from the mid- 
dle of tiie rustic bridge. 

The presence of a stranser at such a time would have been sufficiently 
annoying ; but there was oesides siich a sinister expression in the dark 
countenance that lowered on them, that had the owner been younger, her 
angry fix>wn would have seemed to belong to jealousy and the hatred of a 
triumphant rival. She soon left her station, and approached close to the 
lovers, fixing her dark searching eyes first on one and then on the other. 

*•' So yott have been wooing," she said, addressing herself to Raby : '* aye, 
and you have been won," she added, looking earnestly at Grace. " I know 
love-signs well You have told your tale, and you have vowed your vows, 
but, Uke the seed of the shaddock, you know not whether Uie fruit shall be 
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Bweet or bitter. / know it : and take my warning ; build not upon sand ; 
the frail edifice you have erected may withstand a few ebbs and flows, but 
a spring-tide of soirow shall wash away its very foundation." 

** Never mind her, Grace," said Raby to the terrified girl, who began to 
tremble under her untimely denunciations ; ** heed not the gratuitous iU- 
bodings of a sybil, who, for a tester, will promise you the fulfilment of the 
most extravagant wish you can frame." 

** You are mistaken, young man," said the woman in a severe tone, ** I 
am no mercenary prophetess, and if I were, gold a thousand times told 
should not alter the presage or avert its fulfilment As fbryou, young lady, 
your doom is doomed. If you take this pale-face, you sufler the penalty ot 
your choice — wo be to your depraved taste, you die the death of a dirt- 
eater.'' 

** Woman !" said Raby indignantly, *' you are mad, or worse than mad ; 
but if you were all that you pretend to be, and linked even with the enemj 
of mankind, in the company of such an angel of light as this I would defy 
even the powers of darkness.** So saying he drew m ann of Qrace within 
his own, and attempted to end the conference bj walkins away ; but the 
ill-omened prophetess removed at Ibe same tune, and stilly confronted 
them. 

'* Miss Rivers, a wretch speaks to you,'' she said, in bitter allusion to the 
epithet that Grace had formerly applied to her; ''but marry that man," 
and she pointed to Raby as with the finger of fate, " and you shaU be as 
wretched as I am. Heed not his smooth words, and his soft speeches, 

— they are but the sound of kitty-katties, the empt^ clatter of sticks upon 
a boardt There is one loves you with a love as far surpassing his as a 
pine-apple to a sleepy pear." 

^ Let us ^," shuodered Grace, ** she is mad and dangerous." 

'' No," said the woman, " my brain is sane and soun^ She is the mad 
woman who ventures her all in « frail bark that is doomed to founder. She 
is the ciazy one who betroths henself to a phantcMn. But you see not as I 
see, — you scent not the churchyard mould and the worm afar off^ nor do 
jou hear the death-toll forestalling the weddmg peal. Grace Rivers I re- 
voke your plight, if you would not be a widow ere a wife ! You are depo- 
siting your youi^ heart in a marble urn — yes, there you cling to him — 
fooliu girl, you are hanging on a skeleton !" 

" Do not tremble, Grace," said Raby, in an under tone, with an aflbc- 
tionate pressure of the fair form beside him, " do not deiai to tremble at 
the croaK of such a raven. So far from feeling any death-Tike forebodings, 
I seem as if the last sweet half hour had made me immortal. As for you," 
he said, turning to Uie woman, '' your outlandish allusions have betrayed 
the origin of your soothsaying. In the West Indies this Obeah- work 
might answer your purpose, and the ban would be dearly bought off; but, 
remember, you are in England, where there are laws for vagrants and im- 
postors — and if I may prophesy in my turn, I shall live long enough to see 
you doing penance at the cart-tail." 

** And! shall live," returned the woman, with ftifihtful earnestness, '' to 
see you tortured in mind, heart, and soul, till you shall long rather for a 
bodily scourge, though every lash were a whipsnake. Smue as you list 

— that hand you are now holding you shall never possess — let it go,— 
link not one finger with hers^ or the hour shall come when you will curse 

our own cruel love, for pulling her down with you into an unripe grave. 

'*es, it shall dose over you like this !" 

As she pronounced the last word she threw a stone into the stream, 
where the water instantly swallowed it up out of sight, and before the first 
diverging ring had reached the bank, the speaker was twenty paces distant, 
•ad was seen walking swiftly away, witn the graceful easy movements 
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that cbaracteme the females of the western islands. To say that Grace, 
or even Raby himself, was uninfluenced bj the woman's foreboding, 
would be probably untrue : the human mind m youth, imbued with a touch 
of romance, is prone to superstition ; indeed, love itself is a superstitious 
passion, and this religion of the heart, like the Roman Catholic faith, is 
apt to associate itself with mystical theories, emblematical rites, idolatrous 
worshipping, and miraculous legends. What lover, who believes in his 
lady's transmutations, that her smile will turn a wilderness into a garden 
of Eden, can refuse bus faith to the Philosopher's Stone ? What Mmirctr 
can ffaze on his mistress in her becoming full-dress, without thinking that, 
UkeBelinda« she has had the help of more than mortal hands, fairies and 
sylphs, on every fold of her gown ? What adorer can watch his own like- 
ness reflected in his empresses eyes, and deny that the starry spheres are 
influential on the fate or man 7 Not one. Initiated in love, we become 
adepts in all other occult sciences, and are devout alchymists, astrologers, 
and Rosicrucians. Every-day creeds and studies, and common-place 
Images, will not suit the high tone of the exalted phantasy. The aU-im- 
portant course of true love seems like tlie mortal proeress of a soul assaulted 
on one side by legions of devils, and defended on the other by banded an^ 
gels. Hope watcnes for signs, and Fear for omens ; and the same intense 
spirit of affection, wbidi invokes round the head of its object the brisht 
snapes of joy and promise, is apt to conjure up the dark phantoms of aif* 
ficulty and danger that encircle its feet The brightest sunshine throws the 
darkest shadow, and the horrible spectre of Death could never frown so 
sternly and blackly as when thus introduced into the full blaze of the golden 
glorious light of love. 

Moreover^ the brown woman had spoken with the decided tone of one 
who either felt confident of the infalhbility of her prediction, or possessed 
the power and the determination of wresting the event to its mlfilment. 
Although she had at first repudiated the notion of fortune-telling, it had 
been attributed to her so generally along with the title of Clueen oi the 
Gipsies, that, like Mother Sawyer, in the old tragedy, who, from being a 
witch by repute, became one by habit, she sradually adopted the popular 
belief, and conceived herself endowed wiui the spirit of prophecy. A 
shrewd and subtle foresight, as to the probable course of human afiairs, 
which she had formerly referred only to her own sagacity, experience, and 
knowledge of the world, was now associated with supernatural prescience, 
and the vague looseness of her religious principles made her inoifierent as 
to the goocTor evil nature of the practice, as well as the source of the sift, 
whether an inspiration from heaven or an emanation firom helL The un- 
puted attribute greatly extended the dominion she already enjoyed — "the 
power of a strong mind over weak ones." Amongst the lower oiders it 
invested her with respect and awe, and consequent protection from aggres- 
sion or insult, whilst from servants and retainers it procured private sood- 
will and unbounded confidence, furnishing her with a circumstantii3 his- 
tory of the past and present in exchange tor the ^immerings she chose to 
give of the future. Implicit faith produced its usual fruit, a b^nd obedience, 
and every menial that communed with her became readily a spy or agent 
in the family with whose fortunes she thought proper to interfere. 

In a moody fit, with the Sybilline fancy strong upon her, she had acci- 
dentally become a spectator of the ratification of the new tie between 
Grace Rivers and Raby Tyrrel, and, remembering the rival interests of 
her own foster-child, St. Kitts, her wish was no doubt father to the thought 
that suggested the premature death of the favoured lover. Appalled by 
her vehement threatenings, it was natural that Grace should shudder and 
cling to Raby, and it was quite as natural that Raby should fondly press 
her to his side and whisper words of encouragement, though his voice be- 
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timy«d that he partook of the common tremor, like a nervous man at table 
who attempta, with a Bhaking hand, to distribute a shaking ielly. But the 
ahum was transient The £ou^ht of death passed away like a fanciful 
iUiieas from which the invalid suoidenly recovers at the proposal of a party 
of pleasure ; and as Raby looked at the beautiful ^rl, now destined to be 
his own, every gloomy shadow was swallowed up in light, and he felt as 
elated and confident as if his life had been assured in the Phceniz, his hap- 
piness in the Globe, and his love in the Hand-in-Hand. 

Time flowed on as unheeded as the stream by which they stood, while 
they reiterated their vows of mutual constancy, and opened their hearts to 
each other with the gushing confidence which belongs only to that fair fond 
pair, by name even harmoniously oredestined to be everlastingly united, 
X outh and Truth. At last they reluctantly quitted a spot hallowed and 
endeared to them for ever as love's confessional y but before they left it, a 
keepsake was offered and accepted, being neither more nor less than the 
poetical missal which had led to the disclosure. The flutter of Grace's 
spirits not permitting her to pay the intended visit at the Hall, she returned 
home, escorted by Raby, who never remembered that he had been forbid- 
den to go to Hawksley till he stood on the little bridge, in his way back. 
As he stopped to rest, and gazed downward on the brook, now a Castilian 
one, his thoughts flowed into verse, and thenceforward the first leaf in hia 
Walton contained a poem, which is not to be found in any other copy. 

Still glides the gentle streamlet on. 

With shifting current new and strange ; 
The water that was here is sone. 

But those green shadows do not change. 

Serene, or ruffled by the storm, 

On present waves, as on the past, 
The mirror'd grove retains its form. 

The self-same trees their semblance cast. 

The hue each fleetine globule wears. 

That drop bequeaths it to the next. 
One picture still the surface bears, 

To illustrate the murmur'd text. 

So, love, however time may flow. 

Fresh hours pursuing those that flee, 
One constant imajge stui shall show, 

My tide of life is true to thee. 

Having wound up these lines instead of his fishing ones, he returned to 
the H^P, where an exchange of prisoners had taken place during his ab- 
sence. Mrs. Hamilton was walking in the garden ; tne Creole was gone 
out for a ride ; and Ringwood had previously cantered ofi* towards Hol- 
iington, with an anxiety all his own, as to the convalescence of the Head 
of the Hive. In lieu of all these, Squire Ned was sitting in the drawing- 
room, t6te«k^t£te with the Baronet ; the worthy friends being deeply engag- 
ed in the same pastime as those celebrated Ir^sh gamesters. 

The Trout and the Sslmon 
A-playing Backgamnum. 

Luckily for our Piscator the interest of the throws with the dice quite 

Buperseded the inefiectual ones he had made with the May-fly, and the 

unsuccessful issue only drew from his father one protracted remark. ** I 

do n't wonder in the least — tray-deuce — It would surprise me a deal more 

7—3 
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— cinque-ace— if ha brought home even a stickle-back or a miller's- 
thumb — sizes. — Egad! the fellow's head has got so bookish and wool- 
gathering — tray-cater — I should n't stare to see Turn some day — tray-ace 

— with a jack upon his hook, trying to catch a minnow ; — the hit, by 
Jove !" 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

Come, bustle, bustle, caparison my horse. 


Kino Richard hi. 


A blow ! Have I receiyed a blow ? — »T is well. 

I *1I not return it now ; but put it out 

To interest — compound — interest on interest, 

At most usurious rate ; this single buffet 

Shall grow to scores before it be repaid, 

And then, like Nature's debt, shall be discharged. 

Death sealing the acquittance. 

Roger Monckton. 

The arrival of the Squire, as stated in the last chapter, had the effect of 
releasing the weary satellites who had been in attendance on the gouty 
Baronet. Ringwood was the first to avail himself of the opportunity : as 
soon as his father and Ned bad well settled down to their game, he joyfully 
threw down the pen from his cramped fingers, and made his way to the 
stable, his temper not a little turned by the penance and task-work he had 
been undergoing, as well as by the imagined insult of St Kitts, who had 
seemed to watch his compulsory penmanship with a malicious pleasure. In 
this wayward mood he determined to break through the taboo which had 
made Hollington a forbidden spot, and calling to me first groom he saw, 
he desired him to saddle his horse instantly, 

"If you please, sir," said the man ; "he's amiss. Dick ordered him a 
warm mash, — 

Rin^wood immediately hastened to the loose-box appropiated to his 
favounte, where he carefully smelt his nostrils, coughed him, examined his 
eyes, and felt his legs with the gravity and skill of a professed veterinarian. 

" It's nothing, Davis, but a cold," he said, at the end of the inspection, 
"but I won't ride him to-day. Saddle Cadeau." This name had been 
bestowed by the Creole on a horse his uncle had lately presented to him in 
lieu of little Toby Spitfire, that had carried him when a boy. 

" I beg pardon, sir," said the man — " but Mr. "Walter is rather particular 
about Cadeau, — he lets nobody ride him but himself." 

" I will try that," answered Ringwood, contemptuously. " If he in- 
dulges in sucn exclusive fancies here, I will break the charm. Mr. Walter 
shall trudge a-foot, rather than I will want a horse." 

"If it's no offence, sir," said the man, "you are surely joking. There's 
plenty of horses in the stables — Sorrel, and Roadster, — or the cob — any 
one of 'em would carry you every bit as well as Cadeau." 

" I will have him or none," replied the headstrong Ringwood ; " so bring 
him out at once." 

The man made no further objection, but proceeded silently to obey the 
command. Ho knew that the young Squire had been always accustomed 
to have his own way, and that his wilfulness, like that of a spoiled child, 
would only be aggravated by opposition. In a few minutes Cadeau was 
saddled, and led forth : " I hope sir," said Davis, as he delivered the bridle, 
"you will stand my excuse to Mr. Walter. I don't know what he vrill 
say." 
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• ** Let him say, — " answered Rin^vood, coolly mounting and adjusting 
himself in the stirrups. *' If he 's insolent I'll transfer the bit from his horse's 
mouth into his own." 

So saying he wheeled the animal round, and trotted out of the stable- 
yard ; leavmg Davis staring after him, so absorbed in cogitation, that full 
five minutes elapsed before he resumed the whistling of *' Nancy Dawson,** 
which this episode had interrupted. 

In the mean time the Creole, perfectly unconscious of this invasion of his 
rights of property, willingly consigned his unfortunate drawing to the port- 
folio, in the secret hope that it might slumber there for another twelve- 
month ; and in a common spirit oi disobedience to the Baronet's injunc- 
tions, betook himself on foot to the forbidden path in which Raby had pre- 
ceded him, towards Hawksley. He had not gone far in that direction, 
when, at some distance, he perceived the brown woman traversing the Park 
with great expedition ; she also recognised him, and afler stopping and 
looking carefully round, altered her former course, and came swiftly to 
meet him. As she approached, he could hear her muttering to herself, her 
face was flushed, her nands and arms were particularly restless, and her 
step seemed sometimes like a stamp. 

"Walter Tyrrel," she said, in a low tone, trembling with passion, **pre- 
mire your ears for a tune that will seemed played upon your heart-strings. 
The election is over, and Raby Tyrrel is in the chair, and his coudn can- 
didate on the ground." 

** Speak out at once, woman," said the impatient Creole ; ** I am in no 
humour for unravelling riddles." 

" Briefly, then," said the woman, " Grace Rivers has made her choice. 
She has chosen the white loaf, and leaves the brown one to the coarser 
taste of some cottage girl." 

" It is impossible^" exclaimed the Creole, hastily, forgetful of his own 
contumacy ; ''Sir Mark prohibited his going to Hawkslejr." 

" Aye, but he went to tne bridge yonder, and she met him there ; and I 
am mistaken if she did not meet him half way in love to boot But no 
matter. The vow is vowed ; I heard it uttered, and saw it sealed, — heart 
pressed to heart — and Tip to lip. Yes, Walter Tyrrel, I saw the pale face 
turn to carnation, as it touched with hers — but it shall be whiter, aye 
whiter and colder ere long, or I am no prophetess — his death is foredoom- 
ed. His flesh shall feed the John-Crows !'' 

" Or mine," muttered the Creole, between his teeth ; " he shall answer 
to me at the sword's point, for thus crossing me in mv course." 

" Steel shall not meddle," said the woman ; " but this match shall be bro- 
ken, if hearts should break with it." 

" Mine is stricken to the core," said the Creole, with a deep-drawn 
sigh: "hope cannot beguile me: this fresh stroke only shows me my un- 
fortunate position in the world. Had Raby never been called into exis- 
tence, what chance was there for me — a being of doubtful birth, and a de- 
pendant" 

" For the first complaint," said the woman, taking a packet from her 
bosom and putting it into bis hands, "here is a present remedy — for the 
cure of the second we must have time and other means. Walter Tyrrel^be 
a man ; or would you sit down patientlv under it, wear their white favours, 
and put a piece of the bride-cake under your pillow to ensure pleasant 
dreams ?" 

" Never!" cried the Creole, violently stamping and clenching his hands : 
" tell me — directly — say what I should do, and it shall be done." 

"Do nothing — and say nothing — wish only for revenue, and revenge 
shall come — but not, Walter Tyrrel, from vour hands. 1 will think for 
you — feel for you — act for you — and where can you have an agent 
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more devoted than one who is all but a mother ? One who will not shrink 
where you would shrink, nor scruple where you would pcruple. My creed 
does not bind me so strictly as yours, but it has served me well hitherto, 
and it may serve you now. Gtuestion me not — doubt me not — what I do 
is done for your good ; what is to be endured or perilled shall be at my own 
sole risk." 

'*I will submit to your guidance," answered the Creole; *' but why must 
I walk in darkness — why blindfolded ? I would rather see in #hat paths 
I am going, and whither they tend." 

" Foolish boy !" said the woman : " where should they tend but to the 
fulfilment of the bright fortune 1 foretold for you? When Sir Walter 
stands at the altar with Grace Rivers — with all his dearest hopes and 
wishes fidfiUed — will he eare to ask by what roads he arrived there ? Be 
satisfied that the way shall be as safe as the end is sweet. But this is no 
place for us to be seen together. Go ! — love on, for your love shall pros- 
per — and hate on, for your hatred shall triumph. But bear yourself rairly 
and smoothly, as if a rival's rash vows had not come to your knowledge. 
In the mean time I will work hard to earn the love and gratitude which 
some day you shall render me. But farewell at once." 

With her usual celerity she departed, directing her course towards a 
thicket, in which she soon disappeared ; whilst the Creole retraced his steps 
to the Hall for the fear of encountering Raby, in his present mood, which 
would certainly have led to an explosion, in defiance of the injunction ht 
had received. His temper still possessed the tropical fire which his father 
had alluded to on his death^bed ; and though he had learned to restrain it for 
purposes of artifice, the sight of a successful rival might have inflamed it 
beyond his control. Moreover, he was impatient to examine the important 
packet he had received, and steaHng into the Hall by a back way, he ran np 
to his own bedroom, fastened the door, and hastily broke the seal of the- en- 
velope. The first paper purported to be a certificate of marriage, between 
Herbert Tyrrel and Indiana Thurot, attested by the signatures of the prin- 
cipal authorities of St Christopher's ; the unusual alliance between a white 
man and a woman of colour apparently requiring the evidence of an esp^ 
cial document The other two papers were letters ; one from Colonel 'IjN 
rel, addressing the said Indiana as his wife, and containing the most ardent 
expressions of admiration and attachment ; die other was addressed to th6 
husband by the wife ; and after similar outpourings of love, broke into a 
warm eulogy of the devotion, tenderness, and attachment of one Margue- 
rite as the fostermother of tneir dear Walter. Every lingering doubt in 
the Creole's mind was removed by the perusal of these papers ; and he re- 
solved to resign himself implicitly to the guidance of the woman, in whose 
favour his parent had given such honourable testimony. He was now in 
possession of the inestimable document which made him invulnerable to the 
taunts of Ringwood, and he confidently anticipated that in the rivalship 
with Raby, his own star would become the ascendant. 

" So then," he soliloQuized, "the reproach of my birth is removed; fliat 
stin^ will still be aimed at me, but it nas lost its venom ; and the oftener 
the insult is offered, the more ample and bitter will be its retracting herea^ 
ter. I am now Ringwood's equal in all but his expectations — but no — if 
Marguerite reads fate aright, mine are loflier than his — the heirship of Tyl- 
ney Hall and the hand of Grace Rivers. That bookish Raby too — let 
him exult — the brightest hopes of the two brothers are absorbed in 
mine." 

So saying, he kissed the important packet, and deposited it in his desk ; 
and with a prouder step and a haughtier air than the dependent St Kitts 
had ever been known to assume, he descended the stairs, and stalked off to 
the stable, for it still wanted two hours of dinner-time, and he chose rath#r 


ing 
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to ride out alone than to^spend the interim in the drawing-room. He ad- 
dreased the fflrooni in a peremptory tone that matched with his humour. 

'* Saddle Cadeau, fellow, and be quick." 

*' Cadeau — Sir/' — said the man, hesitating and stammering, as if each 
word was jolted out of him by a hard- trotting horse. *' Cadeau — Sir— 
did you say — Cadeau ?" 

"Yes, fool," answered the Creole. "You know my horse, do n't you? 
Ctnick, bring him out" 

" I can't," replied Davis doggedly ; at the same time resuming the clean- 

g of some harness which he held in his hand. 

"And why not, you scoundrel?" asked St Kitts, who never conde- 
scended to restrain his temper with a menial. 

" Because he is out ;" returned Davis, with the quiet tone of a man who 
is giving a reason perfectly unanswerable. " Brown Bastard is amiss, and 
so the youi^ Squire has taken Cadeau." 

" What, Ringwood !" exclaimed the Creole, bursting into an ungovernable 
passion ; " what ! take my horse — without my leave — without apology — 
tell me, rascal, did he leave no message for me, when he took this liberty ?" 

"Never a word. Sir," answered Davis, "if you mean in the way of 
begging pardon." 

**jSo doubt," said the Creole, " it was more likely a new insult than an 
apology for the. old. Villain !" shaking his clenched hand at the other, " I 
insist upon knowing what he said — the very words that he used." 

" Why, then, if you will have it. Sir," answered Davis, giving, as ser- 
vants are apt to do, a rather free paraphrase of the original version, " he 
said, if you made a fuss about your horse, he 'd saddle you, and bridle you, 
and ride upon your own back." 

The Creole made no answer ; but his blood boiled at the disparaging 
terms thus delivered : he took several angry turns up and down, muttering 
fiercely to himself ; and, at last, stopping short in front of Davis, with his 
face almost in that of the affi-ightea groom, he said, in a deep imperative 
tone, " Saddle his own horse immediately." 

**For God's sake, Mr. Walter," began poor Davis ; but the Creole cut 
him short by sternly asking " whether he was to do a groom's duty with his 
own hands ;" and with a deep sigh of reluctance, the man proceeded on 
his ominous task. Devoutly did he pray for the return of Brown Bastard's 
master, before the favourite coulo be mounted ; and he wisped, and 
spongodf and combed, and brushed, and trifled with the stirrups, and dallied 
with the girths, till a volley of oaths from St Kitts proved that his patience 
would bear no more stretching. 

" Remember, Sir, I wash my hands of it," said the foreboding Davis, as 
he took his place at the horse's head ; but the West Indian made n(x an- 
swer ; he seized the bridle, setting himself in the saddle, and scornfully 
dashed the rowels into the flanks of the steed, as if he h^d been plantipg 
thorns in the side of its owner. 

The gallop never slacked as far as Davis could keep hiin in sight In 
fact, the excited rider had gone half way to Hollington before he pulled up ; 
then, for the first time, he remembered the brown woman's advice, that he 
should conduct himself fairly and smoothly towards his cousins, and he 
blamed his own precipitation, which would probably involve him in a ^uar- 
rd too serious to be concealed from Sir Mark, who mi^ht recall the opmion 
he had formerly entertained of his nephew's moderation and forbearance. 
Besides, an ultimate and full revense had been promised in atonement of 
whatever slights or oflTences he might endure at the hands of Ringwood, 
and the most politic course would be to return with the horse to the stable, 
aiid to bribe Davis to secrecy. But it was now too late : at the very instanj^ 
while be was in the act of turning, Ringwood appeared in the lane ; his 
8* 
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quick eye detected his favourite at a glance, and in a twinkling the two 
norsemen confronted each other. 

" St. Kitts — how is this — how dared you ?** Ring wood added in a fierce 
tone, as he noticed the dtstresscd panting of the cherished animal. 

" I am not fond of lying under obligations to Ringwood Tyrrel,'' replied 
the Creole, with as calm a tone as he could assume, *' and I should never 
have thought of borrowing his horse, if he had not previously deprived me 
of nay own by a forced loan." 

" His wind is broken," exclaimed Ringwood ; " dismount, d — n you. 
dismount instantly, or I Ul unhorse you — get down, I say," — and heremed 
up his own horse alongside the other. 

" Let those who were the first to mount, set the example of dismounting," 
answered the Creole, warilv holding his whip so as to be ready to parry a 
blow, if such should be oflered. 

"Down, I say — down at once," cried Ringwood, his voice choking 
with passion, " that saddle is mino, and a bastard shall not sit in it" 

''Bastard in your teeth," retorted the Creole, irritated for the moment be- 
yond prudence ; " my mother was a mate for yours." 

At this degrading comparison, for so the hearer considered it, his eyef 
flashed fire, and his whip rose and fell. Mutual blows were exchanged 
with the quickness of thought, till Ringwood, dropping his whip, seized the 
collar of St. Kitts, and sinking Cadcau with the spur at the same time, the 
Creole was suddenly dragged over his horse's crupper, and fell backward 
in the road. Luckily the spirit of the high-courageci animal had been taken 
out of him, or his rider might have sufrered some serious injury from the 
fall ; as it was, the shock stunned him ; and when he recovered and rose 
up again, he saw Rinffwood seated in the saddle from whicli he had been 
thus violently expelled. 

" You shall rue this dearly," he said, with a menacing gesture, " I 
will have satisfaction for this msult, and when you fall, you shall not rise 
again as I do." 

*' If you mean blades or bullets," answered Ringwood contemptuously, 
" they belong to your betters — a barn-door cock has no right to steel spurs. 
As for satisfaction, all that a naked hand and arm can give, you are wel- 
come to." With the last syllable^ the speaker put his horse into a trot, and 
lefl St Kitts, shaking the dust off his person, fervently hoping that the act 
would bring a curse upon his enemy as surely as was promised to the Old 
Apostles. Bitter and deep were the imprecations he uttered as he mounted 
Cadeau, and rode slowly towards the Hall ; but when he entered the ave- 
nue, and perceived Ringwood riding along it at a foot's pace, that he might 
leisurely look about him, his lips curled into a scornful smile. 

" There he goes triumphing," he said mentally, — " forestallins his heir- 
slup no doubt — and looking on house and lands as if they were uready his 
own. Yes, these are Sir Ringwood's old chesnuts, and these are his tall 
oaks — and yonder are Sir Ringwood^s deer, and this is his ample park, and 
that is his noble mansion.^ And what are the possessions of poor Walter 
Tyrrel? An opprobrious nickname, — a disgraced body, — the clothes I 
wear, and the horse I ride — nay, that is Sir Rincwood's too, when he so 
pleases. I am a poor dependant, — rejected, insulted, outraged, &nd beaten 
— beaten like one of his father's hounds ! Aye, there 's a caracole — what a 
' flourish before he dismounts — and how lordly he ascends the steps of the 
Hall, — but shall it ever be his ? — never, never, never. The door that is 
now opening to him will close behind his corpse. Yes, Walter Tyrrel will 
be living and loving, while the eye that scorned him shall be closed in lead, 
Uie tongue that slandered him shall be choked with dust, the heart (hat 
hated him shall be food for worms, and the accursed arm that struck him 
shall be rotting from its carcass." 
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Since the sunrise, the owner of this reverie had met with various and vexa- 
tious reverses : he had been thwarted in his love, invaded in his rights, 
crossly insulted, and personally dishonoured ; but through all the gloom of 
these reflections his foster-mother's prediction shone out as in letters of fire ; 
imd the bitter pangs caused by unreauited wrongs, degraded honour, ana 
dissatisfied resentment, were considerably abated, when he regarded tiie 
human figure before him as a mere mass of mortal carrion, over which he 
should have to exclaitn, '* how sweetly smells Uie body of a dead enemy." 

By what means, fair or foul, he was to arrive at tins consummation, he 
could scarcely sness ; but to describe honestly the workings of hSt mind it 
must be ownecT that unnatural causes became conjoined with natural ones 
in his surmises, and he entertained dark and dangerous ideas, which recoil- 
ed indeed, butonljjrto leap further, and still further onwards, like the waves 
of the advancing tide. To suppose those waves sometimes tinged with the 
blood-red of a stormy sun would but too faithfully denote the occasional 
complexion of his tumultuous thoughts, when the imperious demands of re- 
venge became transiently paramount over holier claims. It is true that he 
dismissed the first sanguinary scheme as soon as formed ; but the Cain-like 
auggestion, once admitted into the human heart, is apt to become a haunt- 
ing one ; and as the air-draWn dagger in Macbeth was only dispelled by 
the clutching of the real weapon, so a shadowy tragedy will preoccupy the 
mind's eye, which is only to be Superseded by the substantial performance. 
The Creole, therefore, to his alarm, found his cogitations taking a rcpu^ 
nant turn, which proiduced a natural shudder: out, in spite of himself, 
these direful promptings became more and more frequent, and consequently 
less startling and homble, till finally their attendant phantoms became fa- 
miliar ima^s, which as they came unbidden were allowed to remain or de- 
part of their own accord. As yet he was only revolving in the outer verge 
without making any apparent approach towards the fatal centre of a vortex, 
from which, however, few are able to escape, who have once entered in the 
einful circle. It would seem that to think of blood is to shed it ; so cer- 
tainly does the crime succeed its shadow. The man who once casts his 
eyes towards murder is thenceforward drawn towards it, like the bird fasci- 
nated by the snake, still trembling, but still hopping nearer and nearer to 
the object of its dread, till it falls into its fangs. In the gloomy calendar of 
deadly violence this principle is frequently obvious : the cruel deed is at last 
|>erpetrated, not simply to indulge the yearnings of revenge, or the hanker- 
ing for gold, but to nd the wretch from the intolerable sway of a tyrannical 
absorbing thought — which had gradually overgrown his whole mind with 
the torture and tenacity of a cancer. Witness the struggles of Matthew 
Henderson, who murdered his mistress. Several times he mounted the 
stairs towards her chamber, and as often descended with human compunc- 
tion. But the diabolical suggestion was not to be silenced ; — at each new 
attempt it ur^ed him a degree further, till step by step he at last attained the 
bed, and the imperious impulse was drowned in the blood of its victim. 

In the first stage of this awful progression, the Creole might be consider- 
ed as now moving, though at a pace scarcely perceptible : it depended on 
Marguerite's own plans, whether he was to be made actor or accomplice in 
any deeds of violence; but if such were in contemplalion, she had certainly 
succeeded in placing him in that initiatory state of preparation, through 
which a novice in blood must generally pass. The seed she had scattered 
had fallen on congenial soil; and the evil passions of hatred, jealousy, and 
envy, had sprung up rapidly into growth, like rank weeds, whose veins are 
filled with malignant juices, obnoxious to human life. Nevertheless, in pur- 
suance of the line of policy laid down, he smoothed his brow, and discarded 
his frowns, as he re-entered the Hall, where, after repairing some disorder 
in his dress, in his own chamber, he descended to the drawing-room just as 
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Ringwood extorted from Raby some particulars of his success in fishin^^ 
with the confession of the loss of his rod, which, as the ownership of the im- 
plement was a point of some interest, he was especially requested to de- 
scribe. 

" I took the first that came to hand," answered Raby : ** a dark-coloured 
one, I think, with silver studs on the butt-end.'* 



what 

kind cousins to consider noSiing of mine as my own when they have a use 
for it" 

'' Spoken like a generous, free-soing fellow," said the Baronet, having 
just^unmoned his adversary — " £at 's what I call good action. Book it, 
St iTitts, that I owe you the best fishing-rod to be had between London 
and John o' Groat's. It does me good to see jrou hold so together, instead 
of flying off," here he smiled, " like Raby's top-joint" 

Tiiis good-humoured speech had its due enect on the brothers and St 
Kitts ; and the latter especially adopted a tone of courtesy towards his cou- 
sins that was well calculated to hide his real feelings, whilst Ringwood pur- 
sued the same course, like parties engaged to meet each other in mortal 
duel, but who felt it expedient in the mean time to preserve appearances. 

By favour of this guarded intercourse, the day passed over quietly, but 
the thoughts which St. Kitts had banished and staved off in company, revi- 
sited him in the night. At one time, in the character of Death on the Black 
Horse, he rode over the prostrate Ringwood ; and then, filling the holy 
ofiice of Vicar, as a substitue for the Rev. Dr. Cobb, he read the marriage 
service backwards, and the Devil appeared bodily to forbid the banns of 
marriage between Raby Tyrrel and (irace Rivers. Anon the brown wo- 
man appeared to him transfigured as one of those ambulatory sextons with 
a cart and bell, as described in Defoe's History of the Plague, exclaiming 
with a loud voice, ** Bring out your dead," and the livid corpses of the Ba- 
ronet and his sons, and of Davis, along witJb the carcasses of two horses, 
were cast out as part of the lading of the miscellaneous hearse. Other ima- 
ges, still more incongruous and fantastic, gradually crowded into his vi- 
sion, and when he woke in the morning, it was from a spectral congrega- 
tion of frightful demons, accompanied by one fair face and form, like the 
apparition of Faust's Margaret at the Witches' Sabbath, in the Hartz 
Mountains. 

A short time after the occurrences recorded in this chapter, the three col- 
legians returned to Oxford, one of them secretly wearing in his bosom a 
lock of bright auburn hair, to remind him that he was destined to an hone 
rary degree beyond that of a bachelor. By special agreement, they were 
to return from the University to be present at the ftte champetre at H!olling- 
ton, if it should happen to be appointed to take place during term. A great 
deal of amusement was anticipated by all parties at this festival ; and even 
Grace Rivers suddenly changed her mind about visiting the Twiggs, and 
declared that, if invited, she should make a point of bemg present at their 
rural gala. 
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CHAPTER XXVni. 

Sure Buch a day war never seen.— 

Tom Thumb. 

The day, 
The great, the important day, big with the fete,~- 

Cato. 


You have now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it. 
A good digestion to you all ; and once more 
I shower a welcome on you ; welcome all. — 


Hbnrt vin. 


At last, after several postponements, the welcome letter came to hand, 
permitting Twigg, junior, to exchange the hardware of business for the 
soft ware of pleasure, the age of iron tor the age of gold, by repairing from 
London to HoUin^on, in order to be present at the rural jubilee at the 
Hive, or, as the epistle described it, " the grand to-do out of doors." 

The preparation for pleasure is sometimes a very painful interval ; a sort 
of purgatory preceding paradise. As theatrical adepts well know, the get- 
ting up oC a pantomime is quite as serious a business as the rehearsal of a 
tragedy : a spectator of its preliminary workings would never conceive 
that the product wjis to be that broadest of broaa faces, the Christmas Fe»- 
tival in honour of Momus. Instead of a fairy-land, inhabited by Love, and 
l^auty, and Mirth, the area of the stage appears but a nook of this work- 
ing-day world, equally subject to Care, Labour, Jealousy, Envy, Rage, 
Terror, and Disappointment. Instead of the brisk bounding Harlequin, a 
jaded morose mortal lounges about the boards, walking through his capers 
— literally taking his leaps standing, and giving a bnef nod for a roll of 
the head. A weary and wan Columbine, with the same scornful indiflfei> 
ence, drags lazily through her ap|>ointed figure, and then concluding with 
the ghost of a pirouette, leans sulkily against a side scene, and like a Pha- 
risee in petticoats, disdainfully compares the deficiencies of the rest with 
her own perfection. The Clown, an indifferent scholar, painfully pusttles 
out his written part, with a vexed brow, a sleepy eye, and a most dogged 
mouth ; as rueful and forlorn a figure to expect quips and cranks from, as 
the skull of poor Yorick. The very Fairies, delayed in their aerial descent 
by some hitch in the machinery, hang dangling aloft with faces full of ter- 
ror and pain, while by frequent changes of posture, they hint to maternal 
anxiety, that their darlinw little limbs are horribly cramped by sitting on 
wooden clouds. The Sylphs scream from fright, and Cupid whimpers 
with hunger. All is noise and hubbub ; for Pope^s rule of optimism is re- 
versed — Whatever is, is torong. Nature stands on her head instead of the 
Clown, and capers and throws somersets, till her phenomena are all topsy- 
turvy. Skies fall, water will not find its level, and the moon silvers the 
trees with a blood-red light ; the thunder runs a race with the lightnings: 
and gets first. Unnatural connexions take place amongst the scenery, and 
produce monsters. A view of Regent Street, by new laws of attraction, 
draws towards a section of a Storm at Sea. and Ben Lomond is capped, not 
with a cloud, but a stack of chimneys. Articles that ought to transform, 
adopt the code of the Medes and Persians, and resolutely refuse to change. 
Ropes break, hinges snap, water catches fire, and gunpowder does not i<y- 
nite ; spirits will not come when they are invoked, but the military marcK 
on, illegally, without being called in. Blunder begets blunder with the fe- 
cundity of the rabbit, till the boarded plain, the heights above, and the Caverns 


160 TTLKST HALL. 

below, are swarming with the awkward headlong progeny, blind as at thdr 
birth. The property man is bellowed for, and a tailor responds to the cry ; 
he is dismissed with a flea in each tingling ear, and testily sends down a 
carpenter, who makes the same April fool of a painter, who thereupon 
catches the call-boy by the nape, and shakes him like a ferret with a ra^ 
which provokes call-boy's father to resent with a punch, and the he direct, 
as to his call-boy having called. Oaths patter, and blows go round. Every 
living bein^ seems reciting some part of CoUins's Ode on the Passions 
with appropriate action, 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Possess'd beyond the Bause's painting. 

Here an indignant dioramist raves at a boggling scene-shifler ; there the 
enraaed machinist knocks down a fuddled carpenter's mate. In front t- 
frantic composer storms and stamps at an unmanageable fiddler; in the back 

Sound an impatient Pantaloon clamours about a misfit, — meanwhile the. 
ree Unities put the same question as the three Witches in Macbeth, 
"When shall we three meet again?" and receive the same answer, — 
" When the hurley-burley 's done." 

In the midst of this dramatic storm, the author of the pantomine runs to 
and fro, and bellows till he is as hoarse as a boatswain, now through a speak- 
ing trumpet to the men aloft, and then throwing himself prostrate on the 
boards, to send an order into the hold. Anon he sits down, on any thing 
but the chair that is placed for him, but jumps up a^ain. as if from a Ger- 
man stove, and rushes to clear the deck of a deafening chorus, perversely 
iffnorant of the memorable motto of Ravenswood, " I bide my time." 
Then a dilatory workman is cursed by bell, book, and candle, but he stops 
short to pronounce a benedicite on a fluttering band of aflfrighted dwarfs, 
who are taking his malediction to themselves. Sometimes he helps to lift 
a cloud, or props a house with all bis might ; sometimes he is seen bullying 
a dragon or kicking a g^ant, — extinguishing a moon on fire, — acting in 
dumb show for example, — scrambling up a ladder, — hauling at a rope, 
— tumbling over a crocodile, — at last, quite rampant, swearing at all eyes 
and tearing his own hair, he very probably makes a sudden exit through a 
forgotten trap-door. 

To see a pantomime in this sta^, is like setting a glimpse of Chaos. 

For some days previous to the fete, the Hive presented a similar scene 
of hurry, scurry, worry, and flurry. As usual, Twigg interfered in every 
thing ; and his voice, like that of the Christmas spectacle-maker, was 
heard from all parts of the house, swearing, entreating, threatening, exhort- 
ing, directing, or disputing with his wife and daughter on matters of taste. 
Never in the days oi his industry had he laboured so unremittingly, so early 
and so late : he really slaved bodily like a negro, while Pompey, the true 
nigser, was set to work on matters far surpassing the dim intelligence of 
an African brain ; the most provoking blunders naturally followed, and the 
black, as might have been expected from one of his complexion, " played 
the very devu." Many a tumble he had over the numerous packages fron^ 
London which encumbered the floors and the tables, the stairs and the^ 
chairs. It was well the Hive did not happen to be a glass one, such as 
those which invite the spectator to observe the wonderful order, harmony, 
regularity, and exact distribution of labour, evinced by its busy inhabitants. 
Indeed, the House of Industry much more resembled a wasp's nest, where 
the peevish swarm were all restless and irritated by some resent disturb- 
ance. Every body was out of humour. Mrs. Twigg scolded and wept 
by turns, and threatened to faint, but had not time to spare for fits ; and tho 
cook fumed and broiled at her mistress's culinary interference. The coach-» 
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man sulkily helped in the kitchen, to whip cream instead of horses. The 
butler quarrelled with the footmen ; and the housemaids among them- 
selves. The gardener growled and grumbled while he transported nis hot- 
house plants into the open air, cropped all his choicest buds and blossoms 
to make bouquets and jfill baskets, nor did it make him amends for his real 
flowers, to see artificial ones in wreaths and festoons decorating his favour- 
ite " old statues,'' so that Mercury looked as if he was going to dance in a 
ballet, and Neptune as if he had just come from Covent Garden. The 
grooms grew weary of galloping express on coach-horses, as the jealous 
tradespeople of the village tardily executed, or altogether neglected, the 
stray orders for forgotten articles which they grumbled " had better have 
been had down from London like the rest." To crown the confusion, the 
cub arrived full of boisterous spirits, and began to amuse himself with a 
whole flock of larks, a phrase that indicated those practical jokes, in which 
persons of limited capacity are so apt to indulge. He locked the butler in 
nis pantry — sent off* the footman, when most in request, on frivolous er- 
rands — plugged the pipes of keys — fastened chairs together — set tables 
topsy-turvy — shut the cat in the china-closet — fastened the house-dog to 
the gate-bell — and then was discovered ranting as Belvidera, with his 
clumsy person thrust into a new dress that had just been sent home 
for his sister. 'Tilda screamed and scolded, the mother begged and 
prayed — but the mischievous spirit of this domestic Caliban was not pro- 
perly quelled till Twigg senior had ten times turned him out of the business, 
twenty times cut him off* with a shilling, and, at last, given him a sound 
cuffing with his own fatherly hands. 

It seemed impossible that the festive preparation could be completed by 
the given day ; but the time came, and every thing was in order. As the 
cub had predicted, the governor had rolled a great many entertainments into 
one. In the. centre of the lawn stood a large marquee, containing an ample 
cold collation, which made a very showy appearance, the principal dishes 
being kept cold by the new massive silver covers, each surmounted by the 
family emblem, a bee, big enough for a cockchafer. Above this pavilion 
waved, or rather should have waved, a broad silken banner, that had oflen 
flutter^ and flaunted in the procession of the Worshipful Company of 
Ironmongers, but now, for want of wind, hung down as motionless as a 
piece of hardware. In a line with the marquee was a target for archery, so 
posted, that whoever missed the butt would have a fair chance of hitting the 
tent ; whilst, for the accommodation of anglers, the margia of the large fish- 
pond was furnished with sundry elbow-chairs, wherein the sedentary angler 
might enjoy " the contemplative man's recreation," in the immediate vicin- 
ity of a country dance and a pandean band, in those days as fashionable a 
band as Weippart's or Colinet's at the present time. To accommodate the 
musicians, the octagon summer-house was fitted up as a temporary orches- 
tra, in front of which stood a column of benches three deep ; for Twigg, on 
personally inviting the pedagogue of Prospect-House, and begging a whole 
nolyday for the boys, had embraced that eligible opportunity of borrowing 
all the school forms. On the opposite side of the garden, the orange-trees 
and exotics from the hothouse formed an avenue up to an arbour, chris- 
tened, for the occasion, the Temple of Flora, and specially dedicated to the 
occupation of Miss Twigg, who undertook, in an appropriate fancy dress, 
to represent the Ctucen of Flowers. The Hermitage, in a secluded corner 
of the grounds, had its rustic table furnished with a huge portfolio of co- 
loured caricatures ; and the paddock was devoted to trapball and cricket, 
the wicket for the latter game being considerately pitched, so that a barn on 
one side, and a haystack on the other, would materially assist the fieldsmen 
in stopping the ball. A whimsical feature remains to be mentioned. In 
anticipatioa of syllabub, Daisy, a polled Alderney, was tethered at a corner 
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of the lawn, a stone Cupid seeming ludicrously to keep watch over her, in 
the capacit/ of a cowboy. 

Sucn were the festive arrangements over which Twi^g glanced witk a 
satisfaction Uiat made him frequently wash his hands without water or soap, 
while he mentally contrasted the gay scene before him with the humble 
prospects of his youth. He was dressed in a full court suit of plum colour, 
m wnich, as Sherifi) he had gone up with an address to the King ,* his part- 
ner, with her embonpoini and her pink satin, looked extremely like that 
hearty and substantial flower, a full blown cabbage-rose ; while 'Tilda, in 
apple-green silk, festooned with artificial flowers, and her hair wreathed 
with real ones, appeared actually, as he expressed it, " a cut above human 
nature/' 

At the first encounter of husband and wife in their full plumage, she sa- 
luted him with a very profound curtsey, which he returnea by an elaborate 
bow, as if in joint rehearsal of the ceremonies to come, and then they mutu- 
ally congratulated each other on the propitious weather, for the sky was 
calm and cloudless, though it was rather hot for the season : indeed, as 
Twi^ said, he should have thought it " very hard if a man of his property 
couldnot have a fine day for a f)^te." 

One thing puzzled the worthy pair. Few of the nei^hbourin;^ gentry had 
accepted their invitation, though the Hive was so handy, and they had car- 
nages of their own ; whereas the metropolitan families who had been asked, 
came almost to a fraction, notwithstanding the distance was considerable, 
and many had to hire vehicles. It was smgular, besides, that those who 
had the farthest to travel arrived first ; guests from Bishopsgate, Ludgate, 
and Cripplegate, came in, and had successively made the tour of the house 
and grounds before a single soul was announced who belonged to the vi- 
cinity. However, the interval was a grateful one, for it allowed the master 
and mistress of the Hive to feel really " at home" with their former con- 
nexions, and to indulge in the luxury of civic recollections, unrepressed by 
the presence of their more aristocratic acquaintance. Mrs. T wigg exhibited 
to her female friends her drawing-room, bed-rooms, store-room, kitchen, 
washhouse, brewhouse, and her unprofitable daiiy ; meanwhile Twig^ pa- 
raded his old cronies through his dining-room, billiard-room, study, ana sta- 
bles, or trotted them rouna the grounds, pointing out peeps and prospects, 
and then rushing back to act as showman to fresh batches, who were suc- 
cessively ushered into the garden by Pompey, his black face opening from 
ear to ear, like a personification of Coalman's Broad Grins. The coach- 
man, in topboots, assisted the footman ; and the gardener, a sort of Jerry 
Blossom, fancy-dressed in a straw hat, pea^een coat, skyblue hose, and 
parsley-and- butter waistcoat, trotted afier his master, to give the proper 
names of the flowers and shrubs, for the proprietor scarcely knew a peony 
from a pink. 

At one o'clock all the company had arrived, excepting the Tyrrels and 
the Riverses ; many of the youngei* guests coming in fancy dresses, more 
or less tasteful : there were Swiss, Turkish, and Grecian maids ; nuns, 
Dianas, nymphs, Spanish Dons, troubadours, monks, knights, a shepherd, 
and no less than three shepherdesses, without a sheep. The air was now 
become oppressively sultry ; but Twigg sufi^red little from the weather, in 
comparison witli his hot and cold fits of nervousness and anxiety, origi- 
nating in other causes than the mere novelty of his situation. First, he 
had to endure a long complimentary oration from Doctor Bellamy, an ap- 
propriate answer to which would have cost the hearer more trouble than a 
speech in common council ; then he had to meet the Squire for the first 
time since smashing his decanters ; — the pedagogue from Prospect House 
was perpetually addressing him with Latin quolations : and he was espe- 
cially puzzled by the presence of the Rev. Dr. (Jobb, — for archery and cricket 


I'rLNET HALt. 153 

w^re sports for lavmen, and he could think of no clerical amusement, except 
inviting the worthy vicar every ten minutes to eat or drink. The occasional 
absences of his son kept him, besides, in an intermitting fever, for he judged 
rightly, that the cub, when out of sight, was engaged in mischief,* above all, 
he could not help noticing that a damp hung over the spirits of the whole com- 
pany, which he vainly tried to dissipate. The town party and the country 
party refused to amalgamate, and took opposite sides of the garden, like 
Whigs and Tories ; nay, the very sexes seemed to antipathize, and the young 
ladies planted themselves in chimps on one part of the lawn, while the young 
gentiemen formed groups elsewhere. Possibly, like the guests at the feast 
afler the manner ofthe ancients, as recorded in Peregrine Pickle, each indi- 
vidual awaited the example of his neighbour how he was to behave or enjoy 
himself at so unusual an entertainment ; perhaps mirth was depressed by 
the earnest injunction to be meriy of the host ana hostess, who did not know 
that to bid a wit " to be funny," is to desire him to be dull. As Twi^g 
trotted to and fro with the activity and volubility of a flying pieman, he in- 
dalffed in such patter as the following. 
"My dear Miss Tipper, I declare, as blooming as ever — glad to seeyou 

— take an ice — Mrs. Crowder, have you been round tlie grounds ? — Rev. 
Dr. Cobb, a glass of wine — Pray make free, gentlemen — Liberty Hall, 
you know — Matilda, Miss Dobbs would like to see Flora's Temple — 
^Tilda looks well, do n*t she? — Mr. Deputy, there *\l be a collation at four 
in the tent ; but take a snack beforehand — plenty in the dining-room — 
come, young folks, be merry, be merry — what are jrou all for? — there's 
bow and arrows, and cricket, and fishing and dancing on the green, and 
tnasic — Mrs. Tilby, I know you 're fond of vocals — run, Pompey, and de- 
sire Mr. Hopkinson for the favour of a sons — my dear, do keep an eye on 

John, he 's drunk already, d ^n him — Mr. Sparks, a glass of wine — the 

Ba.me with you, Mr. Dowson — here, this way into the green-house — come, 
^ob-a-nob — a pretty scene, is n't it, Sparks, my old boy — and all my own 
property — Mr. Dowson, I can't help remembering old times ; but many 's 
the time Sparks and me has clubbed our shillings together for a treat at 
Bagnigge Wells. A great change though, says you, from that to this. I 
little t£>ught when I Mrrote T. Twigg with a watering- tin, on a dusty 

Favement, that I should be signing it some day to cheques for thousands, 
do n't care who knows it, but I was n't always the warm man I am to-day. 
Mr. Squire, pray step in — a glass of wine — glad to see you, Mr. Squire 

— break as much as you please, and I won't say anything ; we shall only 
be quits — now for a look about us again — where the devil is T., junior ? 
— Mr. Danvers, go to my daughter's bower, she 11 present you a bou- 
quet — Dr. Bellamy, a glass of wine — Miss Trimmer, I know you like 
solitude ; and that 's the way to the Hermitage. Do n't be alarmed at the 
cow, she's only flapping oST the flies — Dr. Cobb, there's lunch in the dining- 
room — Mr. Cottrel, do ^o and divide those young ladies — beaux, beaux, 
what are you about ? — come, choose partners, do n't let the band play for 
nothing — Mr. Crump, a glass of wine — " 

Such was the style of Twigg's exhortations ; who unlike other lecturers, 
endeavoured to enforce his precepts by practice. He made a dozen inffbe- 
tual offers with the trap-bat at the ball, bobbed a fishing-line up and down 
in the fish-pond, seized Mrs. Deputy Dobbs, and cut a brief caper with her 
on the grass plat, and finally, fitting an arrow to a bow, the shaft escaped 
from fus fingers, and passed through Mrs. Tipper's turban, where it lodg- 
ed, like a dtewer a la Grecque, Such a commencement made eveiy one 
averse to archery, and particularly as Mrs. Twigg requested that before 
shooting any more arrows, they would let her put corks on all the points. 
As to angling, it seemed universally agreed, that on such a day no fish 
would take a bait ; and with regard to dancing, Twigg's tarantula did not 
7—4 
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bile any more tliaa &e fish, whilst the trap-ball and the cricket-ball were 
as much out of favour as the ball on the lawn. Music itself seemed for 
once to have lost its charms, and the most popular of Mr. Hopkinson'a 
songs attracted no auditor but Dr. Bellamy, who sat gravely bowing time, 
ana waving bis hand in accompaniment of the long, elaborate, rambling 
cadences then in fashion, and which might aptly be compared to the ex- 
traneous flourishes so much in vosue at the same period, when the pen went 
curvetting off from plain pothooks and hangers into ornamental swans, 
ships, dragoons, eagles, and fierce faces in flowing wigs. Indeed, from 
the evolutions of Old Formality's right hand and fore-finger, their sweeps, 
and wavinss and circumgyrations, and occasional rapid spinnings, a deaf 
man woula certainljr have thought that he was meditating and practising 
some such caligraphic devices on the empty air. 

At last Massa Baronet Tyrrel was announced by the obsequious Pompey, 
and the iovial Sir Mark immediately appeared, with his family, including 
his dausnter elect, Grace Rivers, the avocations of the Justice not allowing 
him to be present so early. The Baronet, delivered from gout, was in exr 
t llent health and spirits ; Mrs. ELamilton seemed unusually cheerful ; Raby 
.and Grace were of course happy in each other's society ; and even Ring- 
wood and St. Kitts appeared either to have forgotten their old feud, or to 
have agreed on an armistice for the day. The host and hostess were loud 
and eager in their welcome and salutations. 

" Oh, Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet," exclaimed Mrs. Twi^g, in a tone of 
reproach, '* how could you be so behind time ? You promised to enjoy a 
long day.*' 

** To be sure, madam," answered Sir Mark, ** to judge by the field, I 
am rather late at the meet ; but no matter -y- a short burst may be a merry 
one ; and as yet, from all I see, I have lost little sport." 

" Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, a ^lass of wine 7" said Mr. Twigg. " A 
votary of Diana," lisped Miss Twigg, " must be a friend to Flora, — may 
I ofler a bouquet ?" 

'^I shall be proud and hsuDpy," returned the pliant Sir Mark, with a bow 
that belonged to the Hunt Balls ; but in stepping hastily forward to receive 
the nosegay, he unluckily set his right foot with some emphasis on the fore- 
paw of a little Blenheim spaniel that was careering round Flora's green 
sandals. The poor brute immediately set up a dismal howl, and the God- 
dess^ divesting her hands with little ceremony of the profi^red t>ouquet, 
caught up the curly favourite, and began to fondle it in her arms. 

** D— n the dog !" exclaimed Twigg, with his usual abruptness ; '^ chuck 
him down a^ai)^, and give Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, his bow-pot." 

" I am redly ashamed af her, sir," said the mother, stooping and present- 
ing the flowers herself; "but the little animal's a great darling, a real 
IV&rlbro', and a present from Mr. Ringwood." 

The Baronet winced at the information, and could have kicked the dog 
back to Blenheim with all his heart ; while Ringwood, Raby, and the Creole 
exchanged looks of vexation with each other, which gradually altered into 
pmiles, and at last they all laughed in concert. There is a story current 
on the turf, of a certain jockey who very profitably disposed of three several 
whips, to as many gentlemen, as the identical whip with which he had won 
the Derby ; and the keeper, or under- keeper of Blenheim had practised a 
similar imposition on our three collegians, by selling to each of them the 
only spaniel of that celebrated breed that *' was to be had for love or money." 
However, each prudently kept the secret Twigg took the Baronet into 
the green-house for a glass of wine ; Mrs. Twigg invited Mrs. Hamilton 
to vSke a peep at the preparations in the marquee, and Matilda led Grace 
to her temple. 

" Well, what do you think now of the great Dutch doll with a ship's 
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ISgure-head ?" inquired Ringwoed, as he watched the departing Flora with 
eyes full of admiration and triumph. 

" Why, I have often seen Jack in the Green," answered Raby quietly ; 
" but I never had the pleasure before of meeting his wife." 

• " I suppose you mean her festoons of flowers 7" answered Ringwood, in- 
dignantly ; " why, it 's a fancy dress — but I forgot I was speaking to a 
blmd book- worm, who hardly knows a gown from a riding habit" So 
saying, he turned on his heel, and walked off in pursuit of the Goddess of 
bods and blossoms. 

• "Upon my honour, Raby," said the Creole, "I suspect your brother is 
turned a Pagan, and means to worship the m3rthoIogical divinity who has 
just left us." 

'* Let him worship her," answered Raby, in an indifierent tone ; " it is 
no concern of mine ; he is as free to choose his altars as I am." 

'* Of course he is," answered St. Kitts ; ^* but I doubt whether his father 
will admit your doctrine of universal toleration. I have reason to believe 
he would rather the vows of his oldest-bom should be offered at the shrine 
of St Grace." 

" Nothing more likely," answered Rabv, with the same composed tone ; 
"my father always called her his first favourite; but as for Ringwood, 
he has not the taste to prefer Grace with that simple ntoss-rose in her bod- 
dice to the Gtneen of the dafibdils." 

The Creole bit his lip. He had meant to disturb the enviable serenity of 
a favoured lover, but the attempt failed : — the happy rival moved on, of 
course in pursuit of Grace, and St Kitts was preparing to follow him, when he 
was arrested by a twitch of the sleeve, and the cub accosted liim with his 
usual familiarity. 

** I say, an't you a scaly chap, bow, not to come in character? You pro- 
mised me, honour bright, you know ; and, thinks I, it will be a hat and 
feathers, and a long cloak ; for you've just the out of the mug, and the 
brown chops for a Spanish Don." 

** I gave no such promise, sir," answered the Creole, sharply. 
- " Come, that 's a ^od un ?" exclaimed the cub. ** And I suppose you 
did'nt promise to give us a little spouting? And you don't remember, 

neither, the bit of speechifying in the lane * the portrait, the portrait 's 

the thing, — and truth stamps on it ?" 

** I am no strolling player, sir," said St. Kitts ; ** but perhaps you mistake 
me for some of your acquaintance." 

"No, I do n't," answered the cub, with a knowing wink ; ** I 'd swear to 
your phiz any wheres, and no mistake. Who are you? Why, you're 
Watty T3rrrel, alias St Kitts, alias Gyp." 

" The time and place protect you, sir," said the Creole, between his 
teeth, " or this offensive familiarity should be chastised." 

about 
up. 

castor, and my tile won't be lon^r after it" 

" I have no inclination, sir," said the Creole, " to convert this garden into 
a bear-garden." 

" All fogrum," said the cub, adopting a favourite phrase of the highborn 
and highbred Fulke Greville ; " did n't Hamlet and Thing-um-bob fence 
before the Kin^ and Q,ueen, and all the Court ? It 's only doing the thing 
more like Englishmen, with fists instead of foils." 

'' No, no, I'll be a party to no such parodies of Shakspeare," said St 
Kitts, with a laugh ; for he prudently reflected, that it is better to dance 
with a bear than to fight with nim -, and, besides, the altercation had begun 
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to attract the notice of the bystanders ; he readily took, therefore, the hand 
that was held out to him, and accepted the cub^s invitation to see " some- 
thingworth seeing," in a distant part of the grounds. 

*^here it is,*' said the cub, pointing, with a chuckle, to a garden engine; 
"it's chuck-full, and a resular sneaking job I had to get it here on the sly* 
Come, man, pump away like a fireman, and I '11 guide the pipe." - 

*' I must first know what is to be got under," said St. Kitts, " before 1 
help to play upon it." 

" Why tne arbour, to be sure," answered the cub ; " those sreen boards 
are the back of it 'Tilda is Flora, and that 's her Temple, ana as it 's hot- 
tish weather for her and the flowers, I 'm going to give them a benefit" 

'^ You must excuse me," said the Creole, ^ but I will be accomplice in no 
such plot ; I detest practical jokes." 

" Backing out, eh?" said the cub, regarding his companion with a look 
of contempt. ** Whv, she '11 only give a squawk ; I 've oflen cold-pigged 
her of a morning. But no matter, — I can do it myself. So here ^oes." 

The speaker immediately seized the handle of the pump, and plied it vi- 
gorously, with one hand, while the other directed tne pipe upwards, so 
judgmatically, as he would have said, that the jet of water, alter rushing 
some yards aioft, fell in a heavy shower through the lattice-work which 
composed the roof of the bower. A loud scream, as he had predicted, arose 
from tlie interior of the temple, and almost before it had done echoing. Ring- 
wood was in the rear of the arbour, looking round, with glaring eyes, for the 
projector of this piece of mischief. The cub, however, had disappeared^ 
and Flora's avenger saw only St Kitts, with his hand still on the pipe, which 
he had, too late, attempted to avert. 

" St Kitts, by Heaven ! I guessed as much !" exclaimed Ringwood, at the 
same time advancing and shakins his clenched fist within an inch or two of 
the other's face : — " You scoundrel !' ' 

"Take back your scoundrel," said the Creole, retreating a pace back- 
ward; " and carry your threats elsewhere. It was no act of mme." 

" It is false I" cried Ringwood, vehemently. " There 's no one here, but 
yourself, who owes me a grudge, or would pay it off in so infamous a man- 
ner. You knew I was in the arbour!" 

" I have as yet £een nothing but the back of it," answered the Creole ; 
** and my sight is not so keen as to pierce through deal boards." 

" But you thought I was there, at any rate," retorted Ringwood. 

The Creole was silent ; he could not deny that he had supposed Flora's 
votary to be with her in her temple ; but he did not care to enter oa the rea- 
sons which had led to that inference ; nor did he choose voluntarily to give 
up Twigg, junior, as the culprit This hesitation was attributed to guUt 
by the passionate Ringwood, whose blood was now risen to boiling heat 
" You are a coward, and a liar, to boot," he said, fiercely ; " but the punish- 
ment shall match the ofience ;" and he seized the handle of the engine with 
one hand, and the pipe with the other. St Kitts, who saw throu^ his de- 
ugn, sprung forward to resist its execution, and in an instant they were en- 
gaged in a desperate struggle for mastery. Every sinew was stretched to 
the utmost, the muscles started out on their hands, and the veins of their 
temples swelled almost to bursting ; but the superior strength of Ringwood 
prevailed. With a sudden and violent efiTort he wrenched the grasp of St 
Kitts from the engine, and dashed him staggering some paces backward, 
where, before he could recover himself, a gushing jet of water drenched his 
whole person, from head to heel. 

" You shall repent this, bv heaven !" said the Creole, as soon as he reco- 
vered from the blindness and surprise of the shock. " It is water lh%t drips 
from nUj but you shall welter in blood !" 

" The old story," replied Ringwood, contemptuously ; " but you are fireely 
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Welcome to all you are likely to draw from me, whether at boxing, or single- 
(Stick ; for of coarse you mean the weapons that belong to your caste." 

"Ringwood !" said the Creole, with eager earnestness, ** grant me one 
request. Promise me, by your honour, that if the stain on my birth should 
ever be removed, you will meet me as your equal, with the arms of gentle- 
men?** 

" Oh, with all my heart,'* answered Ringwood ; " there »s my hand on it ; — 
but^ mind, I must have good proof, evidence in black and white, and not in 
whitey-brown, that your mother was no slave among the su^r-canes. I 
riiould n't like, when I thought I was letting good blood, to fina it was only 
treacle." 

*' Enough," said the Creole, with a hard squeeze of the hand that was 
held out to him ; "remember — your honour is pledged ;" and hastily turn- 
ing away, the speaker sprang over the fence, wnich was only a paling, and 
disappeared. At the same moment a smothered haw ! haw ! haw ! from be- 
hind a clump of shrubs proved that this water-scene had been observed and 
enjoyed by the projector of the joke. 

*' So here you are," said Raby, making his appearance, ^ in tlus Strang 
out of the way comer ; I fancied I heard your voice at high words with St. 
Kitts. Pray what was the matter?" 

" Nothing at all ; he only be^n to blaze, and so I got him under," an- 
swered Ringwood, carelessly pointing with his finger to the garden-engine. 
And he lounged off into the bower, where he found the deluge wiped up and 
his Goddess m statu quo. 

Durin? this interlude the dulness of the rest of the company had rather 
increased, and the gaudy flag, that still drooped motionless on its stafl^ 
seemed a proper emblem of their listless and inanimate condition. — They 
stood about tne grounds in groups, idle, weary, and dreary, and seemed by 
common consent to have adopted the line of conduct of the Hon. Mr. Dan- 
vers, a sort of exclusive of those days, who, in answer to every proposition 
of amusement, lisped languidly, '^that he preferred to look on." 

^ Ifs very odd a man of my property can't have a merry party," thought 
Twigg, as he looked round on his grand to-do, and saw the festive scene 
with a visible damp over it, like a wet night at Vauxhall. In the bitterness 
of his heart he sidled up to Mrs. Twigg, who was standing near the mar- 
quee, and said to her, in a low tone, " Our friends, d — n them, are as dull 
as ditch-water. What the devil can we do vnih them ?" 

** Nine, ten, eleven," said Mn. Twigg, with an abstracted look, and a 
little nod of her head at each number. 

" What the is running in your fo(J's head, madam ?" said the Mas- 
ter of the Hive, who was apt to use expressions not exactly cut out for the 
ear of our present Licenser. 

"Hush; — fourteen, fifleen, sixteen, seventeen," continued Mrs. Twigg, 
with the action of a Mandarin. " Drat that Pompey ; I know there's more 
heads than plates." And she rushed off to scold the oblivious black. The 
poor African, indeed, during the last half hour, had fully entitled himself to 
receive what Twiw, junior, would have called a regular good wigging. 

A breath of air displaying, for the first time, the ironmongers' banner, it 
was discovered that the obtuse negro had hoisted it reversed, with all tiie 
armorial bearings of that Worahipful Company standing on their heads ; 
and in absurdly attempting to rectily this blunder, by swarming up the stafl^ 
down came Pompey, pole, fla^, and all, on the dignified head of the Hon. 
Mr. Danvers, who was indulging his preference for looking on. His next 
exploit was in bowing and backing to make way for Mr. Justice Rivers, 
whereby he sot a fair roll and tumble over Miss Bower, one of the shep- 
herdesses, who was sitting very pastorally on the grass ; and, by-and-by, 
recollecting some neglected previous order, he ran off headlong to execute 
4* 
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it, popping down a trayfuU of ices to thaw and dissolve themfelvea into a 
dew, under the broiling sun. A Ions hundred of such little enormities were 
committed bjr the wrong-headed Hottentot; but only imagine the. amaze- 
ment of his mistress, when she saw him gravely conveying a reinforcement 
of cake and wine to the green-house in a common hand-barrow ; — and con-, 
ceive her still greater horror when he came back on the broad grin^ with 
the same vehicle containing the helpless, portly body of the coachman as 
drunk as the celebrated sow of David. The only possible thing that could 
be urged in favour of the sot, was, that he was not cross in &b cups, for 
during his progress he persisted in singing a jolly song, quite as broad as it 
was long, with ail the voice that he had left 

** I shall faint away ! — I shall go wild I — I shall die on the spot P* — 
exclaimed the distressed mistress of the Hive. — *' I wonder where Mr. T. 
is? That Pompey is enough to — has kay body seen Mr. T. ? It is 
really cruel, — what can a woman do with a tipsy man 7 — Do run about, 
Peter, and look for your master, —Mr. T. ! Mr. T. ! Mr. T. !" 

But no one responded to the invocation, although the whole grounds re- 
sounded, jgradualiy, with an universal call for Mr. Twisg. The unhappy 
lady was m despair — she feared she knew not what. When she last saw 
him he had been worked up by successive mistakes and accidents to an 
awful pitch of nervous excitement, and she did not feel sure that be had 
not actually run away in a paroxysm of disgust and horror, leaving her, 
like Lady Macbeth, to huddle up the banquet as she might. At last a 
popping sound attracted her to the tent, and there she found the wished- 
for personage, cursing and swearing in a wMsper, and stopping with each 
thumb a bottle of champagne, which had suffered so from the hot weather, 
that the fixed air had determined on visiting the fresh. 

^'Oh, Mr. T., what would you think!" — began the poor hostess, but 
he cut her short ; and the following dialogue ensued. 

" None of your clack, madam ; but stop those two bottles" — and he 

pointed to a couple of long-necked fizzlers ; " d n it, madam, stop 'em 

tight, — you 're making them squirt in my face. There you go agin ! 
Where »s Pompey, — where 's Peter, — where 's John, — what the devil 's 
the use of servants, if they're away when you want 'em — curse the 
champagne I — Here's a pretty situation for a man of my property I" 

" My dear, do only have a little patience — " 

*^ Patience be hanged I I 've been standing so, madam, this half hour 

— till I 've got a cramp in both thumbs. I told that rascal John never to 
quit the tent, and you, madam, vou, — with your confounded she-gossips 

— why did n't you come sooner? I'll tell you what — if ever I have a 
ftte again — is any body happy — is any body lively — will any body shoot 
at the target — or dance on the lawn — or play cricket ? No, says you, 
it 's a failure, a regular failure ; and as for pleasure, there an't a farthing in 
the pound !" 

The colloquy would doubtless have proceeded much further, but for a 
succession of femaXe shrieks which arose from all quarters at once, where- 
at leaving the champagne to take care of itself, the perplexed pair rushed 
out, with palpitating hearts, to inquire into the nature of this new catas- 
trophe. And truly they beheld a sight to London-bred spectators pecu- 
liarly appalling. The human groups that occupied the lawn had disap- 
peared, and in lieu of them, the terrific Alderney was racing about '* like 
mad" with her head up, and her tail bolt upright and as stiff as a kitchen 
poker. Driven to wiloness by three hours' exposure to a hot sun, and the 
mcessant tormenting stings of insects, poor Daisy had broken her tether, 
or more probably it had been cut for her by young Twigg, and she imme- 
diately began that headlong gallop which cows are apt to take when goaded 
by the breeze-fly. Afler running three heats round the lawn, she naturally 
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tiiade for theshadea of the shrubbery, bat being beaded back by the gen- 
tlemen, she paused, and looked around for an instant, as if to considQr; 
and then, making up her mind, she suddenly dashed off for the only place 
of shelter, and rushed headlong into the marquee. An awful crash en- 
sued. Plate clattered, glass jingled, and timber banged ! The canvass 
bulged fearfully on one side, and the moorings giving way, out rushed 
Daisy, and down fell the tent like a clap-net, decidedly catching \]^e cold 
fowls, ducks, and pi^ens that were under it 

A loud cry of a mixed character arose from the spectators of this lainent- 
able catastrophe. The ladies screamed from terror ; . the expectant citizens 
bellowed from hungry disappointment, and some of the younger gentle- 
men, amateurs of fun, gave a shout that sounded like a huzza ! 

« She 's upset the tables 1" shrieked Mrs. Twigg, with her arms working 
aloft like a telegraph's. 

" And there goes every delicacy of the season,*' exclaimed Mr. Twigg, 
gazing with the stupified aspect of an under-writer at a total wreck. 

** The new covers " groaned the lady. 

«* All battered and bruised — nothing but dents and bumps," added her 
husband, in the same tone. 

"And the beautiful cut glass — not a bit of it blowed," said the hostess, 
beginning to whimper. 

« Smashed — shivered to atoms — curse her soul !" cried the host, with 
the fervour of a believer in the metempsychosis. 

" My poor damask table-cloths !" moaned the mistress, with some in- 
dications of her old fainting fits. 

"Hamstring her ! —kill her ! knock her on the head !" shouted Twige, 
dancing on his tiptoes with excitement, and unconsciously imitafmg the 
action of a slaughter-man. 

After standing a minute at gaze, the cow had recommenced her career 
about the lawn, causing a general panic, and nature's first law, the sauvt 
out peiU principle, triumphed over all others. Guided by this mstinct, 
Twigg rushed into the greenhouse, and resolutely shut the door against 
the cow, as well as against Mrs. Twigg, who had made for the same place 
of refuge. The corpulent Mr. Deputy Dobbs, by hard running, contrived 
to place the breadth of the fish-pond between himself and the " infuriated 
animal," — the orchestra box, alieut the octagon summer-house, was crowded 
with companv, — the hermitage, oh, shade of Zimmerman, what a sacri- 
lege I was a perfect squeeze ; and Flora had clambered up the latUce-work 
of her temple, and sat shrieking on the top. All the guests were in safety 
but one ; and every one trembled at the probable fate of Mrs. Tipper, who 
had been sitting on the end of a form, and was not so alert in jumpmg^up 
from it as her juniors. The bench, on a mechanical principle well under- 
stood, immediately reared up and threw its rider ; and before the unfortu- 
nate lady, as she afterwards averred, " could well feel her feet, she saw 
the rampaging cretur come tearing at her, with the black man arter her, 
making her ten times worser." . 

The scared Alderney, however, in choosing her course, had no design 
against Mrs. Tipper, but merely inclined to enjoy a cold bath in the fish- 
pond, into which she accordingly plunged, accompanied by Pompey, who 
had just succeeded, afler many attempts, in catching hold of the remnant 
of her tether. In they went — souse! —saluted by a chorus of laughter 
from the orchestra ; and there, floundering up to their necks in water, the 
black animal and the red one hauled each other about, and splashed and 
dashed as if an aquatic parody of the combat of Guy of Warwick and 
the Dun Cow had been part of the concerted, entertainments. 

" Confound the fellow — she HI be drown'd i" cried an angry voice from 
the greenhouse. 
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'* His Uveiy 'b dish*d and done for," responded a melancholy voice from 

the hothouse. 
"Oh! my gold-fish will be killed!" cried a shrill tone from the top of 

the temple : while a vaccine bellow resounded from the pond, intermingled 

with a volley of African jargon, of which only one sentence could be 
caught, and it intimated a new disaster. 
*' O ki ! him broke all de fishin>rods and de lines !*' 
As Pompey spoke, he exchanged his grasp of tha halter, which had be- 
come slippery, for a clutch at the tail ; an indignity the animal no sooner 
felt, than with a desperate effort she scrambled out of the pond, and dashed 
ofi* at full gallop towards the paddock, making a dreadful cap by the way 
in Flora's display of exotics, whether in tubs or pots. As for Pompey, 
through not timing his leap with the cow% he was left sprawling under the 
rails of the paddock ; meanwhile the persecuted Aldemey fuially took 
shelter under the shade of the haystack. 

And now the company, with due caution, came abroad again from roof 
and shed and leafy recess, like urchins after a shower. Twigg sallied from 
the greenhouse, and his helpmate at the same, moment issued from the 
foicing-house, with a face looking perfectly ripe : the octagon summer- 
house sent forth a congregation like that of a dwarf chapel, — the hermit- 
age was left to the joint tenancy of Raby and Grace, and Flora descended 
from the roof of her temple, being tenderly assisted in her descent by the 
enamoured Ringwood. By common consent the company all hastened 
towards the fallen marquee, and cleazin^ away the canvass, they beheld 
the turf variously strewed, — exactly as if Time, — that Eklax Rerum, — 
had made a miscellaneous meal which had disagreed with him. 

In the middle the tables lay on their sides with their less stretched out 
like dead horses, and the bruised covers, and knives and forks, were scat- 
tered about like the battered helmets and masterless weapons after a skir- 
mish of cavalry. The tablecloths were dappled with the purple blood of 
the grape ; and the eatables and drinkables scattered, battered, spattered, 
shattered, and tattered, all round about, presented a spectacle equally 
whimsical and piteous, The following are but a few of tne objects which 
the Hon. Mr. Danvers beheld when he looked on. 

Item. A huge cold round of beef, surrounded by the froth of a trifle, like 
an island " b^irt with foam," with a pigeon perch^ on the top instead of 
a cormorant. 

Item. A large lobster, roosting on a branch of an epergne. 

Item. A roast duck, seemingly fast asleep, with a cream cheese for a 
mattrass and a cucumber for a bolster. 

Item. Brawn, in an ample writing-paper ruff, well sprinkled \vith claret, 
reminding^ the spectator irresistibly of the neck of King Charles the First 

Item. Tipsy-cake, appropriately under the table. 

Item. A puddle of cold punch, and a neat's tongue apparently lickmg 
it up. 

Item. A noble ham, brilliantly powdered with broken glass. 

Item. A boiled rabbit smothered in custard. 

Item. A lump of frlone-mange dyed purple. 

Item. A shoal of prawns in an ocean oilemonade. 

Item. A very fine boiled turkey in a harlequn suit of lobster-salad. 

Item. A ship of sugar-candy, Ugh and dry on a fillet of veal. 

Item. A " hedge-ho^" sitting on a " hen's nest" Vide Mrs. Glasse's 
Cookery for these confectionary devices. 

Item. " A floating island," as a new constellation, amongst " the moon 
and stars in jelly." See Mrs. Glasse again. 

Item. A large pound crab, sitting upright against a table, and nursing a 
chicken between its claws. 


TTLNET HALL. 161 

- Item. A collared eel, uncoiled, and threatenii'jg like a boa con&tnctQr to 
swallow a fowl. 

Item. A Madeira pond, in a dish cover, with a duck drowned in it 

Item. A pig^s face, with a snout smelling at a bunch of artificial ilowerB. 

Item. A leg of lamb, as yellow as the leg of a boy at Christ's hospital^ 
thanks to the mustard-pot. 

Item. A tongue all over " flummerv.'' 

Item. An immense Macedoine of all the fruits of the season, jumbliMi 
together in jam, jelly, and cream. 

Such were some of the objects, interspersed with Serpentines of sherry, 
Peerless Pools of port, and New Rivers of Madeira, tliat saluted the eye" 
of the expectant guests, thus untimely reduced to the feast of reaspn and 
the flow of soul. The unfortunate hostess appeared ready to drop on ^e 
spot ; but, according to Major Oakley's theory, she refrained from fainting 
among so many broken bottles ; whust Twigg stood with the very aspect 
and attitude of a baker's journeyman, we once saw, just after a stumble, 
which had pitched five rice- puddings, two custard ditto, ia gooseberry pie, a 
currant tart, and two dozen cheesecakes into a reservoir of M' Adams's 
broth from flints. The swamping of his collation on the ait in the Thggixiea 
was a retail concern to this enorra^pus. wreck. His eyebrows worked, his 
eyes rolled, his lips quivered with inaudible curses, and bis fingers twitched, 
as if ea^er to be doing something, but waiting for orders from the will ; ^iie 
was divided, in truth, between a dpzen rival .mipulses, suggiesting to hjm, 
•11 at once, to murder the cow, to thrash Pompey, to quar^ with his.jB^ifey 
to disinherit his son, to discharge the cooks, to order every body's carriiige, 
to send Mat^a ^back to bparciin^-scbool, to ^o to bed suddenly iU, to run 
ftway <7od knew where, to l^ang hiix^seif on the pear- tree, to drown hifq^^ 
in 400 fish-ponid, to burn the niacquee, to ti;rn 1^4®^ <#4 deny a. Provi- 
dence, U> get .dead dnmk. 

It must be confesi^ that in some of these instances his aim .w^ dju^^c^ 
aguast yery innocent indi^duals ; b.vt a man in a passion is.i^ver paitifsn- 
lar,, any more than a Jha^ty bottle of ginger-|)0Pr ts to_wbo or fvjhat ju9.to 
sufier by his effervescence. Calmer counsels, ho.weyer, prevaUed ; ai^q, 
assisted by Mrs. T(Vigg.and Poipp^y, he set to, work Uke a Qoraish 
wfecker, to save all be could of ^ cargo. Tbe bloogiest battle le«^v^ 
some of the soldiers alive ; and a decanter or two, a few glasses, p)atf», 
dishes, and other breakables,, remained miraculously unhurt aoM^st -the 

general havoc ; a su^cient freight, indeed, for the butler's tray, iivluch 
ompey volunteered to carry into the house ; but barely had the.. unlucky 
negro set foot on the threshold, when, with an exclaiQation of surprise, he 
dropped the whole brittle load at the feet of the brpwn woman ; and, in a^p- 
ther second, Pompey lav sprawling hiijoself amidst the iriigments, : by a 
blow from ber redoubtable hand. 

After this exploit, the Gtueen of the Gipsies eipiang down the steps, and, 
with the air of Moll Fla^gon, danced and pranced along the lawn .to t^ae 
scene of havoc just described, where she besan to amuse herself like, a bed- 
lamite broken out of conHnement First of all, she bowled a round af cold 
beef across the grasfr'plat, and then she sent a fillet of veal trundling After 
it Next, seizing the gardener, who was collecting the fragments of the 
feast, she forced him to dance a round with her, ending the waltz with a 
trip up that laid the horticulturist on his back ; anon, after a little game at 
foot-ball with a fowl, she threw all the cold ducks, one after another,. into 
the fish-pond. 

The comnany in /a^eneral stood aghast at this outrageous conduct, aad 
wondered -wnat character it was intended to keep up ; whilst othecs, better 
acquainted with the brown woman, scarcely marvelled at her violence, hot 
felt proportionably anxious as to its ultimate extent Mrs. Twigg lan in 
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doom to faint in her own room. Matilda prepared to mount to the top of 
her temple ^ the ladies retreated to the octagon summer-house and the her- 
mitage, whilst Squire Ned, remembering the woman's partiality for sharp 
blades, judiciously caught up a brace of carvers from the grass, m case she 
should again resort, like Palafox, to '* war to the knife." 

" Stop her ! seize her ! take her up in the King's name !" cried Twigg, 
as he took refuge behind Mr. Justice Rivers, who was settling in his own 
mind the maximum of legal punishment he conld inflict for this new ofience 
against social order. 

** To her, boys ! to her !" shouted the gallant Sir Mark, with a corres- 
ponding movement towards the intruder ; but before he had gone half way, 
a mask was plucked off) the womanly dress was dofied, andj instead of the 
Glueen of the Gipsies, he beheld Twigg, junior, leering at him with a pan- 
tomimical grimace, and in an attitude borrowed from the Grimaldi of that 
period. 

" The old fable, by Jove \^ muttered the Baronet, as he stopped short, 
''only the ass has put on a timss^s skin instead of a lion's." 

The cub replied only by aiiarlequin roll of the head ] but it was an im- 
pradent feat to be periormed by one whose brain was already whiriing of 
Its own accord ; for, like certain precocious bibbers, who contrive to fuddle 
themselves before the dinner-dotti is removed, he had managed to be over- 
taken before others had set out ; the natural consequence of this extra 
spinning was a sudden giddiness, and after a desperate stagger, he added 
his bulk to the general mass of articles which, in commerdarlanguage, had 
experienced a considerable fall. 

The wrath of Twigg was at its climax. All his terror had turned to rage, 
and he seemed ready for any extravagance ; indeed, he was only withheld 
by main force from Inflicting on the culprit a paternal pummelling. Nothing, 
however, could prevent his railing ; and he actually raved at the oflTender, 
▼owing to starve him, to make a beggar of him, to kick him out of the firm, 
and to cut him off with a shilling — and a bad shilling, too, if he coined one 
for the purpose. He made him over, bones, blood, and limbs, to the gal- 
lows, to the grave, to the deviL 

'* Pooh, pooh, nooh !" interposed the oracular Deputy Dobfos ; " wine, 
is wine, and a frolic is a frolic. Youth is youth, ana we were all young 


once." 


"Young!" ejaculated Twigg, '*! vrish he had never been a day old ! 
I wish he'd been still-bom ! 1 dont know what he's had, but I wish it 
had choked him !" 

*' Pooh, pooh, ^h !" repeated the Deputy. " Blood 's blood, a son is a 
son, and a father is a father." 

" I know all that," retorted Twigg ; " but do n't go to excuse him ; pray 
don't, for it's inexcusaA>le. Only put yourself in myplac?. Here I am, 
with every thin^ respectable about me, — a man of property : and where 's 
my son and heir, that 's to come into it when I 'm gone ? Why going to 
bed,, confound him, intoxicated — intoxicated by three o'clock. 

" Pooh, pooh, pooh," said the Deputy. 

''I should n't mind," continued Twigg, "if he made a beast of himself 
like a gentleman. I 've seen the gentlest people get tipsy towards tea- 
time. But here he is, unsober before dinner ; no manners, no breeding, no 
nothing. Is any body drunk but him ? No, says you, not a soul ; and com- 
mon pioltteness would dictate, the visiters first" 

In tills strain the indignant Elx-Sheriff was eloquently proceeding, when, 
suddenly, a drop of rain, as big as a bullet, fell splashing^ on the bald head 
of the deputy ; and then came a flash of lightning so vivid, and a clap of 
thunder so astounding, that in his confusion the host himself led a retreat 
into the house, followed by the company en masse, the gardener and Pom- 
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pey, loaded with the helpless carcass of Twis^, junior, brining up the 
rear. The cub was immediately consigned to nis chamber^ with a fervent 
parental wish that he might be bed-ridden for a month to come ; but the 
mother, who had recover<3 from her swoon, fell into a fit of tenderness, and 
apoloirized that her poor son, being so close confined to business, was apt 
when he had a day's pleasure to overdo himself. " It will be a frightful 
Btorm," she added, a»a fiery izzard seemed written on the distant sky, '* but, 
thank goodness, here we all are, with a good roof over our beads." 

*'Not all; yonder are some that want the whipper-in," whispered Sir 
Mark to the Justic^y at the same time directing his attention to the win- 
dow ; and the Magistrate's brow darkened to match the Baronet's, as Grace 
was seen leaning on Raby's arni, and Miss Twigg actually clin^g to 
Ringwood, in their progress towards the house. The two fathers exchanged 
a gloomy and signincant glance, nor did their features brighten when at the 
make-smft ban<][uet which followed, the same couples chose to sit togedier, 
evidently enjoymg the casual dearth of glass and china that compelled 
Grace and Raby to take wine from the same tumbler, and Flora and her 
votary to partake of fruit with only one desert plate between them. The 
countenance of Mrs. Twigs, on the contrary, beamed with joy and triumph 
at witnessing the hopefulnirtation of Matilda with the heir of the Hau ; 
and her portrait taken at that moment would make an appropriate and ad- 
mirable frontispiece to the little volume entitled '' Maternal Solicitude for a 
Daughter's best Interests." It was not, therefore, without a torrent of en- 
treaties, reproaches, and regrets, from the mother, and some poutings from 
the young lady, that the Baronet was allowed to order his carriage the mo- 
ment the storm abated ; and the Justice followed his example. 

These departures threw an increased gloom over the company, which 
Twigg in vain tried to dissipate. Music was prepared, and the carpet was 
taken up. Matilda was sulky, and would n't sing, and Mr. Hopkinson 
could n't, through a cold caught in the octagon summer-house. Mrs. Filby 
was grumpy about her satin gown, observing, with an ansry glance at Miss 
Sparkes, that if people must jump at claps of thunder, they need n't jump 
their jellies into other people's laps ; and tne pedaffosue of rrospect House 
was weary of uttering classical jokes at which nobcray laughed. The Ho- 
nourable Mr. Danvers began to tire of looking on. Deputy Dobbs was dis- 
appointed of his accustomed speechifying, form spite oi all his hints, Twigg 
set his face against toasts, not liking probably to Ind gentlemen charge 
their glasses who had so few to charge. The rest of the JLondoners began 
to calculate the distance of the metropolis. Doctor Cobb had been huned 
by Mr. Figgins in a dispute about politics ; Squire Ned, for the last half 
hour, had been making up his mind to steal away ; and even the Crumpe 
family, who had come early on purpose to enjoy a long day, began to agree 
in their own minds, that it was the longest they had ever known. In short, 
every body found some good reason for going, and successively they took 
leave, Doctor Bellamy being the last of me guests that departed, whereby 
he had the pleasure, and to Old Formality it was a pleasure, of bowing them 
all out 

As the last pair of wheels rattled away, Mrs. Twigg dropped into a 
chair, and began to relieve her feelings by having what she called a good 
cry. At the same moment Twigg threw off his coat, and seizing plate, 
knife, and fork, began eating like a /glutton for a wajger, occasionally wash- 
ing down ham, beef, veal, chicken, ielly, tarts, andfruit, with great gulps 
of brandy and water. As for Matilda, she threw herself on a sofa, as flat, 
inanimate, and faded,, as the Flora of a Hortus Siccus. 

Thus ended a fete especially devoted to enjoyment, but where the spirit 
of the work did not answer to its dedication. Premeditated pleasures fre- 
quently terminate in disappointment ; for mirth and glee do not always care 
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to accept a ceremonious invitation ; they are friendi y familar creatures that 
love to drop in. To use a mercantile metaphor, billa at long dates upon 
happiness are apt to be dishonoured when due. 

On the morrow, John the coachman found himself out of a situation, 
whilst Twigg, junior, was provided with a place on the roof of the High- 
flyer on its road to the metropolis. Pompey was threatened also with ois- 
missal, but as black servants are not as plenty as blackberries, the dis- 
charge was not made out ; whereas, the gardener, shocked at the havoc 
among his exotics, and annoyed by the nickname of Jerry Blossom, which 
his fancy dress had entailed on him, gave warning of his oWn accord. The 
cook received a message from her mistress, who was kept in bed by a ner- 
vous complaint, that she might suit herself as soon as she pleased ; the 
dairy-maid received a significant hint from the s^ame source, that she must 
butter the famil^y better if she wished to stay in it ; and to Dollys' deef) re- 
gret, her favounte Daisy, with a bad character for gentleness, iVas driven 
off to the nearest mkrket to be sold peremptorily for what she would fetch. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

What I have told you by my inspiration, I tell you once again, must and shall fiad 
you. 


The Prophets. 


Alas, to think that Lore decays, 
And Friendship wears the length of days, 
And hands disjoin, and hearts discover. 
But hate lives, grows, and lasts for ever. 


Taklton. 


If ail Che fathers and mothers in the World were but dead, what a merry life would love 
lead ! No churlish dad, nor crabbed dam, to snub it and flout it, and rail at it, till Cu- 
pid is fain to skulk about in dark corners, with his wings up to his ears like a moping 
owl. 

Cupid crossed. 

The vigilance which the brown woman had pledged herself to exercise 
on the Creole's behalf, kept pace with her oromise. When St. Kitts leaped 
over the fence of Twigg's pleasure grounds, the first object he beheld on 
alighting on his feet was Marguerite, who had apparently been listening 
and watching the progress of the fete through a crevice in the paling. As 
she turned her head towards him, her brow was flushed, and her eyes were 
unusually bright and fierce, probabKr from her having been a witness of the 
indignitv so recently offered to her foster-son. She hastily caught his arm, 
and with a precautionarv finder on her lip, drew him aside to some distance. 
At last she stopped, and addressed him m a tone of mockery that matched 
with her words. 

" We are out of sight and ear-shot in this thicket. And now, why does 
Walter Tyrrel shun the company of his equals and inferiors, and leave 
Grace Rivers to the uninterrupted attentions, and perhaps caresses, ofhis 
rival?" 

" Let Ringwood answer that,** said the Creole, with a glance at his 
clothes, glossy with wet ; " I am dripping from top to toe. 



puniest school-boy shall make you 
|>ennv squirt." 

oe at refit, Marguerite," said the Creole, with a significant nod and a 
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bitter Bmile. '* You are spurring the willing horse. My birth cleared, Ring- 
wood has promised to meet me.'' 
. " He shall meet me first," exclaimed the woman, shaking her hand aloft, 
as if it brandished its familiar knife. " Twice, aye, thrice have you been 
foiled by his arm, and would you now meet him on equal terms ? But what 
do I talk of equal terras ? Has he a mother to weep for him ? Has he a 
foster-mother even, to break her heart for him, and die in his death ? Is 
there a poor, lone, desolate, wretched woman, that will lose her al^ in 
Bingwood, her last joy, her last treasure on eartli, and all the dearer to her 
that she has no puling hope of joy or treasure in heaven ? Will a shrieking 
voice be heard in the wilderness of the worid, crying Marguerite, Mar- 
jgruerite, where is my son — you have let him venture his precious life-blood 
Lainst a red puddfle ? No, Walter Tyrrel, I wUl have no diiel. When 
you strike, you shall strike safely ; but the hour is not come. Be fair and 

smooth till then." „ , ... .„ 

«* And the papers," said the Creole ; " shall I not prove my birth ?" 
«*When others have proved their dbath," was the emphaUc answer. 
•* Those papers were given but for the present ease of your mind ; and now 
fio, for my watch is not over. Ponder the future and the past. Remember 
what expelled you from yonder garden, and remember whom you lefj behind. 
Remember, but seem to forcet" _*_i ««jo. 

After these words, and her accustomed embrace, she departed, and St 
Kitts saw her go warily and resume her former position against the pahn». 
He then returned by a short cut across the fields to the Hall, where he 
changed his wet clothes for dry ones, and obtained a dose of mulled wine 
from old Deborah, by help of which, and a book, he had regained a tolemble 
state of comfort and composure when the family returned. The old plea 
of indisposition served to account to the Baronet and Mrs. Hamilton for his 
abrupt departure from Hollington ; and his cousins did not think proper to 
impeach the validity of the excuse. Neither did St. Kitts take airy more 
notice of the affair ; for an explanation, and the discovery of young Twgg's 
part in it. would be likely to draw an apology firom the open-hearted Rin^- 
wood • and the Creole did not desire even this fraction of atonement to bo 
set off against the gross sum of wrong which stood over for final retobution. 
Accordingly he conducted himself towards one brother, as though he bad 
only been the sufferer in a boyish frolic ; and to the other, as if love, rivalry, 
IJ Grace Rivers, had no earthly existence, "Fair and smooth," he 
repeated mentally, ** fair and smooth— aye, I wiU be as faur and smooth to 
them, as thin ice beneath their feet." . 

In this mock harmony they returned to college; whither the h«r and 
hope of the HaU repaired with equal resolutions to live and learn ; but hw 
fondness for sporting prevailed, and the latter design was but too soon 
iddcS^ anothS stoSe to that awful floor which, according to ^r. Johnson^ 
is paved with good intentions. The new attachment which Ra^y earned 
wi&hSlTn the contrary, rather fostered than interfered with his love rf 
Serati^ and he laboured hard to win academical honours, m order to i^ 
Siem at the feet of his mistress ; -but to the gloomy P**" o^^^J'^"^^"^ 
STed the Creole all others w^re postponed. It grew «ngly and with pro- 
iwdonato luxuriance, and, under the undivided culture of his mmd, hatft 
tnreatened to become a Upas-tree of no ordinary magnitude. 
'Tn the mSn toe the enW'nent entered into by the young lovers wjj 
kent a secret from their parents, a course to which both Grace and Raby 

w?r^ uTflrncS^by t^^^^^ Jj^e ^^^^^'^^ aS 

wmeSnes assemble and lo^er in the briglitest and bluest skies. A belief 
^whar^e <SlS presentimente is commonly treated as the ""Pe"^" ^f 
a we^ mindV nevertheless, those who attach weight to such forebodings 
haTls^r foundation for their creed. The young and enthusiasUe espe- 
7—5 
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cially are subject to such gloomy augury, bat whieh may be traced to a very 
natural cause, uamely, the revulsion of over-excited feebn^ and the reaction 
of extra va^nt fancy, eza^erated hopes, and impracticable scherain^. 
The most Duoyant spirit wUl sometimes droop, the strongest pinion will 
flao in a long flight, and hope be outworn by her own aspiring. In these 
calmer pauses, the mind, like a poet when his " fine frenzy*' is over, seta 
itself soberly to review its work, and, as wdl as the author, is fam to reiecc 
here and there a vicious conceit, to amend a disjointed argument, and to 
abate some hyperbolical flourishes. Thus Utofnan views of life are sad- 
dened down to the tone of reality, and the distempered enthusiast, darken- 
ing with his dream, instead of tracing the influence of judgment and reason 
in the change, attributes his ominous depression to supernatural a^ncy. 
To say, therefore, that the lovers mutually laboured unaer a presentiment 
of future evil, implies merely that reflection had thrown shadows of doubt 
and difficulty in the way of a passion, the course of which, according to 
famihar tradition, never did run smooth ■; the possibility of parental dis- 
approbation had especially suggested itself as a contingent obstacle, and 
several trivial circumstances had concurred to establish &e impression that 
both fathers were to be numbered among the lions in their path. The 
mutual flame, lest it should flash on the eyes of the Baronet or the Justice, 
^^a r^QseQuently carried in a dark lantern. To one person only did the 
betrothed confide their engSLgcn^cnt ,' &hd Mrs. Hamilton had sunered the 
misery of enforced vows too acutely in her own person to wish to cross 
true love, or even to cast a gloom over its first young dream. Moreover, 
though not a professed matcn-maker, the union of her two favourites waa 
the very one that her own wishes would have induced. She concurred, 
therefore, in their plan of secrecy ; but at the same time hermetically sealed 
up from them her knowledge of Sir Mark's matrimonial project^ in the 
confident anticipation that it would be defeated by the headstrong wilfulness 
of Ringwood, whose growing partiality for Miss Twigg 4iad not escaped 
her penetration. It required all her influence, in the mean time, to restrain 
her brother from interfering with the compulsory dog-couples in his hand, 
for he had some dim suspicion of his son and heir's pursuit ; but Ringwood 
was ^ounff, and the fox-hunter flattered himself he could take him up at 
any time, like a puppy, and break him fi-om Matilda, and enter him at Grace. 
On the other hana, Justice Rivers, with his extreme notions of the divine 
right of parents, and the obli^tion of passive obedience on children, relied 
implicitly on his own authontv in case of any refractory affection on the 

{>art of his daughter, being fuUy determined that if she did not follow laa 
ead, her ace oi hearts, so to speak, should be trumped by his own ace of 
spades — the paramount card that ostentatiously imposes a duty on all the 
rest of the pack. 

Such was the aspect of the domestic planets at the return of the collegians 
to Oxford, and from this period the family archives, in recording two unim- 
portant years, may be supposed to present only as many rpws of asterisks, 
emblematical of those fixed stars which are supposed to exercise no peculiar 
influence over the destinies of mankind. As in travelling, you come occa- 
sionally to some barren moor, fen, or wear^* waste, some Salisbury Plain, 
where you are fain to lean back in your carriage and set rid of the mono- 
tonous prospect by help of a doze ; so in journeying uirough human life, 
blank stages will sometimes occur, deserving little passing notice or future 
record. In such cases the historian may be allowed to take a nap^ merely 
looking out occasionally to report progress, instead of watching ana describ- 
ing every milestone as though it were a Stonehenpe. Or let it be supposed 
that we nave now come to a favourable level, or bit of hospital ground, in 
the language of the road, where a judicious whip always makes play, and 
retrieves by a gallop the time he must lose in ascending and descending 
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hills at other parts of the journey. Away go the four bloods, and as the 
inside passenger looks through the coach window he sees objects flitting by 
so rapidly that with an optical delusion rivalling the phantaacope, a stone- 
breaker seems transformed into a cow in the pound, and a crow on a com- 
mon into a cur at a cottage-door. The reader, hurried on with similaj; 
velocity over a flat of two years, will not therefore wonder in a few sen- 
tences to find the heir of the Hall arrived within a few weeks of bis majority, 
and the studious Raby invested, in as short a space, with an academical 
degree ; the former having pursued his studies so negligently as nearly to 
fulnl the prophecy of Dr. Burdock, by being plucked, whereas the lattes 
had appliol himself to learning with such unremitting devotion as to mate- 
rially impair his^ health. The progress of the Creole had kept pace with 
Ringwood's : his mind had been ^ven up to baneful aspirations in which 
the Muses had no part ; and Jenkms, the tutor, in addressing Sir Mark on 
resigning his charge, was glad to lose sight of the deficiencies of Xwq pupib 
in his congratulations on. tjie success of the third. But whatever might be 
their individual obligations to the University, Ringwood was the most 
indd>ted to Oxford, for he owed a sum there that he only cared to confess, 
as some people pay, by instalments, and he had only thus owned to about 
fifty per cent of the amount, when the Baronet became so angry that this 
piodisal son was glad to accept a vokmtarv offer from SquFre Ned, to lead 
nun the rest till he came into nis own. The excesses by which these bills 
had been incurred had in vain been deprecated by the more prudent Raby, 
hut his remonstrances and entreaties produced no other effect than to ren- 
der their accustomed bickerings more bitter and frequent than ever, and^ 
thanks to the skilful stirring op of St Kitts, their brotherly broils were never 
done by a slow Site, The Creole's own temper indeed began to give way 
under the capricious dominion of his foster-mother, who, by alternately 
checking and spurring had at length put him completely on the fret ; and 
while he exulted in the sound of contest between bis cousins, he chafed at 
the curb which restrained him from plunging at once into the fray. During 
the last two years many items of wrong and insult had been added to the 
dark columns he kept, in anticipation of a day of reckoning ; and, by th^ 
fiendish estimate of revenge, the amount, like the national debt, seemed 
^ettin^ too vast to be redeemed.. His fate for life, moreover, was coming to 
Its crisis. A general war was rasing throughout Europe, and Sir Mark had 
not altered his intention of introcracmg his nephew into the army, a profes- 
sion for which St Kitts had a peculiar distaste, without a particular relish 
for any other. It was with no military view then that at Oxford, in lieu of 
more scholastic acquirements, he had devoted himself to the study of fencing, 
and with such earnestness of purpose and incessant practice, that he became 
as perfect a master of the sword as An^elo himself. 

To the Baronet, the Creoles classical acquirements were matter of indif^ 
ference : he conceived that a knowledge of Greek and Roman tactics could 
be of little service to a general since the invention of gunpowder, and was 
content that his nephew should have the credit of having been to college ; 
whereas the deficiencies of his son and heir gave him a great deal of pain, 
and consequently Ringwood found himself out of his father's favour. But 
this was a saddle he soon regpdned ; and the inferior figure he made amone 
the black coats was forgotten in the pre-eminence which he displayed 
amongst those of scarlet or green. The literary Ivinours of Raby, in spite 
of the contrast they suggested, were, however, a source of both pride and 
gratification to his parent ; but the wan thin cheeks, dim eyes, and attenu- 
ated figure that deposed to the severity of his study, excited Sir Mark's 
serious ^spleasure. He insisted mere peremptorily than ever that the 
bookworm should betake himself to the sports of the field; and Mrs. H»- 
nuHon strenuously recommended the same course, not merely for healths' 
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take, bat that the ton might propitiate the father, to whose tnatrimo- 
nial plan he was unconsciously runnine counter ; above all, Grace herself 
urffed the change so earnestly, that Raby, with a smile and a sigh, pro- 
mSed to study the part, and appear in this new character in the cbmestic 
drama* 

' In the mean time the God of Love plied peaceably between the Hall and 
Hawksley and Hollin^^ton, without any hostile interruption from the God. 
of Marriag^ Strange as such a coUbion may appear between Cupid and. 
Hymen, it is too certain that in modem times these twin torch4>eareFB 
sometimes wrangle and fight before a lady and gentleman, like a pair of 
dirty little blackguard link-boys contending for a customer. Thanks to a 
succession of murders, arsons, treasons, burglaries, highway robberies, and 
other capital crimes^ of which there is never a dearth m civilized countries, 
Justice Rivera, dunn^ two busy years, had been too much occupied with 
the criminal noose to tliink of the matrimonial one, and his daughter conse- 
quently still remained in happy ignorance of the match which had been 
made m her behalf The Baronet, more at leisure to take notes, had de- 
tected Ringwood*s penchant for Miaa Twigg ; but the undis^ised efibrt of 
the mother to further the flirtation, comfortably persuaded bun that it was 
a mere dead set at his son, whom he compared to a bull at a baiting. " They 



forth, and he'd advise Mre. Twigg to make a back ready to break the poor 
thing's fall. ^ f— 

In this assurance he delivered himself up to pleasing anticipations, and, 
assisted by Squire Ned, with whom he was daily closeted, he gave all hia 
cares to the preparations for an impending festival on Rinewood's coming 
of age, an event which promised a day of jubilee to the whole household 
with the exception of Tibbie, who gloomily looked forward to the coming 
celebration as a sort of Belshazzar's Feast." 

"Ou mem," exclaimed the Scotchwoman, at a private opportunity with 
her mistress, '* Ou mem, after word comes weird ; tnere 's a black day com* 
in^ doon upon us at the last. Lordsake, mem, let's be aflfto cannie Glen- 
cosie! Let's flee awa' hame like a leddy-launner — for it will be a sair 
sight to bide. Wae 'a me! we'se a' be ruined stoop an' roop ?" 

'' If you mean, Tibbie," said Mrs. Hamilton, ** the rejoicings at my ne- 
phew's coming oi a^ -^" 

*' Oh that's just it, mem," interrupted Tibbie, with a look as if she had 
seen a wraith, and a shudder as though she had just been well ducked by a 
water-kelpie. " Did I ever think to see * O for ane an' twenty Tarn' danced 
to siccan a daft tune ? They say your nevoy 's comin' intil a hantle o' sil- 
ler, and sae a hantle mair is to be fuled awa' to mak' room for't ! Ech, 
sirs, to skirl awa' ae bawbee for gleeeomeness at getting anither, isna that 
braw guiding o' gear?" 

"Never fash your thumb, Tibbie," said the lady, who, in conversation 
with her follower, liked to gratify the Scotchwoman with some of her na- 
tional phrases. " There's siller enough to <»n[y us well through the plea ; 
and a little will be left besides, I hope, to give Raby a birth-day tOQ, when 
his turn comes." 

''The Lord grant it, piem," answered Tibbie, with an incredulous shake 
of her head. ''Ilka man maun sit on his ain coat-tail, but folk are forgetfti' 
whiles o' the length o' the pouch. Gude kens, siller can rin awa' fast 
eneuch on its ain legs, like a Jock-wi-the-mony-feet, without pittin' wings 
till 't Aiblins, mem, ye '11 no have heard the tae hauf o' the caraffle, but I 
ken brawly — for I airted it out mysel'." 

"And what have you heard, Tibbie," inquired Mrs. Hamilton, "that 
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makes ye expect such a kill-cow ? But I suspect Jerry has been treating 
you with more statements than he can vindicate." 

"Hout awa*!" exclaimed the iai&gnant handmaid. " ^^"Jj, indeed ! I 
wad like to see the hale clan o' Jerries wha could veendicate Tibbie Caw- 
mell She has twa iufis o> her ain, and didna Silr Mark Tirl gie orders 
aboot the nvers when! was by? But ye were speeriog, mem, anent a 
kill-cow. What div ye think of roaatit owsen — nae flesher-wark, nae 
parting o* Ibresey and backsev and heukbane, — but roasted hale, mem ; 
muckle stirks, wi' true-luve knots o' blue ribbons at their tails, and their 
horns glinting wi' laid gowd. If that isna a kill-cow I kenna what is." 

" I remember to have seen something of the kind," said Mrs. Hamilton, 
*' when my brother, Sir Mark, came into his estates." 

''And tiie Lord baud him and the estates thegither!" ejaculated Tibbie, 
with the fervent air of one invoking a miracle. ** It wad be an avfu' thing 
for the Ha* to be roupit, stock and orock ; for I ialouse Sir Mark's no the 
preoese sort o* man to aavc ony thmg by a moonlight flitting." 

'* The moon must be made <^ green cneese, indeed, ere we come to that,'* 
.eaidtheflMBtress. 

*' Aweel, mem," answered Tibbie, " there 's no saying. I kenned a blue- 

Sown, wha was ance a cock laird. There's eowpen gowd to the fore nae 
cot, but I 'm thinking the King himsel' wad be scant o' siller for the tow- 
flMnt to come, after siccan an outlay. Ben the house, and but tiie house, 
it's a' ane. There 's to be iang bouds outbye in the policy, wi' meat for 
ilka mou', and Iang settles eneuch for a' the doups in the parishrie. My 
troth, I wttSB we havena to sup Iantem*kail and pree barefut-brotfa, after 
a hifdttm-dtidam!" 


"And, of course," su^jgested Mrs. Hamihon, "so much meat will want 
a Kttie drink along with it." 

^Oa ay, mem," answered Tibbie eagerly, "the yill, nae sma' trash, but 
the best o' the browst, the yill 's to be as free as dyke- water. Gin the hale 
clamjamfiry dinna ^t roann' fou' it canna be wyted on bus. And there 's 
to be flafis, and lettmg afi* cannons — and musidLors and jowin^ o' bells — 
and a Kmg Solomon's Temple •— gnde forgie's — blawn up wi' flufl^bs ! 
And there's to be lamps bumia' blue and red and green ule, — and the 
lodi, mem -—the lodi's to be turn'd into toddy, nae less, and a chield in a 
coble wi' a wbeen quaichs and bickers •— " 

*' Is to serve it out to the young Squire's health," sud Mrs. Hamilton, 
latiglttng. *^ And wdl may the boatie row, say I, that rows to such a good 
purpose. So away to your own bed, lass, and dream over a dream^ one 
halt of which at least is likely to come true." 

Thus dismissed, Tibbie retired, drawing the chamber-door after her, but 
not so suddenly as to preyent the words " wasterie" and ** red-wud" and 
** down-come," from slipping in before it closed. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 


•< Ho ! man wine ! — drink, lada, drink. Nerer spare the claret,ihere *8 more agrov- 
iac. Al aea, when a ship croeaea the Line, the •ailora make a Jubilee, and we *U have 
oura upon land. Hare I not croaaed lo-day the line that dirldea borhood from manhood, 
and makea me my own maater ? Ho ! more wine, I aay ! jacka, flagona, and canna !»» 

Thb Hxm. 

There hath risen betwixt us 
An immortality of Hate. Old Time 
Shall aink to dotage and forget hlmselfy 
And Pity cling unto an usurer's heart, 
£re he and I grow friends. 

B. COAHWALL. 

Above all, be cool. Never draw the trigger hastily and at random, but take a good 
eight of your mark, and then pull, ifjfou wuh to kill. 

ThX ToUHO SHOOTXm*8 Ouxds. 

The festiye preparationa announced by Tibbie in the last chapter, althonfih 
exaggerated in some instances bv the force of imasination, were likehr 
in the aggregate rather to exceed tnan ta fall short or her description. It 
was suffiSent to ensare this result that the Baronet had such a Heydegser 
or master of tiie revels as Sqoire Ned, whose multifarous talents in mecha- 
nics, hydraulics, and pyrotechnics, were all put into requisition, or rather 
would have been called out, if they had not of themselves volunteered to 
do honour to the grand field-day at the Hall. On a mound in the paA he 
planted a battery, which was to fire twenty-one rounds in token of his 
favourite's majonty, and the yacht on the lake was provided with a bevy of 
flags of all nations, to be hoisted at suniise. A balloon of his own construc- 
tion, and balloons were then in their ia&ncy, was to ascend firom the 
grounds: he planned an exhibition of fire* works worthy of a Hengler or 
Southby, and invented a sudden illumination, which forestalled the dis- 
covery of gas. In fact, the Squire was allowed to have out-done himself: 
but it was a labour of love, for the festival was in honour of his adopted 
son, and he halted to and fro, lent a maimed hand to every thing, and in- 
spected the whole with lus one eye as vigilantly and critically as any other 
overseer could have done with two. He even took up his pen, with him a 
very rare implement, and made out a list of healths and sentiments to be 
given after dmner, some of the latter being equally original and energetic ; 
nay, he actually attempted the composition of a song appropriate to the 
occasion, but his muse broke down in the very first verse, probaoly distress- 
ed and puzded by his habitual elisions of the personal pronouns. 

^ Another bard, however, volunteered to supply the deficiency — an idl& 
dissipated fellow, formerly under-usherat the free>scheo]^ from which he had 
been expelled for his bacchanalian propensities, and tummg village laureate^ 
he wandered from tap to tap roaring original ballads, for which ne was re- 
warded with gin and porter in lieu of sacL But, alUiough he served nine 
mistresses, they coula jointly afibid him but a very shabby suit of black 
livery, and the fluttering state of his rags procured nim the popular nick- 
name of Tom Tatters. This dilapidated Dryden composed a Birth-day 
Ode for the festival, and remembermg the proverb about ** a day after (be 

I Fair," he took care to recite it a day or two beforfband, and rambled all 
over the parish, with a mob of boys at his heels, ranting his provincial Pin- 
darics. A torn and soiled MS. copy, still extant, serves to show .that besides 
a characteristic mixture of the ex-usher and the Bacchanalian, it united the 

» absurd combinations Of the celebrated « Groves of Blarney," with satnieal 
allusions and pointed personalities. As it was popular orally, it may be 
tried in print. 
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*< Cone all you joUy dogs in the Grapes, and iCiig's Head and Green Man, and 
BeU Upe, 



And Vulcan, Mars, and Hector of Troy, and Jupiter and his wife, 
And Phcsbus, from his forked hill, coming down to take a knife, 
And Mercury, and piping Pan, to the tune oi" Old King Cole," 
And Venus, the Queen of Love^ to eat an ox that was roasted whole. 

* * * * * * * 

Sir Mark, God bless him, loves good old times, when beards wag, and every thing 

ffoes merry. 
There'll be drinking out of grace-cups, and a Boar's head chewing rosemary, 
Maid Marian, and a morris dance, and acting of quaint Moralities^ 
Doctor Bellamy, and a hobby horse, and many other Old Formalities. 

* ***** 41 

But there won't be any psalm-singinff saints, to make us sad of a Monday, 
But Bacchus will preach to us out of a barrel, instead of that Methodist tfondy. 
We '11 diink to the King in good strong ale, like souls that are true and loyiJ, 
And a fig for Mirs. Hanway, chamomile, and saee, and penny-royal ; 
And a fig for Master Gregory, that takes tipsy folks into custody, 

He was a wise man to-morrow, and will be a wiser man yesterday. 

***** 

Come fill a bumper up, my boys, and toss off every drop of it. 
Here 's young Squire Ringwood's health, and soay he live as long as Jason, 
Before Atropos cuts his thread, and Dick Tablet, the bunglinj^ mason, 
Chips him a marble tea-table, with a marble tea-urn a-top ofit. 

Q,uoth Tom in Tatters." 

Extraordinary, indeed, was the excitement that was produced through- 
out the parish, and almost throughout the county, by the announcement of 
the intended merrymaking at Tjlney Hall. It would be intruding — un- 
wisely intruding — on the peculiar province of Miss Mitfbrd, to attempt to 
describe the commotion of the Ullage ; how rustic flirts and coquettes ogled 
their own pretty faces in round, oval, triangular, square, and nine-bob- 
B^uare lookmg-glasses, or pieces of looking-glass ; and how Polly Hicks 
discovered that yellow suited a brown complexion, and Peggy Bland, that 
pink ribbons looked well among carroty curls. Dear Mary Russel only 
could correctly enumerate what country cosmetics came into request, such 
as buttermilk for tan and freckles — honey dew, gathered at sunrise, for 
red hands and arms, and home-made pomatum, for refractory stubble hair. 
She, alone, who distinguishes with fine ^criminative touches the genuine 
natural pastoral barn-door Rosina, from the Rosina that is tovm-made, she 
only could portray worthily the workings of feminine hopes, fears, jecdou- 
sies, and vanities, which kept all the rural maids, wives, and widows of 
* * ''■ in a ferment Faded satins were dipped in turmeric and logwood ~ 
rusty gauzes were refreshed with vinegar and stale table-beer. Female 
dresses were bought, sold, and exchanged-^ cleaned, dyed, and altered. 
Tail mothers, iiguratiTely speaking, were cut down into dumpy daughters ; 
spore aunts were let out with new breadths into fat nieces, and big sisters 
were tucked and taken in till they became little ones. The hoarded cos- 
tume of a century back was ransacked to deck modem beauties, and some- 
Cbnes the suits oi three or four generations contributed to make op a single 
'dress — for example, Miss Giblett had a mother cap with grandmother 
lappets, an aunt boiddtce, a great-aunt laced apron, and a great-grand- 
mother skirt. Moreover, the oaity savings and farm-yard perquisites were 
laid out^ in fashionable millinety and cheap jewellery, so tnat Mies Rack- 
•timw might be said.to have a necklace of new-laid ^ggs — Miss Blossom, a 
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lippet of fresh butter, and Miu Rugby, a new sown of fiitted ehiek«lilf, 

tnmmed with green-goding ribbons, and flounced with turkey-ponlts. As 
for Mies Bilberry, she determined to go in her riding-habit, as the best habit 
she had. 

There was a dab- wash in ever^ house. At each basement window stood 
a female, ironing or clear-staichmff ; and oven towards the dinner aour, 
the copper flue outsmoked the kitchen chimney. Muslin lay bleaching on 
the grass-plots, the currant-bushes were festooned with lace, and the dwarf 
yews seemed literally setting their caps at the passeivbjr. 

The Strephons, and Lubins, and Cfolins, in the interim were not idle ; 
warlet waisteoats and pes^green coats and yellow leathers were had out 
and aued and hrushed ; anolittle Tidmarsh the tailor had so many orders 
that he was ooJsed to take on extra hands, by whose help be was enabled 
to send home a dozen new suits, so nm^injt that, like the poet, they seemed 
rather to have been " bom than made.*' More than one yeomanry uniform 
was called out for service, and Mr. MTarlane, a tenant recenuy settled 
on the estate, actually wrote to Edinburgh for some of the tartan of his 
clan. The bellringers practised daily, and the rustic choir of Tylnev Churdi 
preciously rehearsed a Christmas Carol in case they should be called upon 
to sing. A few practised cudgel-play, in anticipation of a gold*laced cocked 
hat, and about as many went into training in wrestling, presuming upon an 
embroidered belt. Some hoped for a pig with a soaked tail ; others prayed 
for a race in sacks ; many speculated on a jackass race, and one chowder- 
headed hawbuck expressed a wish that there mi^ht be a bull-baiting in the 
park. With the sporting small farmers who jomed the hunt, Ringwood 
was a great favounte ; and they subs6ribed twenty-one guineas for a piece 
of plate to be presented to him on his birth-day ; but the most memorable 
tribute was from Jacob Giles, a widower of a month old, who emphatically 
declared ** he 'd be dom'd if he wud n't goo to tha feast without his hAtband !" 

To the distempered mind of the Creole, these festive preparations sug- 
gested ideas which roused every rankling feeling in his bosom. He was 
about to see his enemy inaugurated in a sort S vice-royalty over those 
broad domains which he himself had been taught to covet ; and he cursed 
in his heart the loud glee with which the menials and the tenantry aQtie»- 
pated the day of jubilee. Even his faith in Marguerite faltered sometiiiies 
as he saw Rmgwood careering before him full of high spirits and vig^oromi 
health, one of uie handsomest, hardiest, and best-limbed young men m the 
county ; and the soul of St Kitts sank within him as he a&ed himself 
the question whether the prophecv that hailed him as Sir Walter Tyrrel, 
might not palter with him in a double sense ; nor did it tend to alliMr Ivis 
perturbation, that in spite of his continual rambles in the environs, be failed 
to meet with his foster-mother, whose vigilance ought naturally to have 
brought her into the vicinity of the Hall at such a crisis. Thus, althouch> 
as necessity and policy dictated, he wore a smooth exterior, he was inwardly 
like the Spartan tl^ef with a concealed fox gnawing at his very vitals : but 
as the time flew on — as the hated Ringwood drew nearer and nearer to 
his day of ^loiy — as his eye beamed wim joy, his chedi flushed with de- 
light, and his voice took a trumpet>tone of triumph — the fox beoame ^ 
wolf. 

Another trial awaited his vexed spirit. The Baronet, MriL HamiltoiL 
Raby, the Justice, Grace Rivers, ana Squire Ned, had severally prepared 

gifts of affection and friendship to be presented to Ringwood on his birtk- 
ay; and the Creole's brow darkens as be remembered that a sinular 
offering would be expected at his hands. The idea of what seemed to Ua 
in the light of an act of homage to his cousin was bitter as wormwood, moA 
especially as he had no such fatal gift to bestow as the shirt of Nessus, or 
the arrows that reduced Philoctetes to worse than death. ''Never J" .he 
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mutterad, '^ never 1 They may make me a walkiojg figure ia hiB mummei^, 
bat not a prominent actor. Shall I fawn upon him, and wish him Ions life 
— I, that would willingly risk mine to take his ? Shall I offer him tokens 
of remembrance ? Remembrance ! — the memory of slanderous contumely 
— of foul wrongs — of infamous violence. Besides, witness my horse — 
he would rather seize * Cadeau from me than accept one. No, let those 
tiiat list shout Ringwood for ever — they know not that all their joy is shed 
like sunshine on a gravestone — for I will still hope that hope — and that all 
tfie brightness and glorv which now surround their idol, are but as the phos- 
phorescence of a puUia carcass!" 

In a milder spint, and sympathizing more naturally with the scene around 
him, Raby for^t, or postponed, all subjects of difference with his brother. 
ELitheito he had received no hint of the paternal project winch assi^ed 
Grace over to Ringwood ; and even with such knowledge, the obvious 
partiality of the latter for Miss Twigg would have disarmed him of all 
thoughts of jealousy or rivalry. A partaker, therefore, of the general good- 
will and affastion towards the hero of the fete, he not only prepared his 
own gift for the occasion, but resolved to give an especial proof of the in- 
terest he took in die event He had promised to turn, or at least try to 
turn, a sportsman, a course that involved some sacrifice of feeling, for his 
sensitiveness on the deprivation ol* animal life has been already recorded ; 
and it seemed to him that if any thins could counterbalance the pain of first 
acting against his scruples, it would be the gratification of making his 
maiden offering of game at the family festival. 

With these views he sou^t a repository of arms at the head of the hall 
stairs, and which Ringwood had been accustomed to call his " Sporting 
Magazine." It was a gallery which mi^ht truly have been christened a 
shooting .ffaller^ ; for, instead of old famuy portraits, the usual ornaments 
of such places, it was hung round with sporting weapons of various age 
and fashion. Here depended a cross-bow, murderously familiar to the 
rookery; a cluster of peacock's plumes being drawn between the string and 
its polished steel arch. There rested a selr yew lon^-bow with its ouiver 
of yard- long arrows, and beneath it an Indian bow, painted and gildeo, and 
curving to and fro like a snake. Beside these hung an antique sword, 
with a l>iack horn handle, curiously carved, the nut-brown blade being in- 
dented with a reynard in outline, illustrative of the old dramatic invocation 
to a sword of " borne out, fox." On the opposite wall gleamed the bright 
barrets of muskets and fowling-pieces, single and double; rifles of different 
make, horse pistols and pistols for duelling. A lesion of supplementary 
hooks and nails served for the deposit of shot-beUs, powder-horns, and 
what the graphic Mr. George Robins would call an infinity of sundries. 
The third side contained angiine and trolling rods, landing nets, and all the 
apparatus of the fisherman ; and each wall was furnished with appropriate 
stuffed specimens of fcne naturae that had been killed on the estate. 

Here, then, Raby, for the first time in his life, bestowed his serious 
thou^ts upon a gun, and took some interest in knowing its barrel from its 
butt-end. Casting a bewildered eye from one mysterious implement to 
another, he took each afVer each into his hand, and endeavoured with 
all the might of his mind to acquire what Dr. Watts, in his Logic, so stre- 
nuously recommends to a voung student, namely, " a knowledge of things." 
At last he made choice of a weapon, and just as he was reaching out his 
hands towards a regulation musket, which^ at the approach of the war, had 
served in the county militia, the Creole glided quietly to his elbow. 

'^ Not that Brown Bess," said St. Kitts, *' unless you contemplate a cam- 
paign on the continent. Take my single gun yonder, it 's a killing barrel at 
sixty yards." 

'* I wish to try one of Ringwood's," answered Raby ; and taking up 
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another weapon, he began to examine it with a deliberate minuteness, wliich 
implied that he wantedthe scrutiny to outlast the unwelcome presence of 
Ub observer. But the patience of the Creole was like that of Job, and afler 
a tedious cross-examination of the sun, Raby was fain to transfer his at« 
tentions to another, a double barrel, which, afler a very mature considera- 
tion, he seemed inclined to select. 

'*Be sure your flints are good," said the Creole, takin<? the gun as he 
flpoke from the other's hand, and drawing back tlie hammer to full-cock, 
he pulled the trigger. An explosion instantly followed that made all the 
sporting implements clatter against the wall, whilst Raby started a pace or 
two backward. "Good Gk3, St. Kitts!" he exclaimed, "do you want 
to kill me ?'' and a foul suspicion glanced across his brain, whidi seemed 
to vibrate with his nerves. 

** If I did,'* answered the Creole, calmly, " I flatter myself I could take a 
truer aim than that ;" and he pMnted to the marks which the charge haC 
made in the ceiling at the opposite end of the gallery. 

Raby made no answer, but proceeded to reload we piece, tacitly r^ect- 
ing a motion of assistance that was tendered by St Kitts. Pressing back 
tiie spring of a powder-flask, he suflered an unlimited portion of the con- 
tents to pass into the barrel, which it occupied some five or six inches 
deep, ana then pouring in a quantity of shot, ad libitum, he covered all 
witn a couple of^wads and rammed down. St. Kitts watched the opera- 
tion in silence, and suflered the other even to advance some steps with thit 
desi 



hand. The best barrel of proof 
such a charge as you have just crammed into that gun upon your shoul- 
der." 

Raby, with some trepidation, prepared to rid his hands of the dangerous 
burthen, when the Creole, U^Ling the gun, drew the charge, and then in- 
viting the other to observe the proper method, he reloaded the barrel with 
the appropriate measures of powder and lead. A hot blush passed over 
Raby's face, as he recalled his unworthy suspicions, and he promptly and 
gratefully accepted the Creole's offer to accompany him in his intended ex- 
pedition. 

It was one of those fine evenings in September, when the sun with a 
peculiar glow bums upon the first brown and yellow tints of autumn, 
making amends, by apparent warmth to the eye, for Uie actual decrease of 
heat with the wane of the year. The hour was one favourable to the 
sportsman. The hares, leaving their forms, began to steal out of cover, 
and the partridges were feeding and calling to each other : but in vain puss 
and birds presented themselves in every variety of course or flight Raby, 
besides being nervous, was rather short-sighted ; and before he could re- 
cover from the flurry of the hare's sudden bolt, and the alarming whirr of 
the covey, the game was far' out of range, if not actually beyond his sight. 
Afler repeated Tailures, it was agreed that they should repair to the warren, 
as a foriom hope, for a couple or two of rabbits would be better than nothing, 
and provided the tyro was not nice about shooting Bunny standing or squat- 
ting, or rearing up on his hind legs to look about him, or to cat- wash his 
little round face, there was an even chance that Raby might carry home a 
few coneys. 

At one extremity of the park there was an extensive piece of rough waste 
^oUnd, of about twenty acres, which had never been brought into cultiva^ 
tion, on account of its value as a noted harbour for snipes, which seemed, 
to take a special delight in its rushy plashes. At the northern extremity 
the grouna rose rather abruptly into a mount, known as the one-tree hill^ 
from a remarkable oak which occupied its summit. The whole of this 
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eminence was uadermiaad by a vast qaantitj of wild rabbiU, which early 
in the morning and at sunset were seen browsing and sporting in consider- 
able numbers. In this direction Raby and his cousin leisurely sauntered, 
under cover of an irregular belt of plantation which skirted the waste sround 
I have already mentioned. The dogs were kept at heel, and, for tear of 
alarming their prey, the young men spoke seldom, and in whispers ; but in 
spite of this precaution, the eye of Raby, unaccustomed to detect such ob- 
jects, discerned little of the timid dusky gray animals, whose flight was 
mdicated from time to time by the finger of his companion, save the distant 
white eleam of a departing tail. Thus they walked past the brow of the 
hill without a single shot ; they then visited Old Sarum and Gatton, for so 
Ringwood had christened two especially rotten parts of thesaid eminence, 
but still without seein v any sitting borough member who might be forced to 
accept Chiltem Hundreds of number four. There remained but to try a 
level of scarcely an acre beyond the mount ; and here the Creole, by signs, 
directed the gunner to take his station behind some brushwood, and told 
him to keep watch over a small open plot, bounded, at about fifteen yards 
distance, by fern that was breast-nigh. They had hardly been thus am- 
bushed for five minutes, when a movement took place in a pitch of fern \o(tj 
above the rest, a stir that could not be attributed to the wind, for there was 
BctLTcely a breath of air. The Creole pointed it out to his companion, and 
in a whisper gave him his directions. ** Powder costs little ; we must take 
chance shots. You see that tall thistle ; aim about a yard below it, where 
you see the stir." 

Raby shot in the direction recommended, his finger at once pulling both 
trigsers, and the report of two barrels mingled as one. Instantly a snriek, 
louder than rabbit ever cried in its agony, rent, the air. The tall fern was 
dashed about by the convulsive tossings of human limbs, and in a few se- 
conds the body of a man rolled out of the dense herbage into the open 
«pace. The recoil of a gun, the flash, and the loud report, had produced 
their full efifbct on the nerves of Raby ; but horror rooted him to the spot, 
when, as the smoke cleared away, he saw the convulsed frame of his victim 
now drawn up till the knees met the face, and then inversely arched till the 
body rested merely on the heels and the back of the head. 

The struggle lasted not lon^ : this motion ceased, and the petrified ho- 
micide was enabled to recognise, in the countenance of his victim — the 
features of Ringwood Ttrrel ! 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

My brother, 
Awake ! — why liest thou so on the green earth f 
>T is not the hour or slumber ; — why so pale ? 
What haat thou ? thou wen full of life thU mom ! 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ Who makes me brotherleas ? — — 

His eyes are open ! then he la not dead ! 
Death is like sleep ; and sleep shuts down our lids. 
His lips, too, are apart ; why then he breathes ; 
And yet I feel It not.— His heart !— his heart !— 
Let me sae^ doth it beat ? — ^methinks— No ! no ! 
This is a vision, else I am become 
The native of another and worse world.— 

Bvmoir's Cain. 

LiKB a warrior in battle struck suddenly down and stunned by a heavy 
mace, and then restored to consciousness by the grinding thrust of a sharp 
apear; so did Raby recover from the stupor of the first shock but to a 
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more piercin^ sense of uiguish, as he became fully aware of the miserable 
deed he had done. He stood entranced — motionless and mute, for words 
are inadequate to such woes. There are intense moments when man be- 
comes a giant in suffering, and needs a Titanic language to vent such 
enormous sorrow, stupendous horror, and vast despair. The earth seemed 
reeling beneath him, the sky was whirling rouna his head, and bis ears 
were stunned as with the rushing of mighty waters. It was an appalling 
mood of mind, to which nothing could bring relief but instant madness, by 
deluding his sense of si^ht and translating the bleeding object before him 
into some less terrible vision. 

The movement of St. Kitts, who mnand raised up the sufferer in a sitting 

Ksture, restored the wretched fratricide to recollection. With an indescn- 
ble cry he rushed and threw himseff on his knees before his brother, 
eagerly gazing with his face opposed to the dying one, gasping by sympa- 
thy as he gasped, and unconsciously copying every convulsive workmg of 
the features with frightful fidelitv. ''Speak to me, Ringwood,'' he mur- 
mured, '* speak, for &e love of Christ I" but the answer was the mortal rat- 
tle in the tnroat, the eyes suddenly grew opaque, and the head dropped on 
the bosom. The charge had been received in the chest, and the blood flow- 
ing inwardly, had filled the lun^ 

" There passed the spirit !'* said the Creole, with a natural shudder ; " he 
is dead.'* 

'* Oh no-*- no — no," groaned Raby, and instinctively he passed his hand 
from the mouth to the wrist, and thence to the heart ; but there was no 
breath, no pulsation ; and hope, which had prompted the test, recoiled with 
the benumbing shiver which nothing but the contact of death, that awfiil 
torpedo, can communicate. His whole frame shook with a violence that 
threatened dissolution ; a cold sweat broke out in lai^ge beads upon his 
brow — nature could bear no more : and clasping his bursting temples be- 
tween his hands, he dropped like a stone upon the turf. 

From this swoon he was recovered by SL Kitts, and for some minutes 
his look was so vague and vacant, and his brow so calm, that reason seem- 
ed actually to have merged in idiotcy ; but as the cruel truth again dawned 
upon him, he fell into the former ecstacy, and sprinang to bis feet, and 
.wildly stretching his arms abroad, as if in appeal to the whole wide earth 
and sky, he burst into a melancholy cry of " Oh God ! what shall. I do !' 
and a^in, and again, and again it was repeated, as a thousand diverging 
thoumits concentrated afresh in the same dreadful focus. 

" You must fly," said the Creole, in a thrilling whisper, as if the Aven- 
ger of Blood were already at hand. " This will t>e called murder — would 
to heaven, Raby, you had lived on better terms with your brother !" 

"Oh, it is too true !" exclaimed Rabv, wringing his hands till the blood 
started under the nails, as he resigned himself to the pangs of that bitter 
self-reproach with which the living are apt to contemplate all bygone differ- 
ences with the dead. ** But I loved him — better than my own life. I 
loved him — and oh, that I were now lying there in his stead! Yes," he 
continued, " he was good, kind, generous, noble — the best of brothers ;" 
and grasping the lifeless hand, he riveted his eyes on the pallid features, 
now settling into a placid smile, as frequently happens to the physiognomy, 
where death has resulted from a gunshot wound. 

" Raby," said the Creole, and his voice sounded supematurally hollow 
— ** the dead are dead, and the living muist not be lost — rise up and 
away !" 

" No," replied Raby, •* I will not stir. Come what may, this is my 
proper place, and till the tomb bars me from him, thus will I sit at his head 
as his chief mourner." 

" This is mere madness," replied the Creole, in a sharper tone^ and with 
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- a gesture of impatience. " The cry of murder will rise hotly against you 
— blood will demand blood — and your own parent even will not be able to 
save you. One son is gone, and if another must follow^ at least spare us 
the spectacle of an ignominious death. For your fathei^s sake — for tlio 
sake of one still dearer — " 

Raby groaned at this new blow, and dropped his brother's hand. Me- 
chanically he rose up and turned his eyes towards Hawksley, and scalding 
tears for the first time gushed from the parched lids, as be thought of the 
young, fond, joyous heart he was doomed to break. Something ne tried to 
say, but the sound died upon his lips ; his head drooped, his arms dropped 
powerless by his side, ana he assumed at once the despairing attitude and 
expression of a wretch who had just stepped irretrievably over the threshold 
of that tremendous portal, in Dante, beyond which hopo has not even a 
name. 

*'Hark — a shot!" exclaimed the Creole, in an undertone ; tiie keeper is 
going his rounds — if you remain here you are lost ;" and he seized the arm 
of Raby, and partly by force led him from the fatal spot The condition 
of the latter was truly pitiable, and to estimate it (he reader must consider 
not merely the harrowing circumstances of the time, but the peculiar mor- 
bid sensibiUty and constitutional nervous temperament of the individual, 
which combined to deprive him c^ all ordinary nrmness. In utter prostra- 
tion of mind and body, with a complete paralysis of purpose, and the abso- 
lute apathy of despair, he implicitly abandoned himself to the guidance of 
St. Kitts, acquiescing with child-like obedience in his suggestions, and even 
servilely imitating the motions and gestures of his conouctor. From a ra- 
tional being he seemed at once reduced to passive imbecility — a mere auto- 
maton with no original motive or springs of action — but abjectly dependent 
on the will of another. As they pass^ across the open space to regain the 
hill, the Creole pointed to a dead rabbit that lay on tne grass, with the blood 
etili fresh upon a small wound on the nape of the neck. 

** There lies the ^erm of this calamity," he said ; " a pole-cat has been 
here recently, and Ringwood was watching for it in the fern." 

Raby made no answer, but abstractedly stopped and picked up the rab- 
bit, "and would have carried it awa3r with him if St. Kitts had not taken it 
from his helpless hand and thrown it in the bushes. The slayer was almost 
as unconscious as the slain ; the blow had stunned him, and reduced all his 
faculties to a state of torpor ; he heard, without comprehending, the repre- 
sentations that were made to him of the necessity of flight, but blindly hur- 
ried on with fixed bewildered eyes, and open-mouthed,4ike a somnambulist 
under the influence of a horrid dream. 

Their course lay through a plantation on the verge of the estate, the Cre- 
ole cautiously leading in an opposite direction to that in which an occasional 
shot indicated the course of the gamekeeper. At length they reached a 
sequestered spot called the Dell-hole, from a circular hollow in 'the midst, a 
notorious haunt of the woodcock, and but a few paces distant from a furze 
hedge and a dry ditch which divided this part of tne enclosed land from the 
open forest Here St. Kitts made a sudden halt, and addressed his stupi- 
fied companion in a tone of solemn decision. 

^' Raby, rouse yourself and listen : this is no time to juggle you with 
vain hopes, or to lull you with a mockery of comfort, or to blind your eyes 
with false views of the past or the future. One bolt has fallen, and another 
is in the air redder and fiercer even than the first, — one that will burst on 
the heads that are dearest to you with tenfold ruin. Ringwood is gone, but 
he died not the death of a felon. There may be comfort for one calamity, 
but the other will bring down gray hairs to the grave with disgrace as well 
as sorrow. It is a bitter doom, but you must fly ! yes, fly your country ! 
My heart bleeds for you, but the scafibld must be shunned, even were you 
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to become an exile for ever. Would to God you had been the first-born of 
your father, the heir of his estates, — but for the younser to kill the elder f 
— we live in a cruel world, Raby, and the eril-mindea will hint at murder 
and quote precedents. Innocence will be stained like guilt ; public justice 
will be clamorous for atonement, and the rash verdict of passion and preju- 
dice may direct the very lands of your forefathers to be polluted by the 
erectioa of a gibbet. No, you must fly this infamy. I know the ties that 
bind you, but for the sake of Grace Rivers herself, you will fly, though it 
should be as the breaking of your heart-strings ; let ner weep but not Mush 
for you. Away, ere it be too late ; away, ere your brow be stamped for 
ever with the brand of Cain. After a lapse of years suspicion may revise 
its thoughts, and judgment may reverse its verdict : but till then yon must 
shun a certain doom, and ignominy worse than death !" 

During this discourse the unfortunate being it was addressed to became 
gradually conscious of its purport^ and as his mind comprehended the bitter 
and apparently inevitable altemattve that was proposed to him, the workings 
of his countenance expressed how excruciating were the pangs that racked 
his heart and brain, as he contemplated and acknowledged the stem neces- 
sity of an instant separation from all that remained to him in life or love. 

It was once affirmed by a lady who bad been recovered from drowning, 
that during the hovering of her spirit, as it were, between two worlds, she 
had a revelation of her past life, even in its minutest incidents, spread be* 
fore her inward eye, like a pictorial chart, long for^tten circumstances 
displaying themselves as vividly as at the time of their actual occurrence. 
Even thus did Raby's prophetical imagination place before him in one vast 
design the dark prospect of the future, with all its sombre architecture, ter- 
rible as the Hall of EUis, peopled with dreadful shapes of misery and 
despair. The drooping form of his bereaved' parent, the decay of his 
widowed aunt, and the withering decline of Grace, all the weary wo and 
progressive eflects of years, were forestalled in a moment, and hi? soul was 
stricken beforehand with the hopeless grief of the mourner, and the marble 
chill of the tomb. The thought of tearing himself from such ties was agony ; 
but in another compartment of the same gloomy vision he beheld theoppro' 
brious gibbet, with his own infamous remains swinging alofV, and ^ven for 
a prey, like carrion, to the fowls of the air. He saw Die fiends of Hatred, 
Mulice, and Scorn, dancing and gibbering round the fatal tree, and drag- 
ging his parent, and another distracted figure, to gaze on the hideous spec- 
tacle. Even ]ret he mi^ht have wavered, but for a startling voice that came 
breathing terrible words of accusation and denunciation, as if epitomising 
the execrations of the world, and pronouncing its sentence. 

"Away t" it cried ; " away, you foul murderer, you cruel Cain, stained 
with a brother's blood !" and the brown woman stood suddenly before him, 
with her arms waving alofl, her hair streaming, and her eyes flashing, like 
a Pythoness in her frenzy of divination. " Away to the desert^ — herd with 
the lion, that preys on human kindj and withthe tiger, that thirsts for gore ; 
for they are your fit mates. Away with the vampire, away into utter dark- 
ness, — hide yourself at the ends of the earth, — begone to the savage and 
the cannibal, where slaying in cool blood is a merit, and may make you the 
ohief of a horde. The beam is hewn, and the hemp is spun, that shall 
strangle }rou, and the iron is welded that is to hang you in chains." 

<* This is horrible," said the Creole, with a look of appeal towards Raby. 
'' The public voice speaks through her. Take the wammg, and fly.** 

"Oh, I must — I must," wildly exclaimed their wretched auditor ; " but 
where — whither ?" 

"To London," answered the Creole. " Go to Woodley, of Maudlin's ; 
he lives in St. James's Street. You shall hear from me there, — and then 
the first ship for Africa or America will be the best." 
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** Oh ! my poor father, — and Grace,** murmured Raby. " What ! away 
for ever— to another world, — without a word, a farewell j I caonot, St. 
KittB, I cannot" 

*' Stay, then, and bid them farewell from the gallows," resumed the wo- 
man. " Stay another hour, and death and infamy will be laid like blood- 
hounds upon your track ; stay, and see the gray hairs of your father groveU 
ling in the dust, and the brown locks of Grace Kivers plucked out by hand- 
fuls, as if that would save her from madness. Aye, there is the stin » of the 
scorpion ; but did I not tell you, that you should curse the day, and Chehoor 
of the day, that linked her fate with your own ?" 

** And the evil hour- when I was bom," added the fratricide. *<Oh, that 
hand — that cruel right hand," and he held the criminal member as far from 
him as he could, <* it has lost me for ever. Why, oh why, St. Kitts, was it 
directed against my brother?" 

*' YoH saw as much as I did," answered the Creole ; ** but this is no time 
to combat vague suspicions. You will have enough to do to ward off those 
which may be aimed at yourself. Blark ! away for the love of God ; that 
last shot was close at hand." 

'* Away," echoed the brown woman ; *^ away, and pull foot at once : fly 
ijrom death and vengeance i They are comins, they are comin v. Strike 
out for life, for you are swimming beside the shark !" and she oramatised 
the passion of &ar so vividly by voice, feature, and gesture, that under a 
sudden impulse of terror the tortured, bewildered Raby darted off towards 
the hedge, plunged through the furze, rushed across the ditch, and with the 
headlong night of desperation ran at random, atruggling and crashing, 
through the underwood of the forest 

As soon as he was out of sight Marguerite turned round to the Creole, 
and addressed him in In low feSAe voice, marvellously altered from the ex- 
alted tone she had so latdy assumed. But she obtained no answer. St. 
KitfjB stood abstractedly, with his eyes fixed on the spot where his unfortu- 
nate cousin had disappeared, and his lips quivered, and his whole frame was 
agitated by a visible tremor. The woman observed these symptoms of dis- 
eomposure, which she attributed, perhaps truly, to compunctious visitinga, 
and ner voice became stronger and sharper unaer the obvious excitement of 
inritatioo. 

** I said, Walter, that I have been ill." 

St. Kitts efowly turned, without answering, and ^azed on her figure, 
which was incredibly emaciated since their last interview. Her bare arms 
were literally like mere bones covered with parchment, and the long dis- 
coloured hands, with th^ meager fingers and obtrusive joints, were as those 
of a skeleton. Her face, especially, was miserably altered ; the nose was 
sharp, glossy, and pointed ; the lips pale, and thin, and shrunken, so as to 
expoNBe the teeth ; the cheeks hollow, and the cheek-bones were unnaturally 
prominent It would have been the aspect of a corpse, but for two resdesa 
black eyes, which from their deep sunken sockets still sparkled with their 
usual unquiet radiance. 

"Yon are sadly changed, Marguerite," he said. ^Your illness must 
have been severe, mdeed." 

" As severe," answered the woman, " as nature could well bear. Death 
has been wooing me, and nearly won me, too, or you would have met me 
ere this. Do you think, Walter, I could otherwise have remained idle with 
such doings at the Hall ? They have prepared a rare show for a birth-day, 
Kke the Jamaica revel at a New Year ; but where is the chief puppet ?" she 
added, with a sort of chuckle, '* where is their John Canoe?" 

'*He lies low enough," answered the Creole, thoughtfully ; "a spectacle 
to damp all thoughts of mirth for long yeara to come." 
"Aye, truly," said the woman, "and could I but have crawled like a 
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toftd, I would have brought my own share of venom to poison their mirth j 
but I was crippled hand and foot The very thought of my helpleesnesi 
maddened me. I believe I was delirious, and raved ; but do not start, Hen- 
nessey's Hut is secure from eaves-droppers. Had I died there, it would be 
unknown to any living soul whether my last breath was spent in cursing or 
blessing, in blasphemies or in prayers." 

"It IS dreadful to think of," exclaimed the Creole, his mind, Janus-like, 
looking at once towards the past and the future, and anticipating the afflict* 
ing scene that would ensue from the introduction of the dead to the living. 

*' It was dreadful," said the woman, mistaking the source of his emotion, 
'* as dreadful as disease, destitution, and darkness, could make it, with 
deaUi in the background. Alone and helpless, racked with pain, scorched 
with fever, and parched with thirst, delirious, and tortuj^ by hellish 
dreams, I called, Walter Tyrrel, on you ; to you I prayed, and throueh 
you, and for you only, I feel that I recovered and am now in life. The 
thousht of Walter Tyrrel flitted like a firefly across the gloom of death. 
But for him, I should sink under the flood of my afflictions, or lift my head 
above the waters, like the alligator, only to sigh." 

" And I must be a crocodile myself," said the Creole, giving her last si- 
mile a new direction, " and pretend to shed tears over t& very victim I co- 
veted." 

" Aye," said the woman, " and echo the song of sorrow like a modung* 
bird. I could teach you the notes, but you need little help from me. either 
of head or hand. Your blow, Walter, was well struck — safely and surely." 

" If you mean my cousin's death," answered the Creole, '* I had no more 
hand in it than the man that will measure him for his coffin." 

*' Or the John Crow in hanging a Maroon," retorted the woman, *' but 
who nevertheless turns death to account, and makes a feast upon the car- 
cass. His fall will aid your rise, and the spiriting away of Raby wUl leave 
you free to love, without that sensitive plant in thepasture. One more re- 
move, and. Sir Walter Tyrrel, I wish you joy ! Tne father that outlhres 
this must be made of the nether millstone ; but if he be, a charmed egg may 
be laid at his door. And now go and byry your dead, and call tiie rabble 
tenantry to a gloomier feast than they expected. If they have a dance now, 
it must be in cloaks and scarfs. It will look as black," she said, smiling 
malignantly, " as a Dignity Ball !" 

So saying, she indulged in her usual embrace, and then, with less than 
her accustomed a^lity, she made off through the gap in the hedge which 
Raby had left in his flight. Her words had made a deep impression on the 
Creole. Whether he oad discerned Ringwood amongst the fern, and im- 
mediately concerted his destruction, must remain a secret impenetrable to 
all, save the Omniscient Searcher of the human heart ; but his subsequent 
address and counsel to Raby seemed too certainly to prove, as his step- 
mother inferred, that he had studied to turn the tragedy to his own benent 
With all her knowledge of his implacable hatred against the deceased, — 
with all her participation in his guilty aspirings, — and in spite of her own 
sinister promptings, she acouitted him of everything but the secondary sin 
of rejoicing in the death of liis enemy. 

" The very head and front of his offending. 
Had this extent — no more." 

On the other hand, the progress of his own advancement in life and love had 
been adroitly urged ; the very tone of levity even with which the calamity 
had been mentioned, contributed to deaden whatever natural feeling had 
been excited by the catastrophe, and with a considerable degree of oompo- 
■ure St Kitts proceeded in search of the gamekeeper, to give him dinetions 
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for the removal of the dead body. Guided by the report of the gun, lie sooti 
found old Mat, whom he led to the melancholy spot where the lifeless body 
of his young master lay stifiening in his gore. 

" Oh ! my God/' exclaimed the a^ed forester, as he gazed at the hom'd 
spectacle, *' when will there be an end to accidents with guns ? Look at his 
cnest ; he must have been leaning on the muzzle. Many a time and oft I 
warned him against the like." 

** It was no accident,*' said the Creole. 

''No accidenU" exclaimed old Mat, with astonishment, "but sure 
enouph here 's his own gun lying in the fern, loaded and primed." 

" And yonder you '11 find another," said the Creole, pointing towards a 
dump of bushes, *' with the pan open and the barrel empty." 

The gamekeeper proceeded to the spot, and to his amazement picked up 
a weapon which his eye instantly recognised. *' This is a different sort of 

gill,'' said he^ as he carried it in his hand to the Creole, " to what I looked 
r. I thought mayhap to find an old musket with a barrel as rusty as any- 
thing, and a lock as would go off at half-cock, such a one as I took away 
from Black Will." 

*' No) it was no poacher work, Matthew," said the Creole, with a voice 
of real or aflbcted distress, *' it was a nearer and dearer hand that efiected 
his death." 

** Good heavens !" exclaimed the gamekeeper, taking the Creole's hand 
with a look of deep commiseration, '* is it possible, Mr. Walter, you have 
been so raisfortunate ? Why you will be wretched and heart-broke all the 
days of your life." 

"No — his brother, — his brother!" — said the Creole hastily, whilst the 
eld man absolutely gasped with surprise and horror at the communication. 

"What, Master Raby !" he exclaimed at length, " him as hated a gun, 
and cried out a^n shooting idl as one as murder 1 — what the holy could 
take kSm a sportmg ?" 

" You will know all in time," answered St. Kitts, with a solemnity and 
siffliificance that at once excited the alarm and curiosity of the forester. 
** But now call your men." 

Old Mat obeyed, and put his horn to his lips ; and since the days of Robin 
Hood, BO aonj a call, in more senses dian one, was never wound ; it was a 
harsh, unmusical blast, untruly pitched, and abruptly broken off by a sud- 
den sigh, that bespdLe the heavj heart of the blower. " I have never drop- 
ped a tear afore," he said, brushing one away from his eyes, " since my own 
poor boy died at sea. I ' ve kep 'em down for thirty year, but they 've come 
at last," and the gray-headed woodman wept till nis broad chest heaved 
with sobs as he bent over the beloved remains of the once gay, generous, 
and gallant Ringwood. 

" And where be that wretched boy, Raby ?" he inquired, when, after an 
interval, he had mastered the first burst of grief^ — "where have he hid his 
miserable head ?" 

" He is far enough offby this time, I hope," replied the Creole, " to elude 
all pursuit." 

The word pursuit struck on the ear of the old retainer like a knell that 
sounded for the whole family of Tyrrel. " Foul play !" he ejaculate^ in an 
under tone, " then God help Sir Mark ! the load was heavy enough afore, 
but this double charge will blow him to nothing." The under keepers now 
came up, and with faces and exclamations of wonder, horror, and grief, 
looked from the corpse at each other ; but the prudent senior repressed their 
questions, and directing them to cut down a few branches, a sort of rude 
litter was formed, on which they carried the body towards the Hall, whilst 
the Creole, accompanied by Mat, hastened before to prepare its inmates for 
the reception of the mournful procession. 
6* 
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" Old Mat is deuced close upon it," remarked Tom, a sharp, shrewd iel- 
low, to his mates, at a ipomentary halt they made with the bier ; " but to my 
mind this bloody business has something ugly at the bottom on it. If them 
there was n't shot-holes, I 'd clap my finger on my nose, and say barkers. 
Well, nobody knows, — the truth 's snug enough at this present, but it may 
come out some day, as the man said when his ferret was laid op in a rab- 
bit-burrow." 

'* And for my part," answered Sam, a fellow of obtuser capacity than the 
former, and withal somewhat superstitious, " I think you 're holding straight 
at it, that 's sartin. Look up west about, lad, at the sun sottin, — he 's IVue 
a clot of blood, be 'ant un ? and the light's more like hell-fire, as the ranter 
talks on, than what 's natural ,• there 's been summut done to make Gk>d Al- 
mighty angersome, — mark my words on it." 

The western sky, in accordance with the last speaker's description, had 
really assumed an awful and ominous appearance. The glowinp sun, as if 
a Tisible type of the All-seeing Eye, " red with uncommon wrath," slowly 
withdrew behind a stupendous range of dense, |Htch- black, mountainous 
clouds, from whose rugged crests ascended |ets of blood-red flame, and 
causing a lurid glow up to the very zenith, whilst enormous breaks and fis- 
sures in the dark yolcanic mass served to disclose the intense ardent fires 
that glowed within, suggesting a comparison with those nameless flames t-o 
which the rustic had auuded. Fantastic clouds of a lighter textore, and por- 
tentous colours, in the mean time ascended rapidly from the horixon, and 
congregated overhead in threatening masses. Peals of distant thunder mot- 
tered from all c^uarters at once, as unintermitting almost as the roar of the 
ocean. The wmd rushin^ in fitful gusts through tiie forest, filled the air 
with unearthly moans, and si^hs, and whisperings ; and the dead leaves 
rose and whirled in rings, as if following the skirts of the weird beings who 
are said to dance at the approach of tempest and human desolation. Now 
and then a solitary drop, inordinately large, fell heavily on the path, tike 
those few enormous tears which Nature, according to MiMon, 

" Wept at completion of the mortal sin." 

duelled by the foreboding spirit of tiie time, the stoutest heart sufiered a 
depression, — the bold, the reckless, and the boisterous, walked in serious 
silence, while the wild animals forgot their fear of man in a more absortiing 
terror. The hare lingered on the path, — the deer scarcely stirred, — and 
the bird sat steadfast on the bough, with one anxious eye turned upward at 
the troubled heavens. 

As quickly as their mournful burden would permit, the men hurried on 
their course, but even at midway the forked lightning began to play around, 
followed at still shortening intervals by deafening crashes, that were multi- 
plied by the surrounding echoes, till rival giants seemed defying each other 
from hill to hill. Fierce squalls of wind tore the leaves from uie boughs, 
and occasional flaws of sleet and blinding bail flew along, and sometimes 
returned with a veering blast. A dismal gloom, not gradual, but sudden, 
came on, — a strange sombre opaque shadow, like that of a total eclipse of 
the sun, which, in conjunction with the dazzling of the hf htning, completely 
bewildered the eye, and more than once the bearers stumbled as they groped 
their dreary way, associated with a corpse, as it were through the valley 
of the Shadow of Death. 

The twp heralds in advance, in the mean time, sped onward to the H&U, 
and just as they gained the shelter of its devoted roof, the storm burst in all 
its fury, the heavens opened and discharged sheets of blue and red flame, 
with explosions ii^gtX snook the house to its foundation. The wind roared 
and raged with terrific violence, — doors slammed, — casements burst 


TTLMST BALL. 183 

OfMO, and the fierce hail dashed in the glass of those that remained fiisten- 
eo, — the curtains streamed wildly, ana the carpets rose in billows. Sacfa 
was the aspect of the drawing-room when the Creole entered it, followed 
by the game-keeper ; and amidst this tumult of appalling noises, a few Low 
words, mfinitely more terrible and stunning than the whole uproar of sound 
without, informed the heart*8tricken Sir Mark that he was worse thas 
childless, and raised a tempest of conflicting human passbns that availed 
the war of the elements in violeace, and was doomed long — long to out- 
last it in duration. 

At such a climax in Tragedy; the Dramatist considerately drops his q«^ 
tain : and with a similar f<Mling the Author will proceed no further with hia 
description; but leaves the domestic desolation for the Reader tolpictme-, 
as forcibly and circumstantially as his imagination may suggeat, or am 
sibility allow. 


CIHAPTER XXXII. 

My Father I 
Let me with tremhling^ arms embrace thy knees. 
Oh, if you ever wish to see me happy ; 
If e'er in infant years I irave you jot ; 
When, as I prattling twiinail around yaur neck, 
You snatch'd me to your bosom, ki9s*d my eyes, 
And, melting, said you saw my mother there, 
Oh ! save me fVom that worst severity 
Ot fate! Ob, outrage not my breaking heart 
To that de^ee ! I cannot — His impossible. 
So soon withdraw it, — give it to another. 

Tancrkd Azrn SiaisKuirsA. 

Man proposes, but God disposes. 

O1.D Paoys«Bw 

<«In the midst of life," says the Psalmist, " we are in death," — a sen* 
tsnce the designer of Quarles's Emblems has illusttated by representing a 
little figure of a man enclosed within the ribs of a sigantic skeleton, like a 
bird in a case. Little indeed did Justice Rivera think, on the verv mom* 
ing of the cuiy which ended so fearfully, that the bars of that awfiu prison* 
house were cmsing around his adopted, son-in-law, whom he lately beheld 
in the prime of youth, health, and vigour : on the contrary, the Magistmte^ 
in the pride and joy of his heart, selected that yenr evemng as the fittest 
opportunity to inform his daughter of the very eligible election he had made 
on her bi^alf. Accordingly, as soon as the clou was removed after din* 
ner, he introduced the topic of marriage with a pompousness of diction and 
authoritative manner, such as Dr. Jolmson might have used had George the 
Third thought proper to make him one of his justices of the peace. As 
we have now happily progressed beyond the formal observances of those 
times when sons knelt lor blessings, and daughters curtseyed dutifully to 
ovdained lovers, the oration need not be preserved at full length for the ber- 
nefii of the rising generation. He proved very satisfactorily, he thought, 
that no happy or well-constituted marriage could ever take place without 
the intervention of parents, and with many needless professions he declared 
he vras ready and determined, as a devoted father, to do his own duty to the 
uttermost, in providing a partner for his daughter who should be every way 
unexceptionable to himself. This part of Sie subject led naturally to a 
flaming eulog^um on Ringwood, which somehow or other glided off into a 
paosgyric on the Tylnej estates^ and an enumeration of the advantages 
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thftt would result from their connexion with tliose of Hawksley. To all 
thie tedious harangue, poor Grace listened with the distressed, reluctant, 
revolting face of an indigent patient, who has not only received a long nau- 
seous prescription, but is obliged to wait personally at the apothecary's, and 
witness the process of its- making up. Luckily, the orator was too much 
absorbed in his own eloquence to notice these symptoms ; but at last came 
a summing up and a conclusion : and an awkward silence ensued as he 
looked vainly for something equivalent to the approving hum which in Crom- 
well's time used to greet the termination of an unctuous and well-relished 
sennon. His auditor looked disturbed, vexed, and perplexed ; and in a 
much plainer style of language than he had lately used, he asked her ab- 
ruptly what possible reason, or shadow of a reason, she lud to urge against 
the match he proposed. 

** Did she object to Ringwood's person ?" 

"No." 

« Or bis morals?" 

" No." 

•< Did she disUke Sir Mark ?" 

" Cluite the contrary." • 

'< Didn H she admire the Hall ?" 

" Yes." 

" And the erounds ?" 

"Extreme^." 

'* Were hot the estates contiguous ?" 

" Most assuredly, but ^ 

And Grace was preparinjg; to show cause against the rule, when she was 
stopped by a fresh series ofquestions, noneof which seemed to the Justice 
to require an answer, and therefore he allowed no time for reply. For in- 
stance, had she no sense of the obligations of duty, affection, gratitude, 
society, and common sense ? — did she presume on his own too great ten- 
derness, or the absence of a mother's authority, jor that she could judge ol 
her own interest better than a father ? — was she really inclined to be dis- 
inherited, or only affecting a little maidenly modesty? — or had she been 
novel-reading ? — with many other such queries ; so that before they came 
to an end, Grace had divided and subdivided the paring of an apple mto the 
smallest possible shreds. With a faltering voice she stammered out a pro- 
fession of filial love and duty, qualified, however, with a reservation in ftr 
vour of affections not under our own control, — which availed her but little. 
The stern magistrate had no more notion of such uncontrollable affections, 
than of uncontrollable vagrants, whilst there was a special statute which 
subjected all such wanderers to be apprehended, whipped, and passed to 
their own parishes. He therefore roundly informed his daughter that she 
must thenceforth consider her heart engaged, as well as her hand, for the 
match was fixed ; and therefore she might suppose whatever discourse he 
had indulged her with, as having only been engaged in to promote conver- 
sation. 

It now became necessary to speak out ; and with the throbs and flutter 
of a new-caught bird, Grace proceeded to plead with her parent for her na- 
tural liberty. She solemnly pledged herself never to marry without his con- 
sent ; but m return, expected not to be forced into wedlock against her own 
inclination ; and finally looking closely down into her wine-slass, as if de- 
tecting some almost imperceptible flaw in it, she informed him she had 
alreaoy received a declaration, from a member of the family he wished her 
to enter into, and then, with some difficulty, and a blush that came and 
went several times during the process, she managed to pronounce the name 
of Raby Tyrrel. 

''If that be all," exclaimed the Magistrate, with one of his grim smiles, 
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*' we shall have no difficulty. I can gaeae yeur scruples ; but I will help 
your inexperience to draw up a proper form of dismissal, or, bow say you, 
Orace ? Shall Nick Ferrers furnish you with a printed form of diacbaiwe, 
tofillup?" 

*'Ob! at is no jest l** murmured poor Grace ; and, indeed, the mere woid 
diflmissal had drowned her blue eyes in tears. ^ I am afraid, — my dear 
iather do forgive me; but — " and hastily running to him, aiid clainnig 
her arms round his neck, she sobbed a few sylhibles into his ear. Wiict- 
ever they were, a masical formula oould not have had a m<ire potent 
efiect He thrust bis daughter from him, uid backing his chair a couple 
of yards, sat gazin» on her with a severe set look, worthy of the stem stoic 
he had chosen for his model. It made Grace shnnk, and clasp her little 
hands so firmly to her eyea^ that rin^ and spangles of pink and green, 
and gold colour, beean dancing before them. 

** Grace !** said that deep voice, which was never assumed but the words 
conveyed some infliction, ** Rii^ for pen, ink, and paper. This ebildiii) 
fancy, and its object, must be discaided before I sle^^** 

''My dear — my dearest father!" cried the terrified girl, advancins and 
throwing herself on her knees at the feet of her obdurate parent. ** Bid 
me-— command me, do any thing but that — ' " 

" NOTHING but that !" answered the voice, wHh a positive emphasis 
on the negative, that was meant to put an end to the debate : * and let it 
be done before bed-time, if you value ray nightly blessinff.'* 

^ Then God help ne !" exclaimed Grace, rising up and iiftinc her hands 
and her flashing eyes towards the ceiling ; " for I must apped frooi one 
father to aaothor ! Heaven heard my vow, and I dare not-— I do not wish 
to break it ; and I will not !" So saying, with flushed cheeks and forced 
composure, she went and seated hereof on the sofa, with that air of dimity 
which results from a sense of unraerUed harshness and injestioe. 

The Justiee was thtraderstruck. He knew not what ^ woman, when 
she loves, can dare ;" and this avowed rebellion against his authority aimed 
a blow at his whole code of laws — civil, moral, and divine. But his tem- 
per was not hot : it was cold, and, like metal whein cold, inflexible ; aooord* 
ingly he met his daughter's declaration with sreat calmness ; nefvertheless, 
he abated not one jot «f his determination t£at the sentence he had pro- 
aoiinced should be enforced. Tea passed etver silently and serenely ; but 
it was the calm preceding a slorm. As soon as the meal was finished be 
left the drawing-room, and m about a quarter of an hour he required the 
presence of his daughter in the study. 

This room was Grace's aversion. She never wil&ngly set fix>t in it ; for 
it contained the gloomy -picture of the Judgment of Brutus, to which, with 


the natural partiality of a child, she was fom to attribute the extreme 
rity of her parent. It was, in itself, a paintins sufficiently repulsive : the 
fibres were of the size of life, and the artist had contrived to throw into 
Uie Roman's countenance an expression of rigid austerity, so unmitigated 
by any softer conflicting feeling, that the spectator could not help thimdng 
that such a personage was fully as likely to excite rebellion and conspi- 
racy, as to punish it Moreover, in presence of this obnoxious picture, 
such numerous awards of fine, imprisonment, hard labour, and stripes, had 
been made, that to Gmce's fancy, the chamber seemed always occupied 
by an atmosphere of sighs. 

It is alwavB acutely painfol to a welUdisposed heart to find itsdf directly 
arrayed against the will of a parent ; and as the daughter seated herself 

rente Ser father, as it were taking up hostile positions ^paiatory to 
attack and defence of adverse foriings, motives^ and wishes, a paag 
■mote her that her expetieiiee had never matched m bitterness. Some- 
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thing like a groan escaped her as she settled herself in her chair, and sum* 
moned all her heart, soul, and streng|th to aid her in resistance, for the first 
strange time^ to the author of her being. The two minutes that elapsed 
before he spoke seemed a weary age. But 'at last came the toll of that 
cuifew voice to command the extinction of tlie flame she cherished. 

** Grace, from your cradle till this hour you have never disobeyed me. 
A long course of duty must not now be efiaced by an act of deliberate op* 
position. The authority I derive from nature must be sustained. The 
olood that beats in your heart was derived from me, and the clothing of 
your hand is flesh of my flesh, and can it be said then that I have no right 
to dispose of one or control the affections of the other? No ! by the death 
<^ your lamented mother I have rather a twofold claim to direct you, and 
it is doubly incumbent upon me to. exercise the power so delegated, and to 
enforce, if*^ necessary, your complete submission. If the soverei^ty of a 
King be a divine ri^t, and I see no reason to impugn the doctnne, how 
sacred must be the origin of a parent's jurisdiction, where the subject is 
radebted to the supreme head, not merely for liberty and protection, but 
for life itself and tiie means whereby life is sustained. Domestic govern- 
ment indeed is, or ought necessarily to be, a pure despotism, seeing that 
thore is no intermediate estate between the parent and the child, the ruler 
and the ruled. His decrees, consequently, are arbitraiy and absolute, ex- 
acting and requiring implicit acquiescence. Unlike the monarchical sway, 
it can in no case be conferred by election or popular suffrage, nor can it, 
without criminality, be abdicated and laid down. Ill, therefore, would it 
become me to concede my own will in any point, and especially a point of 
magnitude, therelnr annulling, undermining, and vitiating that paramount 
principle which, for the sake of domestic polity, I am imperiously bound 
to uphold. The ancient title of Dictator, attached to the first magistrate, 
who was considered as Pater Familias, expresses my own view of the 
case, and at this moment I have before me a memorable example of the 
inexorable rigour with which the Romans conceived it necessary to main- 
tain such authority." 

The last allusion was fatal to the courage and composure of poor Grace. 
Bhe had never known her father to revoke a decision which he nad backed 
by the example of Brutus ; and the reference to the picture assured her at 
once that no terms of compromise would be listened to,- but that she must 
either submit by an unconditional surrender, or prepare to maintain the 
independence of her heart, like the memorable defence of Zaragoza, by a 
protracted struggle of unexampled misery and pertinacity. She could not 
forbear a shudder as she looked at the set determined countenance of her 
father : and, in addition to her mental distress, she began to sufier under 
that pnysicfd depression and discomfort which peculiarly afllect some indi- 
viduals at the approach of a storm. As the Justice resumed his oration, 
every pause of his sonorous voice was filled up with the muttering of dis- 
tant thunder, a deepening gloom fell suddenly in the apartment, and as 
Grace cast a glance through the window which looked towards the Hall, 
she saw the landscape darkening under the black lowering clouds, and the 
crooked lightning darting angnly along the horizon. Even thus her own 
prospect in life was suddenly overcast and menaced with trouble and tem- 
pest, and she could willingly have answered the moans and sighs of the 
wind with her own. 

** And now, Grace,*' said the Ma^strate, '* having pointed out to you the 
line prescribed by duty, I hope a cmld of mine cannot require an appeal 
to her affection to induce her to the course of rectitude. I need not, I nope, 
remind her that the path pointed out to her by parental solicitude for her 
welfare, leads eminently to her own happiness and advantage. It will be 
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chfficient to Giace Rivers that filial piety enjoiiis a cheerfnl and ready obe- 
dience to the will and wishes of the best of fathers." 
Grace hid her face in her hands, and made no answer. 
** Speak, I command you," said the Justice, in his sternest tone: ''Give 
me your promise forthwith to receive Ringwood as your accepted lover, 
and in consideration of your prompt acquiescence 1 may be induced to 
forgive your breach of duty and due confidence in making a selection of 
yoor own without my sanction, privity, or concurrence." 

** I acknowledge my fault," said Grace, sobbing, *' but, indeed, I waited 
only for courage and opportunity to tell you all — " 

'' Enough,'* said the Magistrate, in a softened tone, not conceiving it 
possible that a rebellious thousht could have survived his oration. " The 
past, Grace, is pardoned ; ana now prepare to meet your (nture husband 
on Wednesday, for in the interval I mean to visit Sir Mark, and settle pre- 
liminaries ; and I feel assured that the formation of such a desirable match 
will add largely and universally to the general joy at the festival which is 
about to take place." 

A startling crash of thunder, as if dashing in the roof of the house, 
seemed to ratify the sentence just pronounced. The father sat still as un- 
moved and imperturbable as usual, thoush the flash which belonged to^the 
shock had shivered a poplar in sight of the window ; but it made the terri- 
fied girl start to her feet with a smothered scream, as she saw the green 
tree upon which she had been gazing instantaneously stripped and whiten- 
ed by the rending off* of the bark. 

<< Let the disobedient dread the bolt," said the Justice, solemnly ; "but 
vou, Grace, have chosen the better part There has been angry weathor 
between ourselves, but it has only served to clear the moral atmosphere. 
Duty resumes its sway ; aflfection shines out unobscured ; and all is peace, 
liarmony, and domestic serenity." 

** Oh, no, no, no !" exclaimed Grace, in a piercing voice, " I do not, — 
I cannot — " 

" You can, you must, and you shall," replied the Justice, resuming all 
his austeritjT of voice, and knitting his brows more rigidly than ever. " Y ou 
know my will. Obey it, or henceforth be no daughter of mine." 

" Then heaven (uty me, for I am fatherless," said Grace, mournfully, and 
claspinjg her hands. ''If you, sir, can recall afl^tions that have once been 
given, it is a power beyond mine. Discard me as you may, my heart will 
never cease to love you ; it will always turn to you with fond remembrance ; 
and if with the same constancy, the same tenacity, it clings to its attach- 
ment elsewhere — >» 

"Not another syllable, I charge you," said the Justice, "unless you 
would provoke my curse. Know that to this desirable contract Sir Mark 
Tyrrel and niyself have been pledged, and mutually bound in honour, for 
years past. Should it be now broken, it shall not be said on the other part 
that it was through want of due firmness and decision on mine." 

Grace, however, inherited some portion of her father's inflexibility ; and 
besides, her affections were now deeply engaged to Raby, and inspired her 
with that devoted spirit of enduring constancy that belongs to a woman's 
love. Religion never made more martyrs or more heroiau amonsst men, 
than the tender passion has produced of the gentler sex. A gleam of 
triumph shone through Grace's tears, as she determined in her soul, at all 
hazards, and through every suffering, to remain true to her plighted faith, 
with the self>devotion so sweetly recorded of lovers in ancient song. Her j 

features took an expression of resolve, and her limbs composed themselves | 

in a less forlorn attitude, as, with a faltering voice, but unialteriog purpose, 
she breathed a vow never to bestow her hand unless her heart went with it 
" And take ray solemn vow in exchange," said the obdurate parent, ris- j 
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tx^ fr«m lu9 efaair, «nd confronting his daughter, while he pnmounced etteb 
word with deliberate emphaMfl--^ *' Except as the wife elect of Ringwoodt 
Tyrrel, you shall have no more a home in my heart or in my house, so help 
ne Heaven !" 

A long and dreadful silence ensoed, whilst the father and daughter, eack 
as pale as marble, stood thus face to face, and looked at each other, mo* 
toallF astounded by the imnatural position to which they stood thus soienm* 
ly pledged. The li^tning flashed fearfblly around; the tbcmder rotted 
ineessantly ; the haildashed foriously ; and the wind had become a hurri- 
cane ; but the terrors of the stdrra were lost upon Impair thus absorbed, 
each snfl^nv the psngs of a bereavement little short or death. At last the 
fkther tumea abruptly away, and began to pace up and down the apot- 
raent ; while Gk-ace threw herself into a chair, ana, laying her head upoia 
the table, gave free passage to her tears. In the mean time, in walking t0 
and fvo, the Justice, occasionally slancing through the window, perceived' 
8 horseman galfoping at fuU speed through the storm towards the houses 
but it was so dusky that he was unable to distinguish the livery of the 
Tyrrels til! the groom dismounted at; the gate. In some alarm at the ap- 
parent m'gency of the mission at such a time, be hurried from the room to 
anticipate the tidingis, leaving Grace so lost in grief as to be unconscious of 
his depaiture. 

About ten minutes hadelasped, and she was still weeping, when a tou(di 
upon her shoulder made her start up, and she beheld her father looking^i- 
her with an indescribable expression on his face, which she found it impo*> 
sible to interpiet. 

** Grace," be said, after a long pause, and his voice had an unusual qui- 
ver iir it, and the hand shook violently that stiH remained on her shoulder, 
'* Gkace, I have dreadful tidings to commmiicate — this match is ait an end 
with Ringwood Tyrrel." 

^Oh! my dear father, thanks, thanks," sobbed Grace, sinking at his 
feet, and clasping his hand, which she attempted to kiss, but he drew it- 
away, and retreated a step backwards. 

** It was the act of Heaven, and not mine,*^ he said, with an awe-struck 
look, and a tone of deep hnmiliation ; '* Grod's will be done ! I intended 
Ringwood for my son-in-law ; but I stand rebuked. He is gone 'where 
there is neither marrying nor giving in marria^.* " 

'* Ringwood dead !" exclaimed Grace ; " it is impossible !" and she fixed 
her ^aze upon vacancy ; for at such announcements the mind cannot im- 
medrately reconcile itself to the conversion of a familiar livingimage into an 
efSgy of death. 

'< It is too true," said the Justice, shaking his head, while tears dropped 
from his black eyelashes ; " and God comfort my poor old friend. To lose 
his first-bom son was a heavy calamity enough, without blood and unna^ 
tural violence." 

''Gracious Heaven !" exclaimed Grace, almost gasping with horror md 
amazement, and shuddering as she pronounced the name of St. Kitts. 

"Worse — worse tenfold," said her father; "a wretch who must be 
called a brother !" 

He proceeded no further, for at the last word Grace uttered a piercing 
shri^, and fell, as if shot, upon the floor. Her cry alarmed all the house- 
hold, and the ser%'ants' rushed into the room before the distracted parent had 
presence of mind enough to call for their assistance. With the utmost 
difiiculty the poor girl was restored to life^ if it could be called living — for at 
each temporary recall, after uttering a few disjointed syllables, she relspsed 
again into insensibility. In this pitiable condition she was conveyed into 
her chamber, and" placed in bed, where night found her in a raging fever, 
and delirious. 
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A favourite with the household, she was afiectionately attended and 
nursed by the old housekeeper and another female domestic who had heen 
attached to her from her infancy, and many a sincere tear was shed, and 
many a fervent prayer put uj), for the sorrows and the recovery of the dear, 
good , and beautiful Grace Rivers. 

The stern harsh nature of the Justice relented at the spectacle of his only 
and beloved child thus stretched upon a bed, possibly of death ; and he 
gave way to his feelings with a violence eouallv unexampled and unex- 
pected from such a source. In reality he aoteci upon his daughter, and 
nothing but his extravagant notions of parental right, with a firm conviction 
that he was securing her welfare, could have sustained him in the severe 
course he had recently pursued towards- her. But his plan was now 
wrecked ; he had no motive for harshness ; and his words and manner in- 
dicated nothing but the intense anxiety and affliction of a fond father. He 
passed^ the whole night in his study receiving frequent reports of her state, 
or paying visits to her bedside ; but alas, oiuy to be shocked by her inco- 
herent ravings, which drove him down stairs again, to watch and pray hi 
agon^ for the arrival of the physicians, who had oeen sent for by express. 

It IS worthy of serious reflection, as illustrating the uncertainty of human 
plans and the vanity of human wishes, that, at the very time when the Jus- 
tice was so absolutely broaching his matrimonial scheme to his daughter, 
and even whilst he was asserting the infallibility of his own wUI, ana pre- 
sumptuously shaping the course of events-^ at that very hour was the 
bndegroom of his election struck dead ; thus signally vindicating the supie- 
macy of the Divine Will, in accordance with the adage which serves for a 
motto to the present chapter. Reflections akin to this forced Uiemselves on 
the mind of tne magistrate during his solitary watch, and with a chastened 
spirit he acknowle(^d the rebuke ; but as too often happens, where the 
author of the infliction may not be murmured at, or arraigned, tne reproach 
fell upon the instrument The past conduct and character of the unfortu- 
nate Rab^ were reviewed with tne merciless malignity ascribed to a Vene- 
tian inquisitor ; his acts were remorselessly scrutinised, and his motives 
wrested by uncharitable construction into infernal impulses. He was ac- 
cused of ag^vated fratricide, condemned unheard, branded, and put under 
ban, — the implacable demands of rigid justice resumed their sway with a 
more vindictive craving than had hitherto belonged to thenK and in a very 
unchristian spirit the magistrate determined to exert himself^on the track of 
the murderer, and, employing all his means and sagacity, to pursue him 
whh the unrelenting purpose of the bloodhound. 

In this resolve, the feelings of his daughter found no allowance. Love 
in his estimation was but as one of those slight m>idemics, easily caught, 
and as easily cured by proper treatment ; ana inaeed frequently got over 
without any treatment at aJI. As for the repugnance of Sir Mark to a cii- 
minal prosecution, an admirer of Brutus, with a monomania on the subject 
of justice, could not reasonably be expected to spare a son who was not 
Ittsown. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 


He is dead and gone, lady, 
He is dead and gone ; 
At his head a green-grass turf. 
At his heels a stone. 

Hamlbt. 

Weeping maiden, sorrow laden, 
Why in brine such glances smother f 
If your lover can U recover, 
WiH red eyes entice another ? 

FURNIVAL. 

DiATH falls like a bomb-shell. Wherever it may strike, the explosion 
scatters destructive fragments on every side, inflicting womids and anguish 
of various magnitude and degree. Thus, whilst desolation came upon the 
Hall and Hawksley, a portion of the same cruel affliction was carried to 
lijquire Ned, by Dick the huntsman ; and Bob, the whip, galloped over to 
Gtollington with similar intelligence. 

Like tidings to King Henry came 
Within as short a space, 
That Percy of Northumberland, 
Was slain m Chevy Chase. 

' And the difierence of manner with which the tidings were received by the 
two kings in the old ballad, was paralleled in the two last instances. The 
Squire listened to the heavy news of Ringwood's fall, with the desponding 
reflection of the Scottish monarch, that death could not have stricken 
another of such account as he. ** Shot like vermin !" he ejaculated, after a 
oause of stupor ; and rushing ofl*to the stable, he began saddling ahorse with 
iris own hands. In a few minutes he was mounted, and in another he was 
dashing along amidst thunder, lightning, and rain, with the desperate gal- 
lop of a Spectre Horseman, ever and anon repeating his first ejaculation, 
throughout his dreary ride, and, at each exclamation, burying the spur up 
to the rowels in the flanks of his steed. 

The shoc^ to the citizen's feelings, on the contrary, took a selfish turn, 
and gavo his alarm a singular, but characteristic, direction. With as much 
curiosity as concern, whUe the whipper-in stood dripping and shiverinff be- 
fore him, Twi^g required as circumstantial a narrative o? the catastrophe as 
the man coula give ; the auditor occasionally turning up his eyes, flapping 
with his hands, and making a clucking sound with nis tona;ue against the 
roof of his mouth, and when the melancholy tale was ended, he proceeded 
to give vent to his emotions. 

" Very shocking, very shocking indeed ! I '11 pack *em all off*, stock and 
lock, there shan't be so much as a pocket-pistol about the Hive, as sure as 
my name is Twigg.'* 

There is an old saying that extremes meet, and no adage can be more 
strikingly veiHfied than wis is in human life, by the frequent encounter of 
the serious and the ludicrous on the same occasion. There cannot be a 
more erroneous notion than that popular one, which appropriates to mirth 
and grief each its own peculiar stage, like the Parisian theatres, where one 
house is devoted to tragedy and another to comedy ; whereas the world is 
a vast stage ; whereon tragedy, comedy, and farce^ are not only acting at 
once, but sometime^ by the same performer. Of this truth one of the most 
remaikable characters in its drama must have been well aware, when he 


Iironounced his memorable sentence, that ** from the sublime t6 the lidietl* 
ous is but a step." Even thus closely lie the domains of laughter and tain, 
divided, not by an impassable frontier, as some suppose, but dabiouflv 
separated bj a debatable land, leaving easy access to either terriUny, mmC 
of course, subjecting the rival kingdoms to frequent incursions. Thus tmt§ 
are seen at festivals, and smiles at funerals ; nay, laughter, in the wiilurt 
experience, has mingled with lamentation in the chamber of death. Ne?ei- 
theless even Shaksp^e, the best judge of man, next to hi^ Maker, and 
the best acquainted with the human heart, has been moused at by some of 
his owlish critics, for his abrupt transitions from the pathetic to the humor- 
ous, as if such were not the very warp and woof of our variegated fabric. 
These alternations of lights and shadows are imperatively necessary to a 
faithful picture of life ; but it is sometimes made a cause of reproach to the 
painter that he should be accessible at a tragical occurrence to any livelier 
associations, us if the same tearful eye that appreciates the sorrows of the 
inmates of a house of mourning, should see nothing but melancholy in the 
smirks of the two smug mutes at the door. But death himself sometimes 
cuts a caper in mockery, and the very skull of man wears a grin, comme- 
morative of the fiurdcal passages in the serio-comic entertainment that is 
over. There is a class in the present day called, par excellence, exclusives, . 
but the Passions do not belons to thia caste, they meet, mingle, and shake 
hands. They are not bitted sectarians and separatists, but congregate 
and communicate freely m one great temple — the human heart ; so that 
life becomes from the mixture a sort of Irish wake, a medley of joy and sor- 
row, with some weeping, and some laughing, desolation and jollification, 
howling and singing, praying and drinking, loving and fighting, with the 
grave in the back ground. Even the same passion will sometimes trans- 
form itself so utterly, as to raise doubts of its identity; thus Grief, in pass- 
ing merely from house to house, will change in manners and costume as 
much as if she had travelled from London to Paris, and thence to Peters- 
burg and Amsterdam. In one place, for example — pale, with dishevelled 
hair and neglected dress, she wul sit as still as a statue, a very Niobe, in 
air but the trickling motion of her tears. In another, clad in fiishionable 
sables, she will weep becomingly into white cambric, as gracefully afi^ted 
as at her first perusal of Charlotte and Werter. In a tlurd, cased in ^* abo- 
minable blacks,^ instead of spring silks, she mopes less like sorrow, than a 
fit of the sulks. ' Elsewhere you may find her violent, hysterical, and noisy, 
raining like St. Swithin, sobbing, snuffing up salts, ana, at measured inter- 
vals, bursting into a loud exclamation, as if mstead of crying for a husband, 
she was crying mackareL Finally you may meet her at Brighton for a 
change of scene, fat, fair, and forty, telling you, with the comely^ cosy com- 
posure of a quakeress, that her heart is broken, she is tired of life, and her 
address is 10, Brunswick Terrace. 

The judicious reader, therefore, will not be surprised to find the grief at 
Hawksley and the grief at Hollington not so exactly alike as two twin 
sisters, whose dresses, moreover, &ve been out of Uie same piece^ and 
mtule up in the same fiishion. 

As soon as Twigg had dismissed the whippe>in, — and his agitation did 
not make him foi^t doing what is genteel, for he considerately dipped his 
hand into his pocket, and gave Bob a half-crown, as if h^ had brou^t him 
a hare — he roll into soliloquy. Since the memorable fete at the ^ve, the 
Twigs family had never attempted another ; and for some time past, their 
specmaCionsliad been very busy with the festival at the Hall, and paiticu- 
lariy whether it would turn out any better than their own. The downfall 
of the domestic jubilee consequently occupied a prominent place in the citi- 
zen's meditations. 
** Quod lord 1 good lord !'' he said, '< here *s a domestic fiunily blow ! 
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It's come down what I call thick and threefold. Poor^ dear, Sir Maik 
Tjrrrel, Baronet, how I feel for him ; such a dreadful misfortune for a man 
or his property ! Eldest son and heir — tents, tables, illuminations, twen- 
ty-one gunli, and every thin^-^ shocking — shocking — shocking — and 
only just comin|^ of age. We may well say what is life — all feasting to- 
day, and all fastine to-morrow — all dancing and jigging, and singin|; and 
bands playing, and flag flying, and bells rinmng, andnusEaing one mmute, 
and the next moment ouite another sort of thing-— yes, yes, I can enter into 
a father's feeHngs. Well, I never did like fire-arms, but my mind 's made 
upi It mi^t be my own case before I could say Jack Robinson — and such 
a fine well-jgrown young man too — to be bom to such property, and never 
can come mto it. Poor 'Tilda I she 'II go half crazy. Toasts — senti- 
ments — speechifying, and a whble roasted bullock — cut off in his prime 
as you may say — a^ just when people were going to wish him many re- 
turns of the day — poor boy — but sucn is man — it 's quite awaming — who 
knows — here I am — ana to-morrow here I aint — 1 '11 certainly make a 
will, and dispose of my property — Oh dear, dear! Sir Mark must make 
sad alteration in his ; one son dead, and the other absconded. Well, 
thank Grod, T. junior, has no brother to shoot him through and through 
like a mad dog. It's a very, very bad business — worse than a re^ar 
smash, says you, with shutters up, execution in the house^ and everythmg.** 

" Mercy on us I" eiclaimed Mrs. Twigg, who had entered the room 
during tM last -sentence of his soliloquy, ^"wlnt frightful ia&des is ron- 
ninff m jcnu head ?" 

'*i wish they were fancies, Ma'am," answered Twigff, with a Tokse im- 
usually solemn ; " but fancy can't shoot a young man through the body •— 
and fancy can't put off all the to-do at the Hall — and fancy didn't come 
here on a tCMuring horse, through thunder and lightning — and fancy is n't 
Bob the whipper-in" •— he continued, conceiving this cuscourse upon fancy 
eaual to what is called brediing the news-^°' and it wasn't rancy that 
told me, that Raby Tynrel had taken up his ffA like Cain, and shot hia own 
brother." 

" His own brother ! — what, Ringwood I" shrieked out Mrs. Twigg, while 
her husband precifMtately rushed for a chair for her to swoon in ; but, con- 
trary to his expectations, she showed no tendency to insensibility : pro- 
bably, because she had already fainted so much at the flashes and claps of 
tiie storm that she was out of fits. Afler a minute of consideration, she 
turned hastily round and rushed out of the room, and a sound followed like 
the rumble of a parish engine descending the chureb steps, except that the 
noise went up the stairs instead of coming down — then came a loud scream 
from over head, with a bustle of feet, answered by the vic4ent continuous 
ringing of a b^ in the lower story, and a prolonged clatter of many per- 
sons rushing up from below. Following the direction of the human current, 
the father hiimed upwards to his daughter's apartment, where he found her 
in strong fits, with the mother slapping one hsnd, and her milliner crooking 
the little finger of the other. 

It is or was the custom of the modem Romans to parade ttnear dead nv 
lations through the streets ; and Dr. Trusler mentions seeing a pmtly de- 
funct thus carried in state, in his holvday suit, with one lumd holding a 
bouncing nosegay, and the other stuck gracefully in his side. Aa pale as 
death, and tricked out according to the last new fashion from Paris, which 
she had been tr3ring on preparatory to the fete at the Hall, Miss Twigg 
might have been taken for a body imdergoing its adornment for a simiutf 
ceremoniaL A pink satin had, as if in studious contrast to her eomplexion, 
made her look '^very dead indeed," while a silk dress, of a pattern not at 
that time old-fashioned, on a white ground, displayed laige bonches of 
roses, lilies, and some nondescript blossoms, looking as if the nand of regret 
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had strowed her with flowers. Bat she soon literally kicked down thie 
comoarison, by hec fit assuming that convulsive character vulgarly distin- 
guisned as kicking hysterics ; and leaving the little finger, the milliner was 
niin to snatch off the becoming hat, and to prevent two remarkably active 
feet firom entan^ng themselves in the surrounding flounces. 

*' Screechy my love, it will relieve you," said the anxious mother, raisiog 
her daughter as she spoke into a favourable position for the exertion of her 
voice : and aooordingly Matilda save a scream that convinced the whole 
household, if not the whole neighbourhood, that she was alive ; at the same 
time strikmg out with both arms and legs as if really swimming in what 
Hamlet calls '' a sea of troubles." 

'' Hold her anns,*^ exclaimed the father, advancing for the purpose ; 
** why the devil do n't you lay her on the bed ?" ' 

'* The worst pUce in the world," cried the milliner, interposing in dread 
of the proposed rumbling of the new dress. "But gentlemen know 
nothing of these things," £e added, with a significant look at Mrs. Twigg. 
which said " turn him out" as plainly as if it luid come fiom the one-shilhng 
gallery of a plajrhouse. 

' **Mt. T.^" said the lady, taking the hint, ''you do'nt know what in* 
sensibility is. Leave her to us, poor dear ! and I '11 answer for her coming* 
] to directly you are out of the room." 

''As much as to say, ma'am," retorted Twig^ angrily, " that it's afl 
'sham Abraham,' and as such can recover as convenience dictates. But as 
lam a little solicitous,' an early opportunity will oblige; not but what I 
think, at brineing-to a daughter, a nther might help as weU as a mother ;" 
and by way <n proving his assertion, as he stalked out of the apartment, he 
closed the door with a slam that might have awakened the Seven Sleepen. 

No sooner was he gone than, as Mrs. Twigg bad predicted, the patient 
actually unclosed her eyes, and her feelings regained a state of composure 
as suddenly and completely as when a wimler is dashed to ineces, and lulls 
the troubled surface of the waters with her whole cargo of oiL 

And now, lest it be supposed that a pen — none of the hard short-nibbed 
sort, but one of the softest ever shaped — could make itself merry with dia* 
appointed afiection or real distress, it must be unwillingly written to the 
discredit of the sex, that the young lady's grief was no greater than a ireah 
admirer could dissipate. 

' Since the ftte champetre at the Hive, the son of a baronet had been los- 
ing ground to the son of a lord, find Miss Twigg had determined to set her 
cap, and tiiie new pink hat to boot, at the honourable Mr. Danvers, some of 
whose lookin V on she had taken to herselC The ambition of the mother 
encouraged tms second flirtation ; but something was due to decorum on 
the interment of the first Hence this dramatic burst of sorrow ; after 
which, if the heart of Matilda sang any dirge at all over the departed Ring- 
wood, it was to the tune of that most prudential of ditties, 

'Tis well to be off with the old love 
BefcMre you are on with the new. 


7* 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

>T is water, hero n la water there, 
'Tie water, water, every where. 

The AvciBiTT MAKivsm. 

Rumour is a pipe 
Blnwn by surmises, jeaiousfes, conjectures ; 
And of so easy and so plain a stop. 
That the blunt monstei with uncounted heads, 
The siiIl>discordant warering muhitude. 
Can play upon iu 

Knro HsHRT IV. Pabt IL 

Thaovohout the day succeeding the Btonn, the run poured as at the 
old deluge, and the sun rose the next moraine on an unusual scene. Where 
his beams had before gUttered but on dew-drops, thej now ghstened ov«c 
a wide expanse of wattfr ; where formerly a winding sluggish mist betrayed 
die course of the latent brook, the li^ht now danced on a broad brawling 
river ; trees that used to cast long honzontal ^adowB across the meadows, 
now showed inverted reflections, tending downwards from tiieir feet ; what 
used to be hills were now become islands swarming with horses, cattle, deer, 
sheep, pigs, and even hares and rabints, while the lapwins screamed pit- 
eousiy over a watery waste that had once been a heatn. Such a flood had 
not occurred in the county within the memory of man. Rills had swelled 
to rivulets, brooks to rivers, and the rivers themselves were become roaring 
raging torrents. Bridges were carried away, hay and corn stacks floatra 
oC And u|»rootod trees were whiried alons with the current Even the 
^ gentle streamlet," beside which Raby and Grace had plighted their troth, 
was now a rapid, in parts white with foam, and elsewhere as dark and 
troubled as the future course of the love it helped to commemomte. The 
little bridge had been swept away, and a venerable weeping willow, a sort 
of vegetable King Lear, showed plainly that its hoary noM had been ex* 
posetfto ^ the pelting of the pitiless storm," and half uprooted by the sap- 
ping of the banks, seemed meditating to cast itself into the turbkl waters. 

Considerable damage was suffered in the hamlet, —cellars were turned 
into cold baths, and f&ors and kitchens were well washed without much 
advantage in point of cleanliness ; whilst the villagers stepped from their 
houses, bke the Venetians, into boats. Animals of various kinds had been 
drowned, and two or three unfortunates of human kind were reported to be 
missing. 

Evil tidings ^^ swift of passage. They seem to copy the flight of eagles, 
vultures, kites, and all those creatures equally swift and cruel, which bring 
sharp beaks and talons wherewith to tear and to torture the vitals. In an 
incredibly short space of time, in spite of interrupted communication, the 
destruction of bridges, and the stoppage of mails, the news of Uie violent 
death of Ringwood Tyrrel was spread throughout the county. It flew from 
house to house, and from mouth to mouth, and with the ravages of the storm 
and the flood, — the rending of oaks, — the blasting of cattle, and tiiie firing 
' of stacks, the fearful bolt that had fallen upon Tylney Hail became a topic 
of popular conversation. 

Travellers, bv old repute, are liars, and a story in the course of its iour- 
ueyings invariably becomes, at each succeeding stage, rather less addicted 
to the truth. — Thus, in the progress of the melancholy narrative from place 
to place, it acquired many considerable and circumstantial additions, which 
passed not the less currently that they were all forgeries. F^r instance. 
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•lUby was reported not only to have murdered his brother, but to have 
attempted the life of his father by poison, the deadly ingredient even being 
paiticuiarized by name; howbeit, one version said laurel- water, another 
arsenic, and a third corrosive sublimate. In another quarter it was as con- 
fidently affirmed that Sir Mark had destroyed himself, tbougn the acoounts 
still diflbred whether by laudanum, a pistol, or a rope ; while, m tiie eastern 
part of the county, he nad as certainly gone raving mad, and been coerced 
mto a strait waistcoat In short, the most extravagant rumours prevailed, 
but the main facts being based, aUs ! upon immutable truth, were univer- 
saUy the same ; and wherever the dreadful deed was discussed, speculation 
became bnsy with chances, and characters, and motives ; and the ultimate 
•decision, as the Creole had predicted, was unfavourable to his fusitiye kins* 
man. The murder of Sir John Dinely, by a brother covetous of nis estates, 
was frequently quoted, and the cutting onTof Ringwood just at Uie point of 
Jus oominff of ase, was paxticularly insisted on to countenance the most 
dark and cbeadfid conjectures. Probably, such is the intense selfishnees of 
some natures, the prevention of the promised festival had occasional weight 
in these decisions. Tears were shed that, perhaps, belonged more to dis- 
appointment than pity; as useless finery was consigned to its ancient recep- 
tacles ; and a few coarse and brutal individuals were even heard openly to 
execrate the unfortunate fratricide for killing his brother on the wrong side 
of the feast The vulgar appetite for the terrible and the marvellous, and 
a consequent tendency to heap horror on horrors, had had some share in 
these exaggerations and insinuations, a portion of which moreover were to 
be traced to the notorious suspicions of the under-keepers at the Hall, who 
had been confirmed in their surmises by the supernatural signs and omens 
which a superstitious fancy had supposed to accompany the removal of the 
corpse. Tne lightning was declarea to have fluttered and hovered about 
the dead body in an extraordinary manner ; and in supreme corroboration 
was the fiuct, (a curious coincidence, though quite a natural occurrence,) 
tfaat the fatal weapon had been struck from the hand of the assistant who 
carried it, and was found the next morning with its bright barrels changed 
by the electric fluid into all the colours of Uie rainbow. 

Amongst all these harsh inquisitors no one thought of, or sympatfaned 
with, the deplorable condition of the distracted fusitive, who had rushed, in 
« state of mind difficult to conceive, into the wild forest, to encounter the 
united assaults of anguish, despair, remorse, and terror, in the midst of 
darkness, storm, and desolation. Startled by the woman's wild exclama* 
tiotts, he had taken to ffidit pursued by eveiy infernal fiend that can haunt 
the mind of man, and wtm all his speed ran to and fro, he knew not whither, 
in the panting bewilderment of the hunted hare, as described by Shakspeare : 

Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch 

Turn and return, indenting with the way : 
Each envious briar his weary legs doth scratch, 

Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay. 
For misery is trodden on by many ; 
And being low, never relieved by any. 

AUbou^ but accidentally the agent of his orother's death, the acota 
pangs of self-reproach were not spared to him, as his conscience snsgesled 
that a de^tion from his own creed, relative to spillins even the hSod of 
brutes, had entailed on him so signal a judgment Thus he considered 
fainMelf^ at least indirectly, a murderer, equally frowned upon by eaith and 
beaven ; and, under the influence of this harrowine reflection, by which his 
reason was almost unsettled, he felt, thought, and acted, accordins to the 
MSfHilses of the mere assassin. Indeed, upon no other principle would it be 
possible to aoeonnt for a eoorse of prooeeomg so like that of conscious goilt 
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The myrmidoDB of the law, moreoTer, According to the Juttioe's reeolii- 
tion, had been despatched in all directions in pursuit of tha prejudged 
criminal, extending and confirming the popular prejudice whererer they 
went| so that if the unhappy fugitive ventured amongst men. he must have 
heaiti every voice raised against him in execration, coupled with hopes of 
his speedy appr^ension, — many a wish for his execution, and even some 
hardy anticipations of his last dymg speech and confession. 

Such was the state of popular reeling, when a iuiy was summoned to 
pronounce on the manner in which Ringwood Tyrrel had come by his death ; 
It may very easily be supposed, that the verdict the public opinion fbre- 
etalleo, was an un&vourable one ; what chance there was to the co^itrary, 
may be inferred from part of a conversation that took place between two 
pedestrians, as they walked side b}^ side along the road from Hollington 
towards the HalU One of the parties will be recognized as a personage 
already introduced to the reader, the other was a genflemanly,. nuddle^aged 
person, of the miUtary profession, to judge from his mustachios, black stock, 
and blue surtout of a soldierly cut : moreover his countenance appeared 
.toil-worn and weather-beaten, and deeply embrowned by hard service in 
foreign climates. 

. " fwonder where he will be hung," said the former, '' on the old callows 
at Midgeley Common, or at the place where the deed was done on?'* 

"He is not caught yet," remarked the latter, ''much less condemned 
even by a coroner's jury." 

** No, but Gregory 's at his heels," answered the other, " with the posse 
commitus, as the saying is. He may cheat the marble, but he won't cheat 
the wood. As for the inquest, it will be wilful murder, and nothing else^ 
take my word for it ; that 's a slab, as I say when a thing is downnght flat 
and fixed upon." 

'< I hope It may be," said the soldier, *' for I hate killing in cold blood« 
,But how are you so sure, friend?" 

, '' Sure, say you !" exclaimed Master Tablet, for it was no other than that 
worthy master mason, " I should n't mind cutting it in, every letter on it. 
To one as looks such a gentleman I do n't mind blabbing a "bit ; but, sir, 
you must be as mum as a death's head." 

" I am used to secrets," said the stranger, with a subdued smile. 

" Why, then, sir," proceeded Tablet, *« Master Gregory, our head con- 
stablci BUT, do n't like trouble, and always saves as much on it as he can j 
so he just looks in at the Rabbits last night, and serves summonses on the 
whist club, nine on us at a haul, and as we could n't get up no rubber, a 
foreman was chose, and we went through the business preliminary. Every 
man was unanimous, sir, and that 's how I know the verdict aforehand.** 

** And a very proper decision," said the stranger ; " indeed no other could 
be honestiv formed. But the number, friend, at your rehearsal, was short 
of the legal complement." 

** Oh never fear, sir," answered the mason ; " I can turn Trott and 
Jenkins round my finger, and as for Bundy ^" 

" How ! iaheon it?" exclaimed the stranger, with a tone of surprise. 

'* To be sure -he is," said Tablet, " as any one else might have been, by 
standing tip. He got Greggy to summon him on purpose, and I warrant 
you, if we give a certain person to Jack Ketch, he won't be long giving him 
to Satan, for he 's a deal more fond of sending folks to Hell than to Heaven." 
■ ** If there be one place or the other," said the stranger, as if speaking to 
himselC " And Sir Mark Tyrrel, friend, how does he bear this calamity?" 

** As I could bear a ton of Scotch granite," said the mason ; " has never 
held up since. David and Absalom, sir, David and Absalom. They say 
he do n't neither eat, drink, nor sleep, and walks up and down his room 
day and night But it's walking on his last legs ; he's a dead man, nr. 
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I *ni as sure on it as if I saw his name up between two flying nobodys, as the 
ignoramuses call my cherubims." 

" And the estates 7" asked the inquiffltive stranger, '* what will become 
of them?" 

** They will go to the nevy, or rather the nevy will oome to them^" an* 
swered Tablet, with a smile at his own wit. '* I was at the Rabbits the 
night he come from abroad, with his father tliat 's dead ; poor eentleman, it 
was touch and go with him ; no sooner on English ground, than under it 
J re8ur^am*d him myself. Did jou know him, sir ?'' continued the mason, 
observing some signs of agitation in his companion. 

** Colonel Tyrrel was my old companion abroad," answered the other, 
instantly mastering his emotion, '' and I should be glad to hear what cha- 
racter is borne by nis son." 

'* More liked than loved," said the mason with a significant nod. " The 
devil's own temper, Hanway Ba3rs, when he was a younker ; and no won- 
der. Folks do say his mother save the father his memento mori, and Mrs. 
Hanway saw the scar in his side when he was laid out" 

" Aye, there is never a lie hatched, but some breast will be found to brood 
it," answered the stranger sharply ; '* and Mrs. Hanway seems one of 
those motherly hens." 

^ To be sure^ folks will detract," said the mason. ** I remember when I 
put up Bedlamite's obelisk — but we *li let that rest in peace. It's a com- 
fort there if an heir to the Hall of the name of Tyrrei, to prevent every 
thing going out of the family, like tic transit, 

" U u a comfort," said the stranger^ *' and I hope it will be appreciated." 

" instead of it 's 

they give me 

_ , But there 's 

no real gentility about 'em ; they boggle with a sculptor about a marble 
chimbley-piece, as if he was onlv a deider in Flanders bricks. To my mind 
that ain't aristocracy. I 'm told Mr. Twigg never crossed a horse, and then 
what would become of our hunt ? I 've erected as good reouiescats over 
horses as Christians : and if Mr. Walter did come a uttle of thewronsside 
of the blanket, as folks say, he 's likely to be on the right side of the sheet, 
when it comes to debtor and creditor." 

" You do honour to your profession," said the stninger, suddenly halting 
and extending his hand to the mason, who gripped it as if he had been a 
freemason. "It is too commonly sopposeo, that your province is only to 
exalt the virtues of the dead, but I find I have met with a man of more 
liberal views, who also does justice to the character of the living. The son 
of Colonel Tyrrel could not be otherwise than generous. When a Twigg 
dies, a diminutive tablet will express economy, me jgreatest and the smallest 
of his attributes ; but at the departure of Walter Tyrrel, you will have to 
sculpture the cardinal virtues as large as life,«and eveiy good quality for 
which you can find a symbol." 

** That's my own idea," said the sculptor ; "if it ever pleased God to 

S've me such an order. I 'd put Faith, Hope, and Charity at top, and the 
ose. Thistle, and Shamrock at the bottom ; that 's what I call allegorjr. 
To my mind, allegory is putting one thing to stand for another that isn't it 
— like a member standing for a county. Talking of elections, the last coo- 
test killed Sir Theoplulus Bowles : the crying Cupid I put on his monu- 
ment, used always to be called my plumper." 
■ '* There is another election to-day, between guilt and innocence," said the 
stranger, " and I hope the cause of public justice will triumph. Should 
it be m peril, frieno, I can help you to a secret, in return for your own, 
that will do no discredit to your sagacity. Bat remember we are upon 
honour.' 



196 TTLITET HAJLIfc 

"As true u h<$ad8tone or footatone," answered the mason, " and as I 
hope to be saved by I. H. S.** 

" If it be asked, then," said the stranger, " what motive beyond interest 
could induce one brother to make awar with the other, answer, without he- 
sitation, Miss Rivers — call her own nther in proof of it." 

'" Is it possible !" exclaimed the mason, lifting up his hands and eyes like 
one of his own stone effigies. '' It was always whispered, that the young 
Squire and Miss Twigg had a leaning to each other, like two palm branches 
over an urn," 

" That is very possible," rejoined the stranger, " hut youns heads and old 
heads form opposite plans. The Baronet and the Justice had made a match 
between the heir and the heiress, but the younger brother had one eye on 
the lady, and the other on the estates, and trulv these noble chestnuts, and 
that park and the Hall yonder, are worth wishing for, without Hawksley 
to booL What a rabble there is 8J>out the gates !" 

" It's to hear our verdict," said the mason pompously. " Yonder is Bun- 
dy talking and swinging his arms ; and look at his coat pocket ! as many 
as there are on 'em, the mob won't go without a track apiece." 

" Then I shall sit down in the shade of these trees," said the stranger ; 
*' I may never be in this part of the country a^in; and I should like to 
know the result" 

**1 wish your honour good morning," said Tablet, hastily ; '' there's the 
Justice's caniage at the aoor, and his worship do n't like waiting." 

And away the mason bustled, and was soon seen elbowing a passage 
throusb the crowd at the entrance. 

" What a world of fools we live in," said the stranger, with a contemptu- 
ous curl of the lip as the juryman disappeEired ; '' and yet the arrantest of 
them may be a judge of life and death ; for one that tampers with blood 
ille^ly there^ are a dozen to spill it by form of law. There would be com- 
fort in that for the scrupulous ; but conscience is like the musquito, it ceases 
to sting when you have had a seasoning. Ringwood is dead, and Raby 
has turned Maroon ; the wind blows &ir for Walter Tyrrel, and any other 
of the name may walk the plank." 

So saying. Marguerite, for it was her in disguise, settled herself in a re- 
clining attitude against the tree, and with considerable composure awaited 
the drawing of this part of the scheme in the lottery of life. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

U our whole dissembly appeared. Doobebry. 

" Murder, gentlemen, is where a man Is murderously killed. The killer In such a 
case is a murderer. Now, murder by poison is as much murder as murder with a 
aword or a gun : it is the iburdering that. constitutes murder in the eye of the law. You 
will bear in mind that murder is one thing and manslaughter is another : therefore if it 
is not manslaughter it must be murder ; and if it is not murder It must be manslaughter. 
Self-murder has nothing to do with this case, one man cannot commit felo de se on ano- 
ther, that is clearly my view. Gentlemen, I think you can have no difficulty ; murder, 
I say, is murder. The murder of a brother is called fratricide ; but it i» not frauricide 
if a man murders liIs mother. You will make up your minds. You know what mur- 
der Is, and I need not tell you what it is noL I repeat, murder is murder, you can retire 
upon it if you like." 

Fbom TBS Stsblxno Chboxtxclb* 

Thb coroner's inquest, involving an in<|uiry into the cause of any sudden 
termination of human life, is jusUy considered as one of our most impor- 
tant and valuable institutions, and accordingly its functions are commonly 
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delegated to the most obtuse and jvnorant memben of tlie community. 
The rich and the intelli^nt have influence or tact enough to elude its du- 
ties, so that the inquisition generally devolves on some dozen of logger- 
headed individuals, who serve habitually as jurymen for the parish in which 
they may hap|>en to reside. They follow as implicitly as a flock of sheep 
the lead of their foreman, whose opinion goes in the wake of the coroner's, 
like a boi^t in tow of a ship. The latter personage himself is sometimes 
little better than a Dogberrjr, furnished with a few technical terms and legal 
distinctions which enable him to direct the Random Records of Visitations 
of God, Found Drowned, Wilful Murder, and Felo de se. Whether the 
oflicial functionary of ♦*♦** belonged to this class will be seen by the 
evidence. 

The preparations for the inquest had been made in the library, a room of 
ample aimensions, and able to accommodate a much ^eater number of per- 
sons than it contained. A vacant library chair awaited the occupation of 
the coroner ; at the head of a long table, on its right, sat Mt^ Richard Tab- 
let, the foreman, and on either side the rest of the jurors, comprising 
Messrs. Hands, Benson, and Walden, and five other members of the whist 
club, with serious countenances, all aecidedly*conscious of the temporary 
importance with which their oflice invested them, and as resolutely silent as 
if they had for once been enga^d in a rubber at longs. The lowest on the 
left, but a head taller than any of the others in stature, the Ranter, rolled 
about in his chair, his shaggy evebrows working restlessly up and down, 
with the more activitjr, apparently, because his tongue was under restmint, 
and his hand groped impatiently, from time to time, in the pocket of his 
coat 

The arm-chair at the bottom of the table was reserved for the coroner's 
clerk. 

As far aloof as the diameter of the room permitted, Mr. Justice Rivers 
had chosen his plaQC, as motionless, and passionless, and as inexorable as 
Radamanthus himself — the final judge of eternal bale or bliss. Parallel 
with the magistrate sate Doctor Bellamy, bowing to any one whose eye he 
was so fortunate as to catch ; whilst St Kitts occupied a recess, and, with 
his arms folded, and his back half turned towards the company, gazed in- 
tently through a window which looked towards the avenue. Old Mat, the 
gamekeeper, with his assistants, formed a sroup apart, one of the latter 
holding the fatal double-barrelled fun, and the other male domestics of the 
Hall, and a few of the tenantry mey had admitted by favour, completed 
the presence. 

There was no conversation, unless a brief occasional whisper misht be 
called so ; and this prevailing silence in the chamber made a sound, that 
proceeded from the story above, the more remarkable. It was the inces- 
sant tread of a heavy foot, not monotonously, but sometimes slow, some« 
times quick ; occasionally it stopped, but soon resumed its course to and ^ 

fro, and generally with an emphatic stamp. It was universally understood 
that this sound was attributable to the distempered pacing of Sir Mark up 
and down his apartment ; and no efibrt of human eloquence could have 
had so forcible an efi*ect upon the listeners, as the unceasing tramp — tramp | 

— tramp, overhead. It painted more terribly than any combination of words 
could have done, the state of the suflferer's mind. The modefn tread-miU j 

seemis a physical type of that condition of mental torture, where the com- 
pelled thought strives vainly to overcome one perpetually revolving nuseiy* 
without respite, and without prosress. 

"Dreadfiu, ain't it?" remarked Mr. Walden, in a whisper, to bis neigh- 
bour, wjho only vaplied by an assenting nod. 

*' I wish Stubbs would come !" said Mr. Hands, under his breath, to 
Mr. Benson, who, in ans^irer, pulled out his old-fashioned watch. 

i 
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The huntsman looked towards the ceiling, and made a gesture, which old 
Mat acknowledged by a shake of his gray head ; the under-keepors, de- 
jected and downcast, seemed transformed into convicted poachers, and 
some one drew a lon^ heavy, audible sigh, that interpreted the general 
feeiine. 

"^At wis moment the melancholy sound of the foot-fall was lost in the ncuse 
of a scuffle, and the clamour of several tongues, above which the stentorian 
voice of Master Heath, or, as he was commonly called, Bully Heath, the 
principal butoher of the village, was distinctly recognised. 

*' I 've as ^ood a right," he shouted, ^' as Dick Tablet, or any of the pack. 
I*m as raarciful as any on 'em — and I'll stick my knife in his tripes as 
says otherwise V^ 

*< You're no such thing," answered a voice, equally familiar* ** You're 
cruel by law, and so is surgeons." 

Here the tumult increased, eradually progressins up stairs to the door of 
the library, where, at length, the bull-bead of the butoher announced him, 
and then his sky-blue b^y was seen vehemently strug/»ling for entrance, 
with the arms of Gregory the constable clinging round his waist By help 
of a clutoh of the door-post on either side, the brawny bully contnved to 
haul his carcass within the room, still bellowing^like a bull in favour of his 
humanity, and promising all the cuts and thrusts of the slaughter-house to 
those who impugned it In this hopeless case, Qtesory left his hold, and 
began to rub his shins, which had suffered severely nom the kicking of the 
iron^.shod high-lows of his antagonist 

*'If it please your worship," said the constable, appealing to the Justice, 
" he wants to sit on the dead body, though he 's a carcass-butcher by trade, 
and cannot sit upon any thing. That's crowner's quest law, all the woria 
over." 

At the words " your worship," Bully Heath glanced towards the person- 
age addressed, and in an instant he looked as sheepish as one of his own 
iambs. " An't please your worship," he cried, '* I only said I'd as much 
marcy as any on 'em ; and so I have. If I was for to be cut up to-morrow, 
my heart would be found in the right place — but it sludl be just as your 
worship pleases." 

A significant point of the finger was the only answer from the magis- 
trate. Custom, It is said, reconciles us to all things, and Master Heath 
enjoyed the custom of Hawksley ; he accordingly departed without a bleat, 
and, as he quietly made his exit, another personage entered, so like the 
bully in face and person, that it seemed as if the butcher in blue had only 
been exchanged for a butcher in black. The face of the new comer was 
quite as red and jovial as the bully's, his forehead as round and shining, his 
eyes as pi^^ishly small, his pose as snubbish and clubbish, his mouth as 
like a slash m a beef-steak, with a chin as if he had played for it, and got a 
double. His body was equally burly with his prototype's, and his well- 
fiitted calf was cased, like the other's, in a glossy top-boot that aimed at 
takinz the shine out of every thing. 

Such was the coroner for shire, and attorney withal, for he was 

placed on the rolls before the present high duty on indentures, which makes 
It a matter of more difficulty for an errand-boy to succeed his employer, and 
stand in the- shoes he formerly blacked. His promotion, however obtained, 
had been far from slow, ana the rapidity of his rise seemed to have ind^u- 
enced bis character. He bounced mto the room, bobbed a hurried bow at 
the Justice, threw himself into the appointed chair, and began dabbling 
the bill of a pen in the inkstand, with the eagerness of a duck's in a gutter. 
Whatever portion of time may be a jifl^, in half its usual space he hM rub- 
bed his bald head, blown his nose, and put on his spectacles, and then, at 
his best pace, began on a dozen topics at once, as it talking^ not waUting, 


a maUjh against the celebrated Mr. Gumey. As far as the shortest of 
fl^ort'hand could collect, it {tin thus : — 

"Strange weather, gentlemen, — devilish dirty though? Dick, count 
the jury. Famous year for birds, they say, — shot seventeen brace myselfl 
Foreman — eh, — Master Tablet? Sharp work, your worship, for one 
day ; two visitations, a found drowned, ana an accidental ; — posting's un« 
conscionably high, — Mr. Justice, you '11 be at the Blue dinner ?*' ° 
" I rather think not," said the Justice, in a dry tone. 
** Sorry for it,** resumed the inquisitor. " Capital dinners at the Eagle — 
▼ery good house — wines excellent, — gentlemen, I need n*t lay down — 
we 've met before. Mr. Bundy, have patience — slow and sure. A very 
well proportioned room indeed, — very. Poor Sir Mark ! — witnesses all 
in attendance, Dick? (the derk nodded.) It's a melancholy event, — 
had n't we better open a window ! Such a promising young man ! — Tf 
you please we »11 view — where »s the body ? — Qre^ry, show the way — •• 
and jumping up from his chair, as if to pick up a child, or save the post, or 
oaten a wasp, the coroner scuttled along the room, and trundled down stain 
with his twelve satellites in his train. The domestics and the tenantry* 
with the common wish of seeing and hearing all they could, joined the prb^ 
cession, and the Justice and the Creole were left to themselves. 

Guided by the obseciuions Gregory, the coroner and jury soon found 
themselves in the drawing-room, miere the dead body, supported on trea- 
Bols, awaited their inspection. As they eagerly approached the temporary 
bier. Squire Ned, who had constitutea himself custos of the corpse, rose 
op, ana retired into the adjoining room, as if his feelings shunned the con- 
tact of that vul/var curiosity, which too obviously attracted the jury towards 
the blood-stained remains of Ringwood Tyrrel. The coroner, to whom 
such sights were familiar, after a momentary glance, turned away to a win- 
dow, and found his view in a prospect of the park. In the depraved lan- 
^age of a depraved appetite, he had seen spectacles more worth look- 
ins at. 

** Hie jacet," said the foreman solemnly, ** what a melancholy memento of 
mortality ; he must measure six feet." 

** Ay, more nor that," said Mr. Benson, scanning the length with the 
critical eye of a carpenter, and in a moment his pocket-rule was travelling 
along the body, ana the product was an inch and a half above the two 
yards. 

. ** What matters feet and inches of flesh," exclaimed the loud, harsh 
voice of the Ranter, "all clay — potter's clay — pipe clay — and clay as 
makes bricks. — I 'U measure his soul for you, length and breadth — what's 
his body — all flesh is nothing but grass, and here is his'n, cut down, and 
flt to carry. But where 's his soul ? his immortal soul, is it fone to glory 1 
or soused head-foremost into burning brimstone ? — O, my brethren, think 
in time of hell, — none of your November bonfires, but flames everiasting, 
without end — where the more you are broiled, the more you ain't done," 
Here he was stopped by the coroner, with his usual hurry. 
"Amen — amen, — better aiiother time. Well, gentlemen — what a 
beautiful room this is ! A very fine corpse, eh ! — poor young man — who 
carries snuff? Ih*. Bellamy, you 've examined the body ?" 

" I have had that pleasure," replied Old Formality, with an instinctive 
bow to the corpse, which, during its life, had once done him the honour to 
become his patient. 
" Then, gentlemen," said the coroner, " all we have to do — ^ 
" Not tilll have lifted up my voice," said the Ranter, "twenty coroners 
•han't prevent a word in season ; no, nor twenty fiery dragons, — what's 
the use of death, if it aint to be improved on ? And hnn as lies here was a 
scofTer and scorner, — yes, many 's the time ho has mocked at me, and 
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threatened to set hie heathenish hounds at my heels, but where is he now 
himself — why, hunted by a tantivy of devils.*' 

A general cry of " shame, shame," arose from the auditors at this brutal 
sentence, whilst Dick, the huntsman, walked up to the Ranter, and threat- 
ened him, with a bitter smile. 

" My best thanks, Master Bundy, for putting me up to what young 
master would have done ; his wish was as good as a bidding at any time, 
and if you show yourself a£;ain at the meet 1 '11 Is^ 'em on." 

** And for my part," saicTold Mat, " as soon as the quest *s over, — I can't 
preachify, but I can fight a bit, and never did lon^ so to crack a jaw-bone 
as yours. Shame on ye — did you ever see a soul^ where you say, with 
a smiling face like that?" and he pmnted to the placid features of the corpse. 
'^The man that hits another when he 's down, ar' n't half a man ; but the 
man as belies the dead, as can't answer him, he ar' n't half a Quarter o' one ;" 
and with an indignant swing, he turned liis broad back on tne slanderer. 

A general murmur of approbation, assented to the gamekeeper's homely 
sentiment, while his example was followed by the rest of the dependants, 
and not a few of the tenants, so that, in a moment, the Ranter found himself 
in an enviable situation for a man of pugnacious disposition, with a score 
of challenges to select from, and boxing, wrestling, or cudgelling, at his 
option. But he was not a man of weak nerves : to the unblushing effron- 
tery of his class he united physical courage and hardihood, and alike re- 
gardless of time, place, and person, he stood as unmoved by the dozen 
fists that were shaken in his face, as unabashed by the general expression 
of disgust. He Uflted up his own huge arms in the position of a letter Y, 
as if to exhibit his muscular proportions, and was beginning with " Bellow 
away, you bulls of Bashan, — long horns, and short horns," whsn tho coro- 
ner interfered. 

** Come, come, Mr. Bundy, time 's precious." 

*' And so 's eternity," shouted the Kanter, while a foam gathered on his 
lips, and showed that his zeal was beginning to work and froth like new 
beer. 

"I say I 've to sit on more bodies, and I can't trifle," said the coroner, 
raising nis voice. 

"And I says eternity first," said the pertinacious Ranter, "what's sit- 
ting on bodies to sitting on souls ? what can you say to that ?" 

" That souls will keep, and the bodies won't," answered the coroner. 
" Gentlemen, vou 've all viewed ? — seen all you can see — follow me — ^ 
and, like an old Young Rapid he trotted off", followed by his company, the 
Ranter contriving to be the last that left the room. 

The magistrate, who had been left with the Creole in the interim, had 
availed himself of the opportunity to address certain inquiries to his com- 
panion. 

"At the return of these Wiseacres," he said, " you will be troubled, sir, 
with a hundred questions, as much tending to the purpose as to the diaco- 
vbry of the longitude. Allow me, therefore, in tlie mean time, to put a few of 
my own, for the sake of public justice as well as my personal satisfaction." 

The Creole bowed, and the JTustice proceeded. 

" Allow me to ask then, sir, upon wnat terms were the two brothers at 
the time of the catastrophe ?" 

. " I believe, sir," answered the Creole, with some hesitation, ** they were 
upon the usual terms." 

'' The nature of which," said the magistrate, " was no secret to any 
person of common penetration. Of widely dissimilar habits, and, conse- 
quently, of opposite feelings and sentiments, they must have been subject 
to frequent disagreements, if not occasional rancour and enmity. May I 
ask, sir, the date of their last quarrel ?" 
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"** There was some difference," answered St. Kitta, " or rather a mere 
momentary heat, springing out of a most trivial cause tlmt occurred, if I 
recollect rightly, on the very morning of that day which we have so much 
reason to deplore." 

*' So, sir," remarked the Justice, his yoice gradually assuming its severity, 
''there was ill-blood in the case ; and Raby, whose ignorance and dislike 
of -the sports of the field were sufficiently notorious, who was never known 
before to fire a gun, or to desire to tire one, — who professed, I must say 
hypocritically, a repugnance to kill even a partridge — can you possibly 
assign, sir, any motive for his sudden assumption of the character of a 
sportsman ?" 

"None whatever, sir," answered the Creole; "but it is difficult to 
scrutinixe human motives. We all have our moments of eccentricity." 

" And some of us our moments of malignity,'? said the Justice, as if in- 
vested with his imadnary black cap. " It is then your opinion, sir, that to 

the violent quarrel that took place on the morning of the mur " 

The magistrate was about to add another syllable sufficiently indicative 
of a foregone conclusion, when the door opened, and the coroner led in his 
squad of inquisitors, talking all the way to save time. 

" Well, gentlemen, you 've seen the body, — warm weather, Mr. Justice, 
won*t keep long, — Mr. Bundy, do n't talk, — what's the time, Dick? — I 
forgot last night to wind up, — very simple case, gentleman ; lies in small 
compass, — where 's the witness ? — Dick, swear in Mr. Walter TyrreL" 
Tne Creole took the book from the clerk with some emotion, and repeated 
an assenting " So help me God." He then proceeded to relate the occur- 
rences of the evening up to the fatal discharge into the moving fern, sap- 
pressing only the veroal directions which he had himself given for the aim 
of the weapon. 

'' That will do, sir," said the coroner; and he was adjiisting himself to 
address the jury, when, after a suppressed remonstrance from the foreman, 
Mr. Jenkins, more untractable than Tablet had anticipated, persisted, in 
putting a few questions to the witness. 

"By your fVivour, Mr. Walter Tyrrel," was his first interrogation, "and 
I should wish you particularly to call to mind the circumstance, and to take 
time to consider before answering. Did he jump up a yard high, as they say 
people do when they are shot?" 
^ I saw nothing of the kind," answered the Creole. 
"That is very odd," remarked the pompous Mr. Jenkins. "Perhaps 
you will be as good as inform, sir, where he put his hand first — his side, 
•r his head, or his back ? Some say feeling is in the spinal marrow, and 
some say in the heart, and others say in the brain." 

" My observation was not so particular, sir," said the Creole, with a look 
of annoyance. 

"One more question, sir," said the persevering Mr. Jenkins, "and I 
have done. Perhaps you could name the maker of the ^n ?" 

"Pshaw, any body you like, sir," interrupted the impatient coroner. 
" Gentlemen, you 've heard the witness — evidence very clearly given — 
Dr. Bellamy will favour us with his post mortems." 

The personage thus appealed to, proceeded With great gravity, and a 
technical minuteness equallv tiresome and revolting, to describe, scientifi- 
cally, the complicated injuries the body had received, concluding with his 
decided mature professional opinion on oath, that the receipt of the united 
eharges of a double-barrelled ^un into the human chest would be sufficient 
to cause the death of the individual. 

" Thank ye, doctor, very clear," said the coroner. " Well, gentlemen, 
yon have heard all — right lobe — left lobe — sternum — laceration — he- 
joorrbage, and soforth—* capital evidence — needn't read it over — Gre- 
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goty, go and order my chaise-^ gentlemen, I am going to sum up. Here 'e 
a young gentleman ~- heir to a fine estate — an elaer brother shot bj a 
younger brother -^ shot by mistake for a rabbit You must dismiss all pre- 
judice, and BO forth. Very ugly case — can't be two opinions. Gentle- 
men, you '11 consult together — and if there 's a doubt, you '11 give the mur- 
derer a benefit, — Dick, take down the verdict" 

A pause succeeded for some minutes : the twelve jurors turned round 
and buzzed togetfier in a comer, like so many blue-bottles on a window- 
pane, and the voice of Mr. Trot at length arose above the rest 

** Fratricide be d— -d. I have heard of homicide and suicide, and I 'U 
take which of them sides you like." 

Then there followed a fresh buzzing, durmg which Tablet convinced 
Messrs. Jenldns and Trot that there was but one way of being unanimous ; 
that men of difibrent opinions would never agree between this and dooms- 
day, and that in such a case dinner must be postponed ' sine die.' " 

" (Gentlemen," said the coroner, ** are you all agreeable 7" 

*' Very," responded the foreman. *' We are all in favour of Wilful 
Murder." 

** And, gentlemen, allow me to say, a very proper finding," said the ma- 
gistrate, rising up, '* and the only one consistent with the conscientious 
msdiarge of your painful duty. In the name and on behalf of public jus- 
tice I thank you for the verdict you have given." 

^ And I ^uite agree with his wonhip," said the coronei^ " Sound judg^ 
ment — a n^t decision — very correct indeed. Poor Sir Mark Tynel — 
it *B a shockmg thing for a father — Dick, make out a warrant — a stiaage 
thing, your worship, if the Blues should get their man in — Yellow used to 
walk over the course. I hav' nt had much shooting this season — I e^aU 
come some day, Mat, and look at your birds. By the by, if you know of a 
good cocking-spaniel — I like 'em oldish and slow, for I ^ getting into that 
way myself — ready, eh, Dick ? — there, give it to Gregory, and catch who 
can, — it's forty pound. Your worship, I've the honour to say good day, 
— good bye, gentlemen, you 've done your duty, — Dr. Bellamy, your most 
obraient — Mr. Walter, I 'm yours. Look sharp, Dick, for I 'm late for the 
Eagle," — and spurred by the anticipation of the election dinner, the coro- 
ner departed witn an activitv and sp«ed that seemed purposely intended to 
distinguish him from his subjects — the quick from the dead. In hid, be- 
fore the bowing head of Old Formality rose again to its perpen^cular, the 
personage he intended to honour was out of sight. The 8ton»>mason, 
emulating the example of the doctor, kept obsequiously ducking at the 
Jusdce, and the jurors copied every bend of their foreman as regularly as 
the crew of a cutter take the stroke from the steersman ; after which cere* 
mony they hustled out of the room as from a theatre when the perfonnance 
is over. 

The Ranter, eager to exhort the crowd outside , was one of the foremost 
that quitted the Hall, but he had scarcely stepped mto the air when a shower 
of paper, in such fragments as are used at a theatre to represent the flakes 
of a fall of snow, was hurled in his face. It was accompanied bv a deep 
execration from Scjuire Ned, and an address, in which, contrary to his usual 
custom, but showing that he was more than conmionly moved, he made use 
of all the pronouns. 

" Take it back," he cried in a voice that thrilled with passion, '' Heathen 
«id Infidel in your face, and liar to boot! — have you no more Christian 
use for pious tracts than to turn them into libels, by laying them on the 
bodies of the dead ? Why, the poor cold breast you put it upon, has more 
feeling than yours. You convert sinners ! — Yau draw souls to God !" 

** Hark to un, boys f hark to the Squire !" shouted the whipperwin, mind* 
ful of h» old grudge against the Ranter. ** Look at the ugly spitefui face 
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«rthe varmint Wbv, if he corned near my deatfa-bed, I should be like to 
say, Here *fl the ould one a fetching me afore my time !" 

" Take the last of it I" said the Squire, throwing a reserved handful 
of the scraps «t Uriah ; " and another time when you dare to slander a 
corpse — " 

"Lord above !" exclaimed the Ranter, with an appropriate elevation of 
his hands and eyes, " here 's a coil about a broken potsherd, the carcass of 
a wicked reprobate — fit only for the dogs as ate up Jezebel ** 

He was unable to utter more, for the maimed hand of the Souire was at 
his throat, and a very unequal struggle instantly commenced. Perhaps 
there were few of the spectators who aid not immediately long to be con- 
cerned in it, and on the same side ; but, with the honourable and peculiar 
love of fair play that characterizes Englishmen, they fell back by common 
consent, and formed a ring, as inviolable as the lists of chivalry. The con- 
test promised necessarily to be of brief duration, for in bulk and length the 
Ranter had greatly the advantage, and with his long arms, and a head 
taller than his opponent, he stood over the Squire like a crane at a wharf, 
with the apparent power of lifting him at pleasure. In fact, he several times 
raised the other off his le^s with the greatest ease, but, with cat-like dexte- 
rity, the Squire continuea always to alight on his feet, so that, though Uriah 
occasionally tossed him up and down almost like a nurse-maid with a child, 
he could not accomplish the nursery feat of rolling him on the floor. Once 



80 awkwardly, that the latter was foiled at each attempt. The interest to 
the spectators became intense. They correspondingly swayed their bodies, 
and rose on tip-toe, or stooped, in eager sympathy with the motions of the 
adverse party; they panted, and strung their own sinews, and many a pal- 
pitation anticipated tne result of a seemingly decisive efibrt : but coolness, 
skill, and the inspiriting influence of earnest afiection and a good cause, 
made amends for any physical inferiority, and maintained a struggle of un- 
expected endurance. As for Old Mat, who had been a wrestler in his 
youth, he had lon^ set his teeth, with a determination that would have bit- 
ten a bullet in half, whilst his hands were clenched with a grasp almost 
^ual to the cracking of a cocoa-nut, but — in less time than but can be 
written, — giving way it seemed with his heart-strings, and like a stroke of 
paralysis, his sinews were struck powerless, as he saw the living column 
suddenly lose its centre of gravity, and descend with velocity towards the 
earth. The Squire was obviously undermost, yet striking the ground, as it 
seemed, violently with one foot, and giving way with the other, for the evo- 
lution was too instantaneous to be distinctly perceived, the position of the 
falling bodies was reversed, and without knowing how it had been efiected, 
and scarcely believing that it was done, the delighted circle saw the cham- 
pion of Ringwood rising upon bis knees from t^ body of the spiritual ruf- 
fian, who lay stunned upon the ground. 

A loud and hearty shout welcomed this grateful termination of the afiray, 
and at the same time, suggested to the Squire the impropriety of such a tu- 
mult in front of the house of mourning. 

. "Don't open, boys," he said, "don't open, but go away quietly; I 
was wrong myself, — but my blood was up to hear him abused, — do n't 
hang about, but go home — you 've heard the verdict — I say nothing to it — 
my thought's my own, I hope yon *ve saddled the right horse, that 's all,—" 
and, turning sharply round, the speaker re-entered the Hall, to resume his 
melancholy station beside the corpse. 

" He's an odd man, the Squire," remarked Tablet, a little offended at the 
impeachment of the verdict, " and he has odd notions ; for instance, that a 
8* 
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man with one eye can see better than twelve men with two eyes a-piece :^ 
and with this sarcastic allusion to Ned's deficiency, he took leave of his bfetoi" 
ren and commenoed his stately march down the avenue. But the stranger 
he had conversed with in the morning had disappeared. As for the Ranter, 
he had risen from the ground daring the Sc^uire's address to the crowd, and 
was striding away fiir ahead, consolmg himself with a determination to 
preach in his own chapel the next Sabbath, from the 4th chapter of Gene- 
sis, 10th, 11th, and 12th verses, with special reference to liie late events at 
the Hall. 

Thus terminated an in<|ue8t, the faitfafiil record of which may assist th« 
formation of a decided opinion, by those persons vHiose minds are still un- 
settled upon the pointy whether the coronei's court ought to be an open or 
a dose one^ and likewise, as to the inropriety of remunerating the jurors foE 
such services. It may suggest, besides, some reasonaUe doubts, whether 
even surgeons and butchers might not entertain as mild and merciful viewv 
as the grazier who fattens the ox for killing, or the cutler who makes the 
scalpel. The present is not an age for letting any particular class of the . 
community lie under ban: and perhaps some liberal senator majr be in- 
duced to entitle Mr. Scales, by bill, to possess common humanity, and 
declare Mr. Brodie not to be a savage by Act of Parliament. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

What child have I ? Alas I 1 hare but one. 
And him you would tear from me. 

Thk RoMAir Fathkb. 

Have the Fatee then conaptoed, and quite bereft 

My drooping years of all the blest content 

That age partakes of, by the sweet aspect 

Of their well -nurtured issue ? * 

TAII.OB. 

It is a curious fact, but one which must be fiuniliar to almost eveiy man*sr 
ezperienoe, that under circumstances of intense anxiety and excitement, the 
power of the organs of sight and hearing will become extended in a very 
extraordinary decree. To the eager watcher and the listener, distant 
objects and squnas are distinctly perceptible, far beyond die range of any 
other eye or ear ; and the expectant literally receives intelligence as super- 
natoraUy exclusive as the announcement to the mourner in ue ballad : -^ 

I hear a voioe you cannot bear 

That says I must not stay ; 
I see a hand you cannot see, 

That beckotas'me away. 

Thus, strange as it mav appear, the words, and only those, of the verdict 
found their way upwaras tnroueh a substantial oaken floor, and were heard 
bv Sir Mark as plainly as if they had been whispered close to his ear. 
From that moment, but the occurrence was unmarked below, the tran^ of 
his foot ceased, for he had sunk into a chair^ and when the Justice at len^h 
entered to communicate the result, a significant nod of the head from the 
Baronet intimated that it was already known, and checked the repetition of 
the unwelcome words. 

''My ^ood old friend f* said the Justice, advancing to the Baronet^ and 
taking bis hand between both his own, " I have no comfort to ofier." 
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*< God forgive them V said Sir Mark ; <' God forgave them ! But I think 
all Christian charity has left the world ;'* and risins up hastily, he resumed 
his walk across the room. — ** It was not for me to ny in the face of thehiwff 
of my coUUtry and oppose an inquest ; but I do cry shame on the verdict. 
With my last breath 1 would speak up asainst it ; but they have been blood* 
ed once, and they would pulldown the whole herd.*' 

'' My good friend,'' said the Justice, " be composed ; it is a heavy oaJam* 
i^ and the last blow is the worst But,as Christians, we can only say 
* God's will be done.' In arraigning the decrees of human justice, we im* 
peach the divine code in which all laws have their origin." 

**I can bow to God," answered the afflicted father; "I can submit to 
Him who gave and who took away ray firstborn — but I cannot bow and 
submit toman, who would deprive me <n the other. Next to oiir Heavenly 
Father, who judges all, I have as a &ther the best right to judge my own 
son." 

'* That is unquestionable," answered the magistrate^ "but alas! with 
some rare exceptions, the bala n ce is seldom held so equitably in a parent's 
hands, but that if crime preponderated in one scale, he would throw his 
heart as a counterpoise into the other." 

<' Ay, heart and head, and life and soul to boot," exclaimed Sir Maik», 
earnestly. '' I'd -stake my salvation on his innocence ! But we live in » 
cruel world : one would think they were neither fathers nor brothers, to open 
full-mouthed at such a challenge, as if our whole breed had come from Cam : 
why he was tender-hearted to girlishness, even to bird and beast-— and if I 
hadf left him to his own gentle ways, — the Almighty forgive me I — his poor 
brother would be alive at this hour." 

" There is but One,1 said the Justice, "who knows the human heart ; 
and he has told us that it is deceitful and desperately wicked : it is in His 
power only to know the truth ; but as far as numai^ sagacity and penetra- 
tion, and, I must say, a conscientious exercise of the judgmmit extend " 

** Enough ! enough !" said the Baronet ; '^ I read vour mind. But if old 
Mark Tyrrel stands alone in his own opinion, he will go down to the ^ve 
with it — that a murderer never sprang from his loinsi That is my judg* 
ment on my unhappy boy ; and had la voice that would ring from one 
end of England to t' other, I would halloo him back this moment to my house 
and heart." 

" I would that it were possible," said the Justice, '' for it would shine like 
the scriptural bow of promise on the tears of one who sheds them day and 
night ! Oh, my friend, you may conceive what a Brutus-like trying con« 
flict there has been between conscience and af^tion ere I could come to 
fluch a decision, when I tell you that the fate of my own beloved daughter 
depends possibly on that of your surviving son." 

<< Yes, Kate told me something of the kind," said the Baronet, resuming 
his seat, in a musing attitude, "but grief makes us selfish : and I forgot 
there was a child in the world but my own. Poor Grace — poor Grace — 
Misery has been running riot at old and young !" 

" Till to-day," said the Magistrate, passing his hand across his eyes, 
" we had fears for her reason. That danger, according to the physicians, is 
gone by ; but, for my own part, I still tremble at her hallucinations. One 
whom 1 will not mention is too obviously in her thoughts ; and, indeed, his 
name frequently escapes her in her extemporaneous whisperings." 

A flush of exquisite agony passed over the countenance of Sir Mark, as 
if at the sudden application of an unendurable rack, extorting by torture a 
confession of the presumptuous emptiness of human schemes, and the utter 
hopelessness of toeir defeat. It seemed to the afflicted father, as if a divine 
jealousy of his designs against the dispensations of Providence, had requir* 
ed of him, like a second Abraham, the sacrifice of his son ; but unlike the 
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Patriarch, he had not averted the blow by a timely submisBion. In thia 
spirit of humiliation, he took the hand of the Ma^strate, and addressed 
him in a style not the less serious or heartfelt that it was associated with 
old familiar images. 

*^ My good friend, it is through our own fault that we are so dreadfully 
thrown out — what is past is past — but we should have done better if we 
had listened to another voice than our own. It was m}r favourite cast to- 
wards Hawkdey with Ringwood, but the Almighty forbids. I shall never 
meddle with match-making a^n. I am as good as down. No buck was 
ever hit more cleanly — straight, straight, through the heart. — The world 's 
done with me, but 1 would have the sun shine and the fawns play in it when 
I am gone. It may please God some day to turn men's hearts, and brin^ 
back Uie wanderer to where he was roused — and if he should come to lus 
father's oldest friend, and say, ' Let me be your son,' would you say him 
nay 7" 

The Justice hesitated. That a murderer should go unhanged was to his 
mind equivalent to a moral earthnuake ; but the proposal, moreover, that the 
felon should marry his daughter, ne considered could only have come from a 
Father like King JJavid, " mad with grief ;" and he was meditating a suitable 
answer when the door opened and Mrs. Hamilton entered, accompanied by 
the Creole and Squire Ned. 

The Baronet rose up, and with assumed firmness, went to meet his sis- 
ter, whom he embraced, and then placed her in a chair beside his own. 

" I know it all, Kate," he said ; " it is a cruel sentence, but I can bear it 
till I believe it. AH the world to one is long odds, but if I stand alone " 

" No, not alone," said Mrs. Hamilton ; *' my voice shall rise with yours 
for the mildest, kindest being that ever breathed. They are murderers that 
call him so." 

'' That is true, KatQ|{' said the Baronet ; '' as well stab a man as his 
sood name. It was never laid to us before. Bating in a field of battle or 
fair lists, a Tyrrel was never charged with bloodshed." 

" Elxcept Sir Walter Tyrrel, — who shot King Rufus," said the Squire ; 
and, as he spoke, he fixed his eye so intently on the Creole, that the latt^ 
winced under it. The solitary organ seemed to him as that one eye which 
painters sometimes use as a type of the Omniscient. It was a searching 
glance that penetrated his very soul ; and from that instant, a new alarm 
was planted in a bosom already beset by all the anxious inquietude that be- 
longs to conscious ^uilt The course of crime never did run smoother than 
that of true love ; it is equallv subject to accidents and obstacles, to ru- 
mour, jealousy, suspicion, and detection. Thus, Ringwood was dead ; his 
brother was an outcast, and his father, by his own confession, had received 
his death-blow : the path to the goal the Creole aimed at seemed straight 
and open, but at each step unforeseen difficulties arose, unexpected dan- 
gers presented themselves, and parties never dreamed of threw themselves 
in the way in attitudes adverse to his success. Hence he proceeded, en- 
vironed with terrors, like a man who is walking upon ice, which every now 
and then, by an audible crack, gives him warning of the insecurity of his 
foundation. It was not, therefore, without some internal shudderings and 
mis^vinss that he became the auditor of an earnest consultation, how hia 
fugitive kinsman might be discovered and induced to return to a home 
where he would be received with open arms. 

" It is dreadful to think," said Mrs. Hamilton, ** to what rash act this 
cruel verdict may drive so sensitive a nature ; but he ought never to have 
fled. Had I been you, Walter, I would have dun? to his knees ; he should 
have dragged me through bush and brier, through fire and water, before I 
would have lost sight ofbim to his destruction." 
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'* My dear auat/' said the Creole, looking down, " I was unprepared for 
what I did. Now I should, perhaps, act otherwise.*' 

^ And Bometiines,'' said the Justice, '* in pity to the individual, we for- 
get our duty to the conanunity. Ebid you apprehended him. Sir, on the 

spot " 

** For the love of heaven," exclaimed Mrs. Hamilton, ** for my brother's 

sake — for poor Grace's sake " 

*' Hush, &ateJ' said theBaronet, With a faint smile, such as state csinu* 
nals used formerly to elSect on the scafibld : " it is only the creaking of th^ 
wheels of the Juggernaut They must not be locked, though I am in the 
dust before them. But it is the fault of my old friend *s head, and not hw 
hflttrt ; for poor Grace's sake. Justice, I would have you speak otherwise : 
but for my part, I say, issue warrant i^er warrant ; pursue mm by laAd and 
water ; call him a felon, and put him in the dock — and old Mfirk Tymrf 
will stand up for his innocence there as he does now. Ye», if the Juc^ 
had his black cap on his head — " and the parent rose from his ehair and 
stood up as if in the very presence he had drawn. 

'< M3r good old fiiend," said the Justice, *' I fear your own impresaion 
will weigh little against direct evidence ; the same circumstances which 
hav^ just swayed twelve men in theif decision, would, probably, inflvence 
twelve otfievs.^ 

« Never I** said the Baronet, with greait emphasis, ** never ! I think better 
of my kind.'* 

** So do n't I," said the Squire ; '* a cross of the murderer in them all— 
wish you had seen the Jury gttping- at poor Ringwood ; won't shed blood, 
bat Kite to look at it •— like to- taik of it — and prefer wholesale to retail*; 
-« woidd n't trust the babe uabom with 'euj though that 's known to be 
iBHoeent — sow to be found gtikty^^wad haoged^by Jove!" And the 
coQiitenance of the speaker took an ascetic expression that matched his 
senthnenl Grief acts difierently on variooa^ tompowi munta, Mid with S^iuiBe 
Ned it htcii taken a quetulosid tone of disconlent with all aDottad lum» k 
would seaveely be ejcaggraattion t» say thaA he felt as mneh ae the pawat 
feomself, but hefeb in a peenUar manner. In Ringwood, he had lost net 
iMmiy a son, bvt a brother, for wfaon he had all a nither's atibotion withoul 
any of his authority. In his heart, Ringwood had no rival ; it migjbt be. said 
tilait he loved him, but only hfeed othenk 

It was an exclusive absorbing devotion, a sort of idolatry^ that micht 
have made him exclaim, ** one God, one Ringwood," as a lady of qiiaSty 
said of Farinelli, with a less excusable fervour. The loss of such anobjed 
was a total bereavement, ae though, like Job, he had lost at one blow, house, 
children^ flocks, and herds. But he did not bear his calamity with the 
ptttienee of the man of Uz: the wound rankled, and in the bitterness of Us 
heart he was ready to curse and rail. He mourned, not as the dove mauni* 
ii^ for her lov% but with a harsh fietful note, at jar with all creation* 
Hence his harsh sentence on the jury, an ebullition merely of a misanthse^ 
pical feeling, towards the whole race, for surviving his favourite ; and hence 
the revival of his M suspicione against the Creole, which he adopted with 
a tenacity that promised he would hate as inveterately ae he had loved. To 
this source must be ascribed a portion of the interest he took in the exeul> 

Sation of Raby, a person he otherwise regarded with- much indifibrence, in- 
eed, it was ineonceivable to his exelusive feelings, and somewhat f^wtipfi 
to them, how the claims of the living bioCfaer rose in such livalshipwitC 
those of the dead* Such a dfivmrion of the parental grief even excited some 
dissatisfeetlott ; but the subdued sorrow of Mrs* Hamiken appeared, te the 
distorted mind of the Squire, like palpable apathy, not the less ircitating 
tHat he aoeounted for it by a» eid imputed preference for the survmng 
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nephew. With all his sympathies thus out of tune, he was accosted by the 
Justice. 

" As a friend of Sir Mark's, I would request your opinion, sir, what 
measures should be adopted in this distressing crisis ? I mean principally,*' 
added the magistrate, lowering his voice, " with regard to the one who has 
absconded ?'' 

'' Raby, eh 7" answered the Squire, abstractedly, " advertise — post 
band-bilb — ofier a reward — ferret him out any how — and shoot Brown 
Bastard.** 

The conscience of the Creole made him start at the latter part of the sen- 
tence, and look anxiously towards the speaker ; but Ned's thought had no 
reference to St. Kitts ; it had wandered to an act resembling an old hea- 
thenish custom, beinff nothing less than the immolation of a favourite ani- 
mal to the manes of the deceased. 

'* Shoot whom, sir?'* inquired the magistrate, his black eyebrows mecha- 
nically falling between doubt and disapprobation. 

"A horse,'* answered the Squire, hastily, and casting his one eye towards 
the Baronet '* None of mine, or he should never be crossed again, — no- 
body after Ringwood." 

'* Take him, Ned — he is your own," said Sir Mark, *' but no more 
shooting ; turn him out for life;" and, at this final disposal of his present to 
his ill-fated son^ the eyes of the father overflowed. 
^ " My dear fnend, be composed — subdue this weakness," said the Jus- 
tice. 

^ I have held up," said the Baronet, " till the Squire named his name. It 
stands for nothing now ; but my heart will go towards the sound, though 
it's a false halloo," and struck by the force of his own comparison, which 
the fox-hunter will well appreciate, the tears again gushed from his eyelids. 
** It 's all taken out of me," he said, as he brushed away the drops for the 
second time. ^ I shall nerer be a roan again," and he recommenced his 
walk up and down the chamber, but after a turn or two he stopped short 
in front of the Justice : ** You think I 'm womanish ; I know you do ; hut I 'm 
dead spent, and out of heart I 've hardly been at rack or manger since 
he diea, — but it 's easy for a father who has not lost a son, to say, Compose 
yourself, to one that has." 

" A man, on a quiet pony, calling out ' Hold hard !' to a man on a hard- 
mouthed, sixteen hands horse, that is running away with him," added the 
Squire, and having given the Justice this taste of his splenetic quality, he 
unceremoniously left the room, to resume his station near the beloved corse, 
like Isabella, in the Decameron, beside her pot of basil. 

** Poor Ned ! — as a hare to her form," said the Baronet, as the Squire 
closed the door after him. ** He's at odds with every thing ; but he is 
hit hard, and his wound 's sore, it will never heal kindly : mark my words, 
he will skulk away some day, and turn a hermit, or something of the 
sort" 

" He sits by the dead day and night," said Mrs. Hamilton to the Justice, 
** and to judge by his manner, to myself especially, he grudges and resents 
every thought or tear that is bestowed upon the living. It is like the won- 
derful love of David and Jonathan, except that I doubt if any love can sur- 
pass the love of women. For instance, that of poor Grace," she added 
adroitly, *^ for my unhappy nephew. If I know any thing of the female heart, 
she will cling to him the more firmly, because the world deserts him ; she 
will attach herself to his fate the more devotedly, because it is unfortunate 
— the faith she has plighted will become her rehgion ; and you may make 
her a martyr, but not a convert " 

" If I understand you, madam," answered the magistrate, his black brows 
deicendmg till they mingled with his eyelashes, ''the more reason my 
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daughter has to repent her rash choice, the more obstinately she will persist 
in it ; the more convinced of the correctness of her father's yiews in the past, 
the less she will confide in them for the future ; in short, that she will love 
3rour nephew the more, because, by so doing, she will show the less affec- 
tion for her parent." 

" Indeed, sir," answered Mrs. Hamilton, earnestly, *' I am incapable of so 
slandering our dear Grace. I do not know a daughter less likely to fail in 
duty and afiection than your own, but there is a limit beyond which parental 
authority ought not to stretch, indeed cannot, without presumption : a fa- 
ther may justifiably forbid an improper or imprudent engagement, but in 
dictating to the afiections, and prescribing a given object, he is infringing 
on the nghts of nature, perhaps running counter to a wiser arrangement.'* 

'* How, madam !" exclaimed the Justice, ** a wiser arrangement ! is ex- 
perience nothing? judgment nothing? circumspection nothing? that the 
child can make a wiser selection than the father ?" 

'* I was alluding," said Mrs. Hamilton, " to a higher power; the same 
Being who ordained the tides, and gave the heavenly spheres their direction, 
may concern himself with the attractions and impulses of the human heart 
— at least we have reason to think so. Do you not now bless Heaven fer- 
vently, with me,- that Grace's afiections were not engaged, irrevocably en* 
gased, to poor Ringwood ?" 

The Justice was silent to this appeal, but the Baronet clasped his hands 
with an emphatic " Thank God !" " My good friend," he said, "harii to 
Kate. It 's the first comforting note I have heard. But Providence takes 
care of its own ; I am ripe fruit, and should soon have fallen, if the bough 
bad n't been shaken, but poor Grace's dear little heart was too young and 
too good to be broken along with mine. Let us bless the Almighty for that 
mercy. Had our own wills been done, we should have been as cruel as the 
ancient emperor — Maxentius wasn't it? that chained a dead body to a 
living one." 

" 1 confess the force of the comparison," said the Justice, upon whom a 
classical example was seldom lost. " I fully coincide in the consolatory re- 
flection, and am truly grateful to the source it came from," here he bowed 
to Mrs. Hamilton ; — *' but I should be still more thankful at the escape of 
my dear daughter from such an afflicting destination, if she were not sub- 
ject to a dispensation quite as hopeless as the other would have been, and 
still more subject to acute regret." 

" Oh, not so — not so !" exclaimed Mrs. Hamilton, passionately. " Think- 
ing as you think, it would, indeed, be a worse fate than the other : it would 
be desolation and madness — but ask Grace herself, for she had it in her 
keeping, — ask her could there be a better heart, one more fervent and dif- 
fuse in its affection than my dear Raby's. For his father, his brother, for 
me, or for his cousin there," — she pointed to the Creole, — " he would have 
laid down his life." 

The Magistrate shook his head incredulously. 

" He has not common justice," continued Mrs. Hamilton, with increasing 
energy, "why tax him alone? why suspect none else? why not as soon 
accuse Walter there ?" 

" I am here, aunt," said the Creole, quietly. 

•* And I would you were elsewhere," retorted Mrs. Hamilton, sharply, 
^* seeking for your wronged, slandered kinsman. If harm comes to him, 
the blame will lie at your door." 

" And at mine, too, madam," said the Justice, " for if your nephew be any 
where within the three kingdoms " 

" My thanks, my best thanks for your cruel kindness," sobbed the lady, 
and covering her face with her handkerchief, she harried out of the room m 
an ecstasy of tears. 
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** After your aunt, St Kitts," taid the Baronet, " and make your peace 
with her. Poor Kate ! There is no ^nerosity like a woman's. Shame 
on me to say so, but I never loved them both equally, and as she knew the 
ddast had the call, she gave the best half of her own heart to the other. 
But I am punished for making favourites — tile one I stood upon is gone — 
and here I am*-" ruined, ruinra for everl" 

«< This is a world of trials,*' said the Justice, " where our sins bring on us 

funishmeats from the supreme tribunal as certainly as in the courts below, 
am convinced that all our several chastenings may be traced to some such 
infnctioos of the divine laws. As such, it becomes us to receive the iudg- 
ment wiih reverence and submission, and I feel assured that no man will set 
a better example of resignation and respect to the Power above us, than the 
best, and oldeist, and dearest of my friends.** 

With these words, the Justice again took the hand of the Baronet in his 
own, and a fervent benediction was exchanged, by way of farewell ; but 
when in conclusion Sir Mark attempted to send his love to Grace, it stuck, 
Iflte the amen of Macbeth, in his throat. Twice he essayed, but the words 
refused to come^ for they conveyed an epitaph as weU as a greeting : ** See 
him once again, he will not be with us long," he said in a broken voice ; and 
ann in arm the two fathers descended to gjaze upon a face, pale, cold, and 
still as marble, but, alas ! without its durability. 

As they entered the drawing-room, a favourite black terrier, quite a 
dwatil that had been watching at the door^ rushed in between the Justice's 
legs, and took his place beside the body, for he rivalled the Squire bimeelf 
in attachment and fidelity to the deceased. 

'* Look at Nip," said the Baronet, pointing out the dog to his companion. 
** How every thmg loved him — down to the brutes !** 

''More than some Christians," said ihe Souire, snappishly, perhaps se- 
cretly oflfended at the habitual composure of tne Magistrate's countenance. 

" Nay, I hope not, Ned," said Sir Mark. " At all events it was a Chris- 
tian-like hand that strewed these flowers and sweet-herbs." 

" Deborah's doing," said the Squire, still more tartly : *' an old fool for her 

giins ! — Do nt want 'em, as sweet as a nut." So saying, he kissed the cold 
rehead, and the father followed his example. 

'* My poor boy, my poor boy," murmurea the latter, as he bent over the 
remains of his son, whilst, for a minute, his whole frame shook with a manly 
struggle to keep down a burst of grief. The Justice, in the mean while, 
had gmsped one of the hands, but not without exciting the peculiar jealousy 
of the Squire, who watched the action with evident uneasiness; his eye- 
brows twitched, and he screwed his mouth, as if suffering a pans of bodily 
pain. " The more he 's handled," he muttered, *' the sooner lie 'U change." 

The Justice made no answer, but, like the father, turned nlently away, 
whilst the Squire with characteristic eagerness jumped up, to attend them 
to the door, which he closed behind them, with something of the self-con- 
gratulation of a miser whose treasure had been exposed to unhallowed eyes. 
So diversified are the modes of feeling incident to human nature ! 

In another, and a distant room, emotions of a very difierent class agitated 
a solitary bosom. Instead of following Mrs. Hamilton, as Sir Mark had 
recommended, the Creole had retired to liis own chamber ; for the first time 
breathing freely as he escaped from a conversation, which had kept his soul 
in a perpetual pant of anxiety and apprehension. Directly after locking the 
door, which he did mechanically, he stood stock-still, as if stunned ana stu<- 
pified, and with fixed eyes tried to recollect every word and sentence, some 
of which had made his very heart flutter in his throat Above all, his aunt's 
bitter reproach, and her bypotlietical assumption of his criminality, ^ave him 
the utmost alarm : he found another person in addition to the Squire, who 
would watch his future conduct with vigilance and scrutinize it severely ; 
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his fear ef^en suggested doubts whether eventually their lives might not be- 
come incompatible with the safety of his own. A shudder of horror thrilled 
him as he contemplated that thus propelled in proportionate progression, 
the mass of crime increasing like the avalanche in its course, might swell 
to an enormous amount, involving by necessity the danger of complicated 
plots and multiplied concealments. The ordeal he had just passed had be* 
■ides excited in him considerable misgivings as to his own firmness, whether 
in extremity his conscience could bear the probe without flinching ; nor ha^ 
he any reason to be satisfied with his skill m playing his part, for in allusion 
to his sentimental lamentations over Ringwood, the Squire had told him 
sarcastically that *'he sounded like a muffled drum, dismal, but hollow.*' 

The decided opinion t^nd vigorous measures of the Magistrate, made k 
too probable that Raby would be discovered : an examination might lead 
to a difierent account of the catastrophe, and the peculiar circumstances 
under which the homicide had been persuaded to flight Suspicion would 
thus acquire a decided direction, and a presumptive motive would suggest 
itself to account for the share that he had himself had in spiriting away his 
surviving kinsman. Thus the very persuasion of his cousin's guilt, which 
had at first appeared so propitious to his schemes, became ultimately a pro- 
bable source of his own detection, and he felt all the embarrassment and 
alarm of a thief who finds himself surprised by a fall of snow, wherein he is 
unavoidably leaving tracks of his own course. Most eagerly he adopted 
his aunt*s suggestion, that Rabj^ mia;ht be impelled by desperation to some 
act of suicide ; but such a termination was too uncertain to have much in- 
fluence in allayinv his fears, and it was therefore necessary to devise some 
scheme for ensunng the perpetuity of the other^s absence. Joined with 
these considerations, a more intimate knowledge of the character of Mar- 
guerite had raised in him some doubts of the genuineness of the certificate 
of his legitimacy, and the magnitude of the estates would be apt to produce 
«laimaQt6 ready to dispute the validity of the document. The wealth he 
coveted, and which he had reckoned upon as all but within his grasp, might 
in this manner pass away from him ; whilst on the other hand, his love pro- 
mised almost to a certainty a successless issue. Every account of Grace's 
deep grief, and unshaken adherence to Raby^s cause, concurred to establish 
the correctness of Mrs. Hamilton's prediction, that it would prove an at- 
tachment which would but become more intense under persecution ; and 
indeed this part of his prospect had faded almost into nothingness, as when 
the broad day-light breaks through the tattered remnants of a morning 
dream. 

Even thus frail are the edifices which the wicked erect on unhallowed 
foundations: fabrics fair but false as the phantom palaces of the fabled 
Liamia, *' whose furniture was like Tantaluses gold, described by Homer, 
no substance, but mere illusions." Indeed the situation of the Creole, 
enthralled by a similar serpentine sin, closely paralleled that of Menippus 
Lycius, when before the eyes of the deluded votary of the enchantress, 
" she, plate, house, and all that was in it, vanished in an instant." 

It would be difficult to descril>e the agony produced by-such complicated 
feelings especially aggravated as they were by his being alone ; a prey to 
unavaiUng remorse, wit.h which none could sympathize ; to disturbed fears, 
which none could allay or depreciate; to unlawful wishes, with none to 
participate; to dark and. desperate schemings, unadvised, unassisted, un- 
encouraged. In such a gloomy hour, the companionship of a confederate 
fiend even might be preferable to utter solitude, and as the Creole yearned 
for the presence of his designing foster-mother, he pronounced her name 
with a sigh that bordered on a groan. 

The invocation was of some efficacy. It is true that Marguerite did not 
rise bodily before him, but her image confronted him in his mmd's eye, with 
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her black orbs flashing io scorn, and her lip curling into a sneering smile 
at his pusiUanimity. 

" Is this Walter Tyrrel ?*' she seemed to cry, Uke one of the weird sisters, 
"--"the Sir Walter hereafter? Is this the future husband of Grace Rivers, 
who resigns his chance because his rival is an outlaw, driven into the bosh 
Is this the brave dcfier of Ringwood, whose courage droops when his enemy 
lies a clod at his foot 7 He talked of becoming a cayman, but he is dwin- 
dled to a mere lizard : he had the aspirings of a young eagle, but his flight 
is the puny flight of the bonito. He promised to launch thunderbolts, and 
is scared at the casting of a squib. Then is he become indeed a bastard, 
a slave, and the son ofa slave, only fit for the buckra to deride with his 
tongue, to bufiet with his hand, and spurn with his foot" 

Thus whispered tlie devilish spirits of his female Mephistophiles, drown- 
ing the small still voice of conscience in his ear, and deadening all the 
promptings of natural compunction. Unlike the spectral apparitions that 
alarmed Macbeth, or the professional phantoms that appalled Richard the 
Third, the evil influence paraded before him a triumpnant pageantry, in 
which the crowning objects of lovo, ambition, and avarice, bore conspicuous 
parts, and the flimsy, fraudulent texture of such unholy shows, base forge- 
ries merely to entrap the living soul, was a^ain forgotten. In a mood fit 
for such a task, he sat down to write to his friend Wood ley of St. James's 
Street, in whose house, it will be remembered, he had advised Raby to seek 
a refuge. Between this gentleman and St. Ritts there existed an old 
college friendship, if such a term may be debased to designate one of those 
hcaruess leagues, which owe their origin to a companionship in vico and 
villany. Some underhand confederacy in a gambling transaction had ^ddcd 
to congeniality of disposition the tie of mutual secrecy, and in writing to 
this part^, the Creole knew he was addressing an unscrupulous agent, who 
would bring to the execution of his wishes both ability ana fidelity. Thanks 
to a triple veil of hypocrisy, and his habitual caution, this feature of the 
Creole's college character had escaped detection ; Uie remembrance of 
ibrmcr successes considerably reassured him on the subject of his future 
delinquencies, and his style even amounted to levity, in the course of pen- 
ning the following billet to his old associate : — 

" Dear Deuce -Ace^, 

'* To save troublesome explanations, read the enclosed ; seal, and deliver 
it * when called for.' The game is ffood. I hold winning cards if you play 
well up to my hand. One deal, and out ! and the stakes — better than a 
8lam at spict ! ! ! 

" A snake stopped the march of a Roman army ; but would it not be 
pitiful if my progress up the avenue of Tylney Hall, as its master, mind, 
s!ioiild be stopped by a worm? Genius, * book-worm.' You remember a 
specimen at college. Moreover, with a bill of love, signed, dated, and 
accepted, in his hand, he stands between a certain Grace, and a certain 
graceless. 

" You must ship him ofT somewhere. The sea is not so confined or 
over- stocked, but it may bear another GuU on it. I am not so interested in 
the venture as to require that the vessel so freighted be A I. 

" I must trouble you to stand God-father to him, in giving him an alias, 
and you may help him to a hundred on my account ; but he has means of 
hia own. Scare him heartily, confirm all my facts, and enforce all my argu- 
ments, I should have said back my gammon, 

" In serving an old pal, a wealthy one that is to bo, you may do better 
lor yourself than even by showing your pluck to pigeons at Pidham, 

" Thine truly, 

*' Ace-Deucb." 
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The cncldsarc presented a curioas contrast to the preceding epistle : it 
read hke the eflfuaion of what certain old women of both sexes would deno- 
minate a very good, moral, and decidedly serious young man; Ecce signum. 

'* Mt Dearest Cousin, 

" My heart bleeds to picture the distressing agony that will rend yours 
on receipt of this painful letter, I have notlung but cruel tidings to com- 
municate, so cruel that I doubt while I write whether I live in a civilized 
country. Alas ! all my worst fears are realized, and even the wildest chi- 
meras of doubt and terror have become real demons howling for your 
destruction. Within this very hour, twelve men, or I should rather call 
them fiends in human shape, have outraged nature by pronouncing you 
• Guilty of Murder,' the unprovoked, premeditated murder of the best of 
brothers. One would expect the common feelings of our kind would como 
unwillingly to such a degrading conclusion, but so easily and perversely 
are our weak frail judgments led astray, and so universally is the clamour 
raised against you for your blood, that I do not believe upon my sacred 
honour that twelve men could be found throughout the whole country to 
reverse the unjust sentence. Your abiding a formal trial is, therefore, out 
of the question. But worse remains to be told. I would some other pen 
than my own were charged with such an infliction, but even my affection 
for you imperiously demands that you should honestly know the truth and 
the whole extent of your danger. I fear to assure you that I who was 
present, and eye-witness of oar heart-rending catastrophe, and consequently 
the best judge, have never ceased to liil up my voice in your behalf, as the 
author of a deplorable but truly accidental calamity ; I say I fear that to 
lell you this will be but a small alleviation of the afQictins and almost 
incredible fact, that of all connected with you by ties of blood or affection, 
I stand almost if not altogether alone in this favourable opinion. 

** Your father even has suffered his usual excellent judgment to be warped 
by the examples of his friends, if they may be called so, who are so much 
your foes. Mr. Rivers is inexorable ; he has signed warrants, and des- 
patched runners af\er you, but you know his Brutus, or rather brutal pro- 
pensity to what he miscalls public justiccr The Squire is actually outraseous ; 
to convey an idea of it, I must borrow the simile of the tigress robbcdof her 
whelp, — he swears, and I believe him, that he could take ; our life with his 
own hands. As for your aunt, she is wavering, but I could wish, for the 
sake cf the sex, there had been another more steadfast in her first faith. 
Summon up, my dear Raby, all your resolution, all your fortitude, all your 
pride ; you must forget her, who is unworthy of so sincere a passion as 
must emanate from a nature like yours. The fickleness of woman is pro- 
verbial, but till now I thought it was a fable. 

" The All-wise Dispenser, who never sends pleasure unalloyed, as seldom 
inflicts pain without mitigation ; and this loss will alleviate the bitter regret 
^ou would otherwise have suflfered in leaving your own country. My part- 
ing words to you wcro too prophetical : you must leave Eln^fand, pernaps 
for years, till this wolfish rage for your blood is appeased, and the popular 
mania has been cured, or at least subdued. But this will be a work of time 
— lose none, in the mean while, I implore you, — I shudder to think of the 
consequences of your being taken during this feverish delirium. My pen 
refuses to paint the objects that belong to the horrible picture of your public 
execution, for it would be not merely a legal murder, but a massacre in 
which neither young nor old would be spared. You must place the ocean 
betweeiv yourself and such a catastrophe ; but consult my good friend 
Woodley, there is not a better or abler adviser in existence, ana for honour 
really chivalrous, generosity truly romantic, and a sensibility rivalling fe- 
male tenderness, he is a unique specimen of what man ought to be, rather 
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than what he is. I need not saj^ confide in him, he will direct your course 
and furnish the means if required. Do not write here, for thereby you 
would be traced ; enclose all your letters to Woodley, and he will forward 
them to me; I will personally take charge of their delivery to t' e right per- 
sons, and 1 shall urse your interests witii all the zeal ana constancy that a 
warm sympathy wiui your unhappy situation can inspire. In happier days, 
He who searches all hearts may see fit to turn them toward you, and restore 
the tide of natural affection to its proper channel. Remember this, and 
you will not so comfortless ; but fly mstantly for life, and to escape infamy 
worse than death. It is hard to cry thus with a heart that yearns to you, 
for believe me, my dear Raby, all former unkind passages between us are 
forgotten in your afHictiii|; visitation, or remembered only to my own re- 
proach. Religion will, of^coursc, be ^rour comfort, as it is mine ; and that 
He who redeemed Israel out of captivity, may rescue my dear Raby from 
the house of bondage and restore nim to our arms in his due time, shall be 
the constant prayer of your faithful and loving cousin, 

Walter Ttrrkl. 

'' P. S. Trust no reports of the newspapers — the most extravagant ru- 
mours are in circulation. Take care of your health. If you think of the 
Indies, I should say tiie West, rather than the East ; but consult Wood- 
ley." 

"There," be said, as he threw down the pen, **I think MaiCTerite her- 
self could not have schemed better. I consider him as fairly shipped as if 
I saw the invoice — ' One Raby T^rrel, — marked C. A. I. JX., from Lon- 
don direct, to nobody knows wmther, and consigned, nobody caros to 
whom.' " 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 
Her« I and sorrow sit 


KlHG JOBR. 


I never heard 
Of any cme affection bat n was nipt 
With care, that like the caterpilJar, eats 
The leaves of the spring's sweetest book, the rose 

MiDDLETON. 

She loved him with the dtainterested fervour of a woman's love. When every 
worldly maxim arrayed Itself against him ; when blasted in fortune ; when disgrace 
and danger darkened around hb name,— she loved him the more ardently for his 
very sufferings. 

The Sketch Book. 

It was not without some anxiety that the Justice returned to Hawksley, 
to communicate the result of the inquest to one upon whom the tidings 
might have an almost fatal effect In spite of his own theory of love, the 
words of Mrs. Hamilton had made some impression on his mind ; and 
although, Brutus-like, he was ready to deliver the only son of his friend to 
the executioner, he was not quite prepared to plunge a knife into the bosom 
of his own daughter, without having the fatherly motive of Virginius. The 
state in which he found her confirmed these misgivings. 

If you look over head, on a clear bright summer's day, yon will see the 
zenith of a beautiful and intense blue ; but towards the horizon, the sky 
grows gradually paler and paler, as if heaven itself became dull and tar- 
nished by intercourse with the earth. Even thus, the pure perfect azure of 
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IoT6 and bliss, which is only to be looked for above, fiidea away more and 
still more as it mingles with that moral atmosphere of tears andT grosser ex- 
halations which encircles this nether world, till bat a faint tinge of the 
celestial colour at last communes with the distant trees, the mountainous 
outline or the ocean level. To this dull gray tint, the blue eyes of Grace 
seemed to have wept themselves, as she turned them with a look of inquiry 
on her father, notwithstanding that their hue was advantaged by the pale 
complexion of her cheeks, which had lost all their life-like bloom. The lids 
drooped heavily over the languid orbs, and the fine arches of her eyebrows 
were broken and depressed, as if bv the weighty cares and sorrows that 
dwelt above them. She had a book in her lap, over which her emaciated 
body bent with the languor of dejection and exhaustion ; her arms hung 
listlessly by her side without motion even in one long attenuated finder ^ her 
very hair had uncurled itself, and instead of the glossy auburn undulations, 
whereon^ the sun used to glance goldenlyas in the ripples of a brook, the 
long straight tresses hun^ from her marble brow and dung to her white neck 
ana shoulders, as passively as the dark brown sea-weed on a mass of chalk. 

Even the stern bosom of the masistrate was touched by the si^t of his 
sole beloved daughter, in such a melancholy condition, though bis relenting 
was but as the gradual giving of a hard frost, when the ice cmnges, indeed, 
from a solid to a fluid, but remains almost as cold as before. XJnlike those 
sympathetic natures which receive and transmit kindly impulses with the 
rapid intensity of the electric spark, he was formed of some non-conducting 
materials that reluctantly imbibed and slowly communicated the geniu 
warmth of the affections. With a heart resembling the asbestos in fibre, 
he could not conceive how another of difierent texture could consume in 
the fabjlous flames of a passion that had made no such scorching impres- 
sion upon himself; and consequently, although the altered appearance of 
Grace excited both tenderness and alarm, these feelings were greatly neutra- 
lized by his impressJon that the case wks one which chiefly called for medical 
interference. 

" My dear child," he said, at the same time taking her hand and examin- 
ing her face with something of the grave professionid air of Old Formality, 
*' you look pale, you are unwell." 

" It's nothing," answered Grace, impatiently '-"at least, nothing now. 
Tell me " 

** Another time, Grace," said the Justice, with a motion of his hand, 
that implied a waiving of the subject, — *' another time. We will talk 


of nothmg to-day that may shock your nerves. Keep yourself quiet — go 
to bed eany — and to-morrow you will rise, I hope, as well as ever, if 
not, we will hear what Dr. Bellamy has to recommend — a visit to the 
sea-side, perhaps, and a change of scene." 

** It must be a greater change, that can do me good," answered Grace, 
in a tone as strange as solemn. " A change of wmch I have no hope." 

" A change beyond hope!" — said the father, widi a look of the most 
unaffected surpnse. " Either, my dear child, you undenrate my affection 
or my ability ; but if oven a temporary sojourn, or a permanent residence 
at Mad eira ' ' 

" It concerns not time or place,*' answered Grace, hastily, " or eternity 
aid the grave would be the true remedy. The change I speak of means 
an alteration in your own modes of feelino;, your own modes of thinking, 
— there lies my grief, and one which my heart tells me rs incurable." 

** My modes of thinking and feeling !" exclaimed the magistrsfe -^ " do 
I not love you more than my own life ?" 

" And do I not love Raby," asked the daughter, eagerly — "do I not 
love Raby Tyrrell more than mine 7 If you care for me, you should care 
for him. Can you fell the tree, without destroying the ivy that clings to 
1« 
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It } Let U8 fkU — let us fall together — but not by the hands of my own 
ikther !** and die poor girl pressed her hands upon her oyes, as if to shut 
out the images she had conjured up. 

'* My dearest Grace," said the Justice, losing a fraction of his equani- 
mity, " who talks of catting him off? — he is not even in custody.'* 

'* No," said Once, removing her hands from her eyes, and fixing her 
gaze on the opposite side of the apartment, whilst she spoke deliberately 
and with freouent pauses, as if interpreting a threatening hand- writing on 
the wait '*rfo — but the hour will come. 1 ask not to know the cruel 
verdict-^ I see it before me in letters of blood — and the name of my own 
father ratifies the sentence. Oh God ! oh Gt>d ! the picture is no picture. 
The horrors of my girlhood, the ver^r dream of my childhood, have all come 
to pass ! That awful figare, that pitiless parent, steps out of the canvass, 
and, with a remorseless nana, drags me — " 

" Grace !" said the father, rather more bastily than his wont, for his 
tongue had, generally, the stately pace of a managed horse, ** the physi- 
cians had, I thought, cuted these delusions. For myself, if my peiformance 
at all resembles ue model you allude to, it should command your reve- 
rence. There is but one who can know and appreciate the pangs I suiler 
in conscientiously acting as one of the viceroys of the Divine Justice. 
Possibly, the culprit who is turned off at the ^llows feels less pain in dy- 
inp; than the shenff who presides at the execution ; but what is the amount 
or their united pangs to the aggre^te sufferings of society, provided there 
were neither culprit nor sheriff? The many must not suf^r for the few. 
By divine enactment all men are brethren, and if a fratricide kills one of 
my brothers, for the sake of the rest " 

" He is found guilty then ?" interrupted Grace, speaking hurriedly, in a 
tone that scarcely amounted, with all its energy, to a whisper. 

'*The law of Gt>d must be kept inviolate,'* — said the magistrate, re- 
onforcing his resolution by a text from the Bible. ** ' Whoso sheddeth 
inan*s blood, by man shall his blood be shed :' that is the scriptural statute 
-^ and I have signed his warrant" 

" And mine too," exclaimed Grace, rising up, ** and may it be forgiven 
you when we all come to judgment !** 

** So be it," said the Justice, quietly, ** that is the highest court of appeal." 

For a minute, Grace gazed eagerly at the speaker, as if to discover whe- 
ther this composure was real or assumed, but the only symptom of agita- 
tion she could detect, on the minutest scrutiny, was an almost imperceptible 
contraction and dilatation of the pupil of the eye, a symptom of nervous- 
ness, be it noted, which the late Sir Thomas Lawrence observed in every 
one of his numerous sitters, male or female, with the sole exception of John 
Keinble. Slight, however, as the sign was, it inspired Grace with a pro- 
portionate degree of hope, and with a more composed demeanour and 
Voice, she recommended the volume that had been ^ng on her knees to 
lier parent's perusal. 

" My dear father," she said, as she held out the book to him, " this is no 
time for girlish secrets : read these pages j they are the faithful records of 
a heart and mind of rare excellence. Every line breathes peace and gen- 
tleness ; an ardent love of nature, and such a tenderness towards the 
meanest of her creatures," — here she sighed heavily — ** as he is not likely 
to meet with himself." 

The Justice took the book that was offered to him, and a faint smile of 

?lty accompanied his discovery that it was a volume of manuscript poetry, 
'he total inefEcacy of such evidence in a court of justice, was, no doubt, 
present to his mind j he condescended, however, to glance over a few lines, 
which, like some of Cowper'a, expressed a stron» abhorrence of destroying 
even an insect j but the sentiment only elicited the disparaging remark : — 
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* ** He is not quite a Nero : — he does n't like killing flics." 

" No, he never took Roman tyrants for models/' retorted Grace, pro* 
vpked beyond filial patience by the cruel allusion to her unfortooate lover. 

Her eye rekindled, and her cheek flushed so vividly, that she seemed to 
have become another person. Like an exhausted body repaired in energy 
and animation by the transfusion of blood from a more vigorous subject, 
the intermixture of the vital interests of Raby with her own imparted .to 
her fresh spirits and strength: her heart rallied, her veins glowed, her 
nerves were restrung, her mind aroused, and, instead of the passive sel^ 
abandonment of grief, her feelings took the heroical tone of one prepared 
to act as well as snfler, on behalf of a life and fame dear to her as her 
own. In the mean time, her undutiful reply excited the utmost astonish- 
ment and anger in her father, to whose ear it sounded like mere blasphemy. 
He bent on her his severest frown, whilst he addressed her in a tone diat 
implied at once the extremes of amazement, indignation, and reprehen- 
sion. 

« Grace !»» 

" I am deeply sorry," replied the ofiending daughter, *' for my irreverence, 
though my injustice was extorted by your own. But you know him not as 
I do : you cannot — you do not" 

** And will not," said the magistrate, in a tone intended to conyey that 
the decision was beyond appeal. '* Roman and tyrannical as you please, 
1 fervently thank tny Maker, that, in his infinite wisdom, he did not frame 
me for my appointed judicial duties with a heart so flexible, a judgment so 
infirm, a capacity so limited, and a temper so vacillating, as to be influ- 
enced by such idle stufl'as this ;" and, witli the conclusion of the sentence,- 
he sent the devoted volume whirling across the room. 

This indignity towards her treasured keepsake, now a thousand times 
the more valuable, as the last relic possibly of the writer, was beyond the 
owner's endurance. She started to her feet, and, with outstretched arms 
and flashing eyes, addressed her father in a voice that seemed to tremble 
at its own unusual vehemence. 

" End not there," she said, " end not there ! Cast me firom you as well 
as my book. Reject me, and all that belongs to me. Henceforth, you 
have no child, and I no father. From this hour I renounce all obe^ 
dience, " 

*' Grace !" exclaimed the astounded magistrate, with as much horror as 
if the whole three kingdoms had revolted against the ruling powers, where- 
of he was a fraction ; '* have I lived to see this day !" 

" There are worse in store," answered Grace, less vehemently, but with 
equal determination, *'■ worse for us both. You have taught me my duty 
— that the claims of everlasting justice are superior to the natural ties be- 
tween parent and child. Be inexorable in your course, and so will I,-— 
though they diverge so that we must part for ever." 

" And what is the disoliedient path," asked the stem Justice, "that your 
rebellions fancy suggests to you ?" 

" A plain one," said Grace, with the calmness that belongs to a resolved 
spirit " You call for justice on Raby Tyrrel, and so do I. Let your 
cruel verdict find its mark. Load him with chains, brand him with crime 
and infamy, let the whole world desert him, but one heart shall not fall 
away from him ! We were affianced before heaven ! I was liis in love 
and joy, and I will be his in love and sorrow. Let him hold up his attaint- 
ed hand, he shall have this," — here she held out her own, " in exchange for 
it. I will vouch for his innocence at the altar, — yes, I will marry him, — 
though it be as the gipsy woman foretold me, — the wedding myself to a 
phantom, a skeleton !" 

** You are mad, Grace," said the father, with a grave shake of the head, 
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as if doubtful whether the words might not bear a literal application to her 
state of mind. 

*<Oh that I were?" answered Grace, ferventlv clasping her hands, ** that 
this frightful controversy were nothing but delusion, and the unrelenting 
parent only a harsh keeper. My reason may fail, hut as yet it is unsettled.** 

** Then it should have reprooated this childish and sinful wilfulness," 
said the magistrate, with all his austerity. '* I presumed nothing short of 
insanity could make a young female of ordinary modesty and tlnudity thus 
fly in the face of her own father ! Nothing short of lunacy could persuade 
her to lilt up her voice against that of a whole cour.liy, and set up her own 
jtidgment in opposition to the community ; but nothing less than the crisis 
of outrageous phrensy could inspire her with the. notion of marrying a 
felon." ^ "^ 

" He is none !'* exclaimed Ghvce, fervently. 

" A judge and a jury must decide that question,** said the magistrate. 
" He will have a fair trial.** 

** A foul mockery,*' replied Qracc, " a compound maybe of sordid timid- 
ity, gross ignorance, rash passion, and vulgar prejudice. But who can ti^ 
lum like me ? Who can judge him as I can ? — It is for her who held his 
heart in her hand, who knew every secret of his soul to say * Guilty or not 
guilty 7' Try him I convict him — sentence him I but I will cry, ' Innocent, 
innocent.' till my last breath. One voice shall speak for him — one hand 
shall be held out to him ! Brand him felon — 1 will be a felon's wife. The 
same chaplain that reads the condemned '* 

She stopped abruptly. The father started as he saw her drop into a 
chair with her hana pressed to her side. The hectic flush had entirely 
vanished, and her eyes had lost all their tmnsient lustre ; her own ener^ 
had exhausted her, and she was suflering under an acute spasm. Unluckily 
the judicial images she had conjured up, were directly inimical to her in- 
fluence in her father's aflections. The idea of a trial, which would attract 
the attention of the whole country, only suggested to him a signal opportu- 
nity for the display of a stoical virtue unbiassed by the claims of ancient 
friendship, and unshaken even by the pleadings of filial aflTection : in short, 
he was mounted on that hobby, with which he was to trample as inexorably 
on humanity as the rider of the Pale Horse in the Revelation. 

Accordingly he had screwed up his nerves to the task ; he knit his brows, 
set his teem, and compressed his lips; whilst his hands were rieidly 
clenched, and every muscle stiflened with stem determination. He resolved 
to be stone — nay, <A<tf wears away with the dropping of water — he in- 
tended to be marble, granite — to become as it were his own statue, and 
perpetuate himself as the very last of the Romans : but he mistook the 
material. The block had a soft vein at the core that was fatal to his woik> 
manship ; and the stem figure he had been chiselling fell asunder in frag- 
ments. At the sight of his sole beloved daughter, apparently rapidly wither- 
ing from life into death, his heart relented not with the gradual melting of a 
common thaw, but with violence and a common crash of an iceberg detach- 
ing itself from an arctic region, whence, by an irresistible current, it was 
separated for ever. 

" Grace,'* he said, with a voice singularly altered in one brief moment, 
" I knew you had as fond a father, but 1 thought you had a firmer. The 
battle is over, and victory is on your side — a decbive one, for I shall never 
atrive again on the same field. 1 feel I am no Brutus. I was bom too late 
to belong to the Romans — in these degenerate days we are as incapable of 
supporting their cool impenetrable integrity, as their armour?'* 

A deep sigh accompanied this confession, an agonizing one for a man of 
the Justice's temperature, for unlike those other enthusiasts the alchyraists, 
who struggled on hopefully from failure to failure, his first defeat was ne- 
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cessarily his last It should create a more charitable feeling in this world 
than is extant, to reflect, that whilst the erring theories of infidels are 
idopted occasionally with every appearance of sincerity, ingenuousness, 
and disinterestedness, the subiimer doctrines of Christianity are paraded by 
professors commensurately and palpably hollow, hypocritical, and time- 
serving. The essential difference between an enthusiast and a canter, lies 
in their sincerity ; the feelings and sentiments of the first, however exagge- 
rated, demand our reverence ; of the latter, our supremest indignation and 
contempt. On entering a lunatic asylum, the mistaken views of its in- 
mates, who do not see exactly as we do, excite our commiseration ; but on 
the outside of that dungeon, m the broad sunshine of liberty, we pursue a 
wandering fancy like a mad dog, or rather a dog that has got an ill name, 
and it is persecuted without any allowance or mercy. Nevertheless such 
stray opinions are sometimes adopted with much of heroism and a chival- 
rous devotion ; adverse feelings are sacrificed, obvious interests are neg- 
lected, and certain penalties are incurred. On this principle, a de^ee of 
sympathy may justly be claimed in behalf of the magistrate, whose life-long 
scheme of reputation had been suddenly reversed. His aim had not been 
grovelling; his motive was not ignoble; he had aspired upwards, but like 
Dedalus with his waxen wings, his flight had been frustrated at its highest 
pitch by an unexpected but natural warmth. He dropped at once from his 
•* pride of place," and the shock was terrible. His balloon had burst like a 
soap-bubble ; and instead of soaring above the heads of his fellows, he was 
standing on the common level of mankind. But he had been honest in his 
views. Stem in his love of abstract justice, he had always administered it 
with rigid impartiality ; and he did not now cede to his daughter without 
weighty scruples at the idea of swerving from his usual unity and integrity 
of purpose. 

"If I understand you, Grace," he said, "you desire that on this unhappy 
occasion, your father should for the first time relax that vigilance and zeal 
for the interests of the public, which, as the bounden duty of an upright 
and conscientious magistrate, he has hitherto exerted in the discharge of 
his duty ?" 

" I do indeed beseech you,*' answered Grace, " to stand neuter in these 
dreadful proceedings, ^or your own sake, I would not have you share in 
a persecution that must be bitterly repented hereafter." 

" Then there is but one course," said the Justice, solemnly ; ** and I 
hope, Grace, you will give my love credit for the sacrifice. Prom this date 
I resicrn. I am no longer in the commission." 

"Thank God !" ejaculated Grace, fervently, with an involuntary gesture 
of thanksgiving, conveying but an indifferent parting compliment to a retir- 
ing Justice, certainly the most active and zealous that ever sat on the 
bench. But it had always been one of the first wishes of her heart, though 
she had never dared to express it, that her father should quit the magis- 
tracy, and such an unexpected declaration of an event beyond her hope, 
betrayed her into an inadvertence. The shade that passed over her parent's 
countenance, warned her of her error; and she hastened to throw herself 
into his arms with such earnest expressions of gratitude and afT^tion, that 
for the moment the Ex- Justice felt that the preservation of the public peace 
had been well exchanged for the fostering of private tranquillity. *J C'est 
le premier pas qui coute" — having once given ground, he relented still far- 
ther, and allowed himself to be partly converted by Grace's arguments in 
favour of the unfortunate Raby. 

** 1 will at least suspend my judgment," he said, " and remand the arnb- 
ject till we have farther deposition?. But I am talking as if I were still a 
Justice," he added, with one of his grimmest smiles — which was imme- 
diately followed by a sigh. 
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" My dearest father,** began Grace. 

<* Say no more," said her father, kindly, " you look ill, and I can esti- 
mate your Btru^^ie b? my own. Compose yourself, and let us mutually 
hope the best. Let toe reproach of murder be satisfactorily removed, and 
aince Rin«rwood is gone^ now I am at my confessions, I would sooner be- 
stow you on the son of my oldest and dearest friend. Sir Mark Tyrrel, than 
any one I know. Let this idea console you, but not mislead and delude 
you with too sanguine anticipations — the result must depend on the gist 
of the evidence, mat will prove the animus — so we used to call it Alt 
turns upon thaL Remember, I pledge myself to no opinion ; he may be 
innoceut, or he may be guilty ! and I must warn you, that in the latter case 
I would not even affix my signature to a petition, interfering with the ex- 
treme penalty of the law. On the other hand, let him be cleared by the 
voice ot* a jury of his countrymen^ and I may be induced to sanction your 
attachment, provided always, that it be accompanied b;^ a due deference to, 
and recognition of, the vested rights of parental authority." 

During the precedins speech, the colour of Grace alternately went and 
came, and she UirillcM and trembled by turns, according to the tenor of 
each sentence. The allusion to an ignominious death made her shudder, 
but the welcome promise in the conclusion produced a shower of tears. 
Her heart was too full to speak, but she eagerly seized and kissed the hand 
of her father, as he restorea to her the precious volume he had before hurled 
away from him, an act which imported more kindness than even his words. 
He affectionately embraced her in return, and thenceforward they en- 
joyed a communion of love and confidence more perfect than they had ever 
before experienced. 

'* I did not expect my career to end thus, said the Justice to himself, as 
he retired to his study to meditate on what had passed ; " I thought I had 
more nerve, more firmness, more decision of character. I was miserably de- 
ceived : perhaps, if I had had a son to deal with it mi^ht have proved other- 
wise." Here he ventured to glance at his favourite pfcture, where, in truth, 
the sons of the Roman stoic stood prominently in the fore- ground, with 
swaggering attitudes and hardened defying faces, as if each was utterin v 
the undutiful b<MMt of the Kentuckian, *'My father can lick any body, and 
I can lick him,** 

" But in a daughter," continued the magistrate, ** there is such tender- 
ness, such softness, she seems so fragile a being, and withal so affectionate, 
that the hardest heart must be touched to tears, like the rock in Horeb. 
However, my trial is past ; I have given way ; and my official functions 
are at an end. Conscience will not allow me to continue in them aAer 
such a manifest proof of my infirmity. How can he presume to judge 
others, who judged so mistakenly of himself?" 

W^ll would it be for the world if every censor in it would adopt his con- 
cluding sentiment Men are too prone to view their own errors and fail- 
ings with indulgence, whilst they visit those of others with unsparing re- 
prehension. Everv one seems turning as it were God's evidence against 
fiis neighbour, as if by impeaching his fellows he was exonerating himself 
froir^ the penalty. The worst constructions are but upon dubious motives, 
malicious meamngs are extracted from careless expressions, the scratch of 
a stray jest is taken as a deliberate woimd ; in short, if^ the multitude of 
our sins depend upon charity for a covering, the fabric is so scarce that tlie 
poor peccadilloes cannot have a suit a- piece, unless such a one as belonged 
to the decayed Spanish gentleman, which was all slashes. On the other 
hand, should the tide turn, the kindly impression is communicated so reluc- 
tantly, and adopted so tardily, that the charitable impulse comes commonly 
too late to be of service to its object. It is generally difficult, besides, to 
make the amends proportionate to the injury ; indeed, in some cases it is 
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tmpracttcable, as was well illustrated by the remonstrance of a foreigner to 
a gentleman who had horsewhipped hitn by mistake. " Sare, you apologize 
at me, you shake hands tp me, you beg pardon from me, but can you im- 
strike me ?" 
An occurrence in the ensuing chapter will serve to develop this moral. 


CHAPTER XXXVIU. 

There are a son of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like the standing pool, 
And do a wilful stillness entertain 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit, 
As who should say, " I am Sir Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips let do dog bark." 

Merchant or Vbnics. 

Lycidaa is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer. 
Who would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofiy rhyme : 
He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parchmg wind 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

MlLTON. 

The flood rapidly subsided, but left behind many tokens of the extent 
of its ravages : amongst others, as already recorded, was the destruction of 
the little bridge between Hawksley and the Hall, a circumstance produc- 
tive of some embarrassment to an unsuspectincr pedestrian, who nad ex- 
pected the assistance of the ruined fabric in passing over the brook. 

*' Humph 1 a re^lar pull-up, right on my haunches,** exclaimed the man, 
as he came to a fml stop on the bank. It has never yet been explained by 
phrenologists why men should scratch their heads when puzzled, but it 
IS certain that no sooner did this difficulty present itself tx> the wayfarer, 
than his hat was off in one hand, while the fingers of the other hunted through 
his short yellow scrubby hair, like a team of spaniels in a field of stubble. 
At the same moment he fixed his eyes on the stream, and with all his 
might began to ponder what substitute could be found for a bridge, a deli- 
bsration to which Lavater would have assigned a very distant termination, 
for of all countenances ever created, thai of Master Goflf) one of the country 
constables, had the least expression of sagacity or intelligence. It was 
certainly no superabundance of brain in the interior that made his two 
heavy eyes with their lids protrude from their sockets like two well-poached 
eggs, except that in place of the yelks there were two globes of the dull 
greenish brown of a fowl's gizzard ; his nose was absolutely devoid of cha- 
racter or meaning, a mere mushroom-button ; while his mouth, round and 
open, reminded one irresistibly of a silly fish making itself upto take a minnow. 
Ponder as intensely as he liked, with such a face he coula only appear to be 
going to sleep with his eyes open. To those who are not familiar with the 
workings of our admirable constitution, it may seem strange that justice 
should be provided with such a doltish auxiliary, forgettino; that, from the 
days of mythology, she has been notorious for playing at blindman's buff; 
at which game, with a fillet before her eyes, she must take the first she can 
lay her hands on, from a Chief Justice downwards. Thus the sapient 
Peter Goff'had been thrown in her way when she was groping about in the 
dark for a constable, an injudicious mode of selection, by the way, almost 
equal to pricking for sheriffs with the eyes wide open. At last the cogita- 
tor's minu produced its fruit ; but like most of his thoughts it resembled a 
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MicbaelouLS peach, which takes a weary time in ripemng, and is worthlcM 
after all. 

** Well, I can do as much as most men, but I can*t go over a bridge if 
there is n*t none." 

After such a specimen of his conclusions it will sound preposterous, but 
it is true, that this stra^^ler behind the march of intellect was in his own 
conceit a grenadier stridmg at its head ; but there are no bounds to human 
vanity, it is one of those features which it is impossible to caricature. Ma- 
ny a man, as well as maiden, mistakes his forte, and strums upon it with as 
much self-complacency as an acknowledged proficient. The favourite 
theme of GroflPs sonatas was his own astuteness, or, as be termed it, cute- 
ness, in token whereof many a nod of his chuckle head, many a wink of his 
dull eye, and many an application of his fore-fin a;er to the side of his insig- 
nificant nose, hinted at superior shrewdness, whilst his common-place re- 
marks were enforced by an emphatic thump of hts club stick upon the 
ground. This assumption made nim particularly jealous of any attempt to 
bestow information upon him, which was always met by one of his oracular 
signs of intelligence. He afiected a foreknowledge of every thing, and as 
a natural consequence knew little or nothing ; so that as was sarcastically 
said of him, in reference to his pursuits, " he could hunt a criminal at sight 
like a turnspit, or pick out the scent like a greyhound,** a saying the slow- 
witted constable construed for the first five minutes into a compliment. As 
usual, this functionary had a satellite, who, unlike the celestial ones, was 
considerably brighter than his principal ; bo was really a sharp active fel- 
low, as superior in sense and sagacity to his master as a well- trained 
pointer is frequently to the biped in fustian who plods behind his heels. 

** I say, master," cried the follower, as he came up, " here's a pretty ob- 
stacle." 

'* It used to be," answered the other, with a sort of chuckle, " but now 
it's no part of the prospect" 

"It will give Greggy the start, thouo^h," answered the man, commonly 
cp.!led Tippy, with some reference probably to his acceptance of an occa- 
sional bribe. 

" Greggy be hanged," said the constable ; " he may do some of your 
slow ones, but he 's no match for me," and thump went the stick. 

" But here we are on the wrong side of the water," said Tippy, " Nick 
Ferrers told me that Squire Raby " 

"Thank ye for nothing," interrupted the constable, with a wink ; "I 
knew it long afore Nick Ferrers.'* 

" He's ashy cock," said Tippy, " but he'll try his old haunte, most like- 
ly : I '11 lay a gallon Miss Rivers knows where." 

" To be sure," answered the constable, with a wise nod ; ** say I told 
you so. I '11 tell you what, Tippy, he '11 be somewhere's about his old haunts." 

" I wonder if this water 's ibrdable," said Tippy, with a look of appeal to- 
wards his companion. 

" If any body knows, I ou^ht," said the constable, pompously, " I »ve 
lived in the parish these forty years, man and boy." 

" Where 's the ford, then ?" 

" Never mind that, Tippy j we won't wet our feet, we'll go round by the 
road." 

" Why, to be sure, if we can't cross the water, he can't, and so the road 
will b6 the likely place to fall in with him." 

" Just what I meant, man," said the constable, with a wink ; " but you *i«) 
dull, Tippy — it's a dull day with you," and the oracle gave a grave bhake 
of his head. 

" Perhaps if you was to go by the road," suggested Tippy, ** and I was 
to wade across the water " 



TTLKfiT BALL. 335 

aU 
me 
grabbed as sore as I stand here," ancT his stick 
again tested the solidity of the terra firma. " He's limed, Tippy — he*8 
trapped — mark my VFords, he is — and, in that case, he's as good as 
caught" 

'i'he follower made no answer, but proceeded along the bank, l6okiA|^ 
(mt for a shallow part of the brook whers he might wade over, and he baa 
gon^about twenty paces when he suddenly stopped, and bending; down 
over the stream gazed intently into the water. At last, having satisfied 
himself of the nature of the object, he turned round and hallooed to the con- 
stable to come to the spot Accordingly, with due deliberation, for Mastw 
Ooff moved bodily as well a» mentally as slowly as a tortoise, he arrived at 
the place, where, stooping down as the other had done, he stared at the wa- 
ter, but without perceiving any thing except the mere element with his own 
stolid countenance reflected on the surface. 

'^ Do you see any thins?" asked Tippy. 

" To be sure I do. I nave eyes in my head," and he winked at his own 
image. 

" It's the flap of a man's coat," said Tippy, in an under tone. 

"I know it," answered the constable, telling one of his habitual lies, 
" it 's a bottle-green one, with gill buttons." 

Unluckily for the speaker's assertion, a strong eddy of the current brought 
the skirt gradually towards the surface, provmg obviously that it was a 
black one^ It would, probably, have sunk down a|;ain before the constable 
had thought of the propriety of catching hold of it, had not Tippy threw 
himself on the ground and seized the cloth. 

" By the weight," said the latter, " there's a body to it" 

" That's just what I expected," said the constable, <* and between you 
and me, I have a notion who it is." 

"Who?" asked Tippy. 

''That's tellings," returned the constable, " some folks see fa; \her than 
otlier folks," — a nod and a wink at once. " You '11 see when he 's pulled 
out." 

"Lend a hand, then," said Tippy ; and with some difficulty, they raised 
the body, and deposited it on the grass, by the side of the brook. 

" Poor fellow !" ejaculated Tippy, after a long look at the corpse, " what 
shall we do with him ?" 

" Stand him on his head, to be sure," said the consUble, " to run the 
water out — that 's the most reviving thing." 

" It might have revived him two or three days ago," said Tippy. 

" Ay, three days, or three and a half— that's just my own calculation," 
said the Constable; "any body may see that by his appearance— he's 
monstrous swelled, sure-/y " 

" Is it the man you mean ?" inquired Tippy. 

The constable nodded, " It's him, Tippy, and no mistake." 

"For my part," said Tippy, "his fiice is so swelled, and bnused, and 
battered, I should n't know him if he was my own bom brother." 

" Nobody said yon could," answered Master Goff; " some folks are slow 
at guess-work, but others ain't I know what I knows." 

^What's that ?" asked Tippy. 

**No matter — that's neither here nor there," answered the constable, 
Willi a succession of important little nods. " I '11 tell you what, Tippy, it 's 
lucky I 'm here — two heads is better than one." 

"Hadn't we better search his pockets ?" asked the sub, obseouiously 
wiUiuv to humour the foible of his superior, a course of conduct which he 
anticipated would lead toOofTs standing treat at the next publio-house, 
8—2 
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*' The very thing I was a going to propose,^ answered the constablo, ^^ if 
you had not seconded my motion.*' 

The sub did not reply, but proceeded to examine the pockets of the de- 
ceased, giving a verbal mventory of the articles as he proceeded — 

"Here's — no, there's nothm whatever in his leathers — yes there is, 
though — two bullets: left coat flap — a little book in print — called the 
Fiexy Glueen — right flap, a white cambric handkerchief marked — R. T. ; 
right hand waistcoat — a guinea — and a dollar, and a sixpence : left hand 
— a silver pencil case — a little key — name on the pencil case — tlaby 
Tyrrel ^" 

'' You do n't say so I" exclaimed the constable, snatching the implement 
from the other's hand, and poring at it long enough to have deciphered a 
Chaldee inscription. " Then all I can say is, there never was a worse day's 
work." 

"For poor Sir Mark — God help him !" said the sub, whose calling had 
not yet blunted all his better feelings. 

" That's very true j — but vou don't take, mun, you don't take," said 
the constable ; ** you do nH look at consequenees as I do — you 've no 
'cuteness. What I meant were this. You must sympathize w^th yourself.** 

'* As how, master?" 

" Ay, I knew you would ask me that !" said the Solomon, drawing him- 
self up, preparatory to givins his companion what he called a furbishing^.' 
" As I said afore, you never foresee nothing till it 's come to' pass. That 
ain't my way. But there's as much difference atween men as between 
calves and kittens — one 's bom with his eyes open and t* other aia't. I 
won't name names — it ain't your fault, it 's your natur ; but though I say 
it as should n't say it, I 'm quite the reverse. For my part, I roominate," — 
here he fixed his auU eyes in a stare upon vacancy. " I preponderate," — 
he put his forefinger to his forehead, — " and that's how I penetrate. For 
example, here's my thought at this present. A dead man isn't a 'live iin." 

** That's undisputable," said the sub. 

** Secondly. Drownding is n't hanging." 

" That's gospel," said the sub. 

" Thirdly. If there 's no trial ; there can't be r.o conviction." 

" I '11 take my 'davit on it," said the sub, again. 

*' That's lo^ic, then ; that's what I call knock-me-down," said the con- 
stable, with a triumphant stumping of his stick. <^ There you have it ; now 
you 've got my meaning as plain as a pikestaff, Tippy." 

" r think I can guess," answered the sub. " Yen mean the reward ; and 
sure enough, there's all our yellowboys ringing as bad as dumps." 

" My very words, if you 'a ^ve one time," said the constable. ** If you 
aak my opinion, we 're had. We're done, Tippy ; it's a bite. There 's 
amen to forty pound, that was as cocksure as if I had it here," — and he 
slapped his pocket. 

** And what 's to be done with the guinea and the sixpence ?" inquired 
the understraper. 

** And the dollar, Tippy?" added the constable, with a nod and a wink. 
" Why, we must keep 'em as a dividend, like. But mum for that." 

**Or somebody will be crying snacks," said the sub. "Yonder 's the 
keeper." 

" Just what I expected," said the constable, with a nod. " Hark, ye, 
Tip, don't you put in a svUable. Leave me to deal with him. He's a 
deep un, you'd be pump'd ary in a minute. It requires 'cuteness — I '11 be 
as sly as a fox — trust me for that j if I do n't hold my own with him, my 
name 's not GofT" 

" Suppose I put the book and the handkerchief back again," suggested 
the sub J " and let the keeper find 'em himself?" 
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^*I was coming to that by and by. Not amiss for you, though,'^ said tlie 
constable, with a patronizing air. So saying, iie stooped down and re« 
placed the artide he had taken into his own possession, in the pocket of the 
deceased, while the sub replaced the book and handkerchief. The keeper 
came up shortly afterwards. 

'^ Bless my heart, masters — here's a pitiful sight! ' 

*' You *re correct so far," said the constable, nodding, and folding his 
arms by way of making himself up for a furbishing. " Do you know who 
he is?" 

" Not an idea on it," answered Mat. " His face have been sadly mauled 
by the water varmint? and he be all swelled and bruised. Do you know 
htm yourself?" 

" Don 't I !" said Goif, smiling, and throwing a knowing wink at his assis- 
tant ** I smoked hira at the first sight But it 'a my office to sniff out 
people, felons and so forth ; and it 's your's only to find out game. I 'm 
reckoned a bit of a dab at it, too, ain't I, Tippy?" — to which Tippy as- 
sented with a nod. 

** Hold up, then," said the keeper, " and let 's see your point^ 

*' Yes, yes," said the constable, " when you *re in the dark, you all come 
tD me to strike a light I '11 hold a gallon o' beer you do n't name him in 
three tries." 

** No, no — it 's an unproper subject for betting on," said Old Mat, with 
a pious feeling towards the dead, that accorded with his character. " But 
I'll guess, however. Mayhaps it's George the saddler; and a bit of a 
poacher besides, to give un his due : folks do say he 'a a-missing since 
the flood." 

** Guess again." 

** MftyfaAp, then, it »s younp Tom the miller, for he 's a-missing too ?" 

*^ Miles off — you never shot randomer," and the constable shook his 
head. <* Now ^ou shall hear mine. Any body can ^ess at hap-hazard ; 
bat preponderating, and roominatin^, and digressing ts another thing. As 
for me, I always concur with myself, I call it comparing notes. I 've my 
own reasons; but putting this and that to«|ether, if that's any body's body, 
it 's the body of one as ought to have ended otherwise ;" and the speaker 
clapped his hand with a significant gesture under his lett ear. 

" What, Master Raby !" exclaimed the game-keeper, and he took a long 
^aze at the body from head to heel. ^ It nave a likely look enough. It's 
lust the sort of trim for such as him to go a-shooting in, half sportsman and 
half schollard. Them cords and gaiters are well enough, but the silk 
waistcoat, and that jaunty black coat 's any thing but the proper wear for 
bur stiff covers." 

** Say I told yon so," said the constable, with a knowing wink. " The 
toggery was the first thing I twigged. But I went by many more things 
besides.^ 
• " You searched him, mayhap?" said the game-keeper. 

" We were going to," said Tippy, when you came in sight. 
" " But, says I, do n't be precipitous," and the constable gave his fol- 
lower a reproving frown for his interference. " We '11 have t' other wit- 
ness, that's what I call prudence." 

Old Mat, without answering, went down on his knees, and proceeded 
forthwith to satisfy himself of the truth by searching the pockets. " Here 'a 
one of his marks for certain," he said, as he held up his little volume of 
Spenser: the handkerchief corroborated the conjecture; but the pencil- 
oase placed the identity beyond all doubt The old forester immediately 
rose up, but he was unable, for a moment, to give his thoughts utterance. 

**ThB wretched boyP he said, at length; "so he have been mnfully 
driven, after all, to make away with himsdf. But 1 always said he could 
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never abide it — hie days could never be lightsome ag^ with such a gmHy 
conscience. But he's dead, and that pays all ~ it be a thousand pities 
though he ever turned up. I can't fret for him, like the young Squire, for 
it *8 only a judgment come home to him ; but a father's a father, and if Sir 
Mark have a whole string left in his heart, here is the sight as will break itP* 

'< All these reflections have been made afore," said Gofl^ with a wave of 
his hand, for he was jealous of this interference with his performance as first 
fiddle. *< It 's time to act, that 's my principle ; talking do n't do like doin|r. 
When I *ve preponderated, I '11 give you directions." 

'*I'll tell you what," said Mat, apparently musing, "it wo nt do to go 
right on end to the HaU with it We '11 carry the body to tny lodge, and 
there we can send after a shell, while somebody goes and breaks the news, 
up at the house."" 

" Not a bad move," said the constable ; '* I had one to match. As for 
breaking it, that 's quite in my own line. I take it on myself. Some woukl 
come plump out witn the truth ; but that isn't my advice. For my part, I 
like to be mysterious, to be ofi'and on, as the saying is. I warrant I 'II b^ 
about the bush so, the Baronet sha' n't know what 1 'm driving at, any more 
tiian the man in tiie moon." 

*' Fall to work, then," said the foreeter ; *' we shall want a few boughs^ 
and an armful or two of fern to strew over." 

** Teach your grandmother !" ezdaimed the sel^suiBcient constable, with 
a nod and a wmk ; but he did not disdam, notwithstanding^ to imitate 
practically every movement of the old gamekeeper, bjr whose ezertions, 
principally, a rough litter was formed, similar to tnat which had been used 
for transporting the body of Ringwood. It was under a serener sky than 
in the former instance, that the bearers took up their melancholy burden ; 
as they progressed across the park, the deer sported around them, the hares 
chased each other in rings, the wood-pigeons wooed each other in the trees, 
and the squirrel gambolfed along the path, even as they had been bidde^ 
in a verse, by the gentle Raby, now ot touching import, in reference to h» 
own ungentle fate. 

Each furr'd or featheHd creature ! 
'. ^. Bnjoy, with me, this earth, 

Its life, its love, its mirth. 
And die the death ofnaktre I 

As soon as the corpse had been deposited at the ledge, Master Ghxff r*- 
paired to the Hall, to communicate the dismal tidings. His important 
oearing, and the nature of his office, procured him easy access to the Baro- 
net, whom he found sitting in the librar}[, in eager expectation of receiving 
Intelligence of his fugitive son. But this anxiety only retarded the disclo* 
sure : at every question the constable stopped and drew in his horns like a 
snail, so that the Baronet was fain to leave him with all bis tediouanesa to 
his own course, which be pursued with characteristic absurdity. Unlike 
the admirable overture to Der FIeyschuts^ which, with dreadful note of pre- 
paration, forewarns the startled auditor of impending horrors, the constable'a 
prelude did not contain one syllable anticipatory of the catastrophe it waa 
mtehded to announce. He begsii by a truism, that it is the nature of water 
to drown people, and, in illustration, he detailed the loss of Mrs. Worrall's 
sow and pigs by an irruption of the late flood, from which he wandered into 
a dissertation upon the advantages of knowing how to swim, and then canie 
tlie tragical stoiy of a village Leander, concluding with an original process 
for <' resuscitating the drowned." Such an exordium was little calculated 
to arm the hearer against a sentence which» like the eleotric^ '< Tu Marcel- 
Itts eris" of a ^roater orator, smote aa suddenly as sQvcjrelj. 
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*' There 's nothing mora dan^rous," said the obtuse reporter, " than to go 
over a bridge of a pitch dark night when it's washed away, and to my mind 
that was the case with poor master Raby !" 

. The efiect was such as to greatly minister to the conceit of the egotisti- 
cal speaker. He mistook the stillness and silence of Sir Mark for compo- 
sure and resignation, and lauded lumself accordingly, for he attributed all 
this apparent calmness to his able and considerate manner of broaching 
this new misery. But he found himself esre^riously deceived, when, after 
a long pause, the stunning result of so sudden a shock, the bereaved father 
rose suddenly up with the mien of a wounded lion, and addressed him with 
angrv gesture, and a terrible voice, deep, hollow, and broken. 

"Out of my sight I — vermin ! out oi my sight i you have mobbed him to 
death amongst ye ! Do n't tell me of broken orid^es — he was hunted and 
worried like a wild beast — and that made him rusk to his Maker. You ' ve 
pulled him down, body and soul — body and soul — and the curse of old 
Mark Tyrrel light on every one, great and small, that had a hand in it !*' 

The terrified constable awaited no fiirther dismissal, but sprang through 
the door and retreated along the passage with a celerity that increased as 
he heard the footstep of the Baronet b<£ind him : nor aid he feel quite safe 
till he arrived in the kitchen amongst the domestics, whom he threw into 
consternation by declaring, in a breath, that Raby was drowned, and Sir 
Marii had gone raving mad on the spot But the latter had no idea of pur- 
suit ; he ascended to the drawing-room, where the Squire was keeping his 
usual watch beude the dead bpdy of Rinffwood, which, under his direction, 
was now lying in a sort of state that had formerly been bestowed only on 
the heads of the Hall. For a minute or two, the father's presence was 
unnoticed ; such visits had frequently passed over without a word on either 
side ; but a vain attempt at articulation made the Squire look up at Sir 
Mark, who, with working features and labouring chest, still struggled for 
utterance, whilst his finger remained pointing at the corpse. By a violent 
efibrt, he at last mastered voice enough for a few syllables. 

" There is r~ another coming." 

A slight nod from the Squire intimated that he comprdiended the an- 
nouncement, which he received with less concern than surprise, for his feel- 
ings were more than ever absorbed and concentrated vrithin the narrow 
space occupied by Ringwood's coflin ; indeed every hour his exclusive af- 
fection seemed to become more intense as the day approached which was 
to separate him from even the mortal remains of nis favourite. Under 
this influence, such tidings grated on his ear and excited his peculiar jea- 
lousy. 

" Not Aer«," he said, " better in another room ** 

" No," answered Sir Mark, and the fatherly impulse gave him tempo- 
rary firmness, " they came of the same stock — they were brothers — 
there never was ill blood between them — and they shall lie side by side. 

The picture the last words conveyed overeame the speaker's fortitude. 

"Oh, Ned!" he exclaimed, in a choking voice, "two at once— two at 
once — " and the stron<r man bowed himself under his double affliction, and 
wept and sobbed like a little chUd. The Squire's heart was touched at the 
sight, but he offered no attempt at consolation, for he could find none in his 
own case. He merely averted his eye and fixed it on its old object, leav- 
ing the mourner to his sorrows without witness or restraint. The death ol 
Raby claimed little of the Squire's sympathy, but it caused some curiosity, 
and after the first burst of parental grief had subsided, he inquired in his 
abrupt manner how the event had taken place. ..... i. • 

"I fear, by his own act," answered Sir Mark, "the Almighty forgive 
him ! —But he was cruelly beset- if he had been the wild boaf they call 
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him ha would Imy^ tuoMd at bity : but be wa« more like a haie, poor Mow ! 
•n- fearful and gentle— ao he took to water and sunk." 

A sudden cryi and a bustle oYcHiead, intimated that the eril tidinni had 
Mached the ears of Mrs. Hamilton ; a sound that was superseded by the 
lonff doleftil wail of Tibbie Cam|>belt. However unapt to imbibe or follow 
^^sh BotieiM and iaahionsy the warm-hearted Scotchwoman was keenly 
alive to those kindly feeUnss which beloosto our common nature, and her 
adoption and domicile at Tylney Hall had besot almost a clannish attach- 
ment to the family and its fortunes. Besides her devotion to her mistress^ 
■he had learned to reverence Sir Mark, and to take pride in his two bonny 
sons ; and in her coronach for the untimely (ate of the hopes of the house 
of Tyrrel, there mingled some national notes wlHch, perhaps, belonged in 
etrictnesa to the race of MacCallum More^ ^^ 

TheCreole« meanwhile, was abroad, engaged in earnest colloquy with 
his foster-mother, who had waylaid him in his ride. He had barea before 
her the whole secrets of his bosom — his hopes, his fears, his schemes, his 
wishes, his missvings, and his scruples, the last of which Marguerite 
treated with inemible contempt 

** He who fears to confront death," she said, <*t8 unfit to live. Too 
shudder at a hitle blood — you shrink at the extinction of a sinde life ; 
and yet, at your unolO's bidding, you were to enter the army ! Call it glory, — 
and your hand was prepared to slay, till it matched the scarlet of your coat 
— to rise from comet to captain, from colonel to general, you would wade 
knee-deep in ^ore— but to become Sir Walter Tyrrel, with a revenue equal 
to- raising regunents of your own, you objed to a blow that is not even to 
come from, your own hand ! Should Raby return, Rinswood has been 
hated and Grace Rivers has been loved in vain. The stroke that removes 
him will only anticipate the law, it will be attributed to his own act— but I 
am waatine words, you shall be Sir Walter Tvrrel in spite of yourself. 
Ferhaps, whib I speak, there remains but one bar between my prophecy 
and its fulfilment 1^ 

They parted as usual, Marguerite indulging in an unrequited embrace, 
and St Kitte returned to the Hall to find the prediction of his foster-mother 
litesaEy come to pass. The two brothere who had stood between him and. 
the psomised inheritance were turned to clay, and the father heart-broken, 
and doomed to death, grieved over them as they lay side by side in their 
coffins. 

The second catastrophe was known as rapidly and universally as the 
first, and the public opinion underwent a remarkable change. Every hareh 
word was retracted, every rash judgment repented. All the courteous gra- 
cious kindliness of the gentle Raby, all his good actions and generous deeds, 
were charitably recalled, and instead of a monster he became a martyr. 
No one talked any longer of the atrocious fratricide, but all tongues were 
eloquent on the bereaved condition of Sir Mark Tyrrel, deprived accident- 
ally of two such incomparable sons. 

Ax Hawksley, as poor Grace had predicted, this remorseful reaction of 
feeling occasioned peculiar anguish. The inflexible Justice had relented, 
he had ooade an important sacrifice for the sake of his only beloved daugh- 
ter, but it bad been done too late. The surviving son of his oldest friend 
had sunk under a general pereecutton, of which he could not acquit himself, 
and in requital he saw his own child smitten with sudden decay, robbed of 
her youth, faded and withering 


Like a palm, 

Out by an Indian for its juicy balm. 

• Thiis ended all speculation on the guilt or innocence of Raby Tyrrel; A 
fresh jury was hastily summoned, as the case demanded, and tjhe coroner 


woft agtin in requisition. The second Inquest oocupied even less tione than 
the firsts and a verdict of " Found Drowned" was recorded, thereby avoid* 
ine the disgusting formulae of lour cross roads and a stake through the 
b(Kly, a custom which is happily now ''more honoured in the brjeacnthan 
the observance.'* By this decision, the body was allowed to be deposited 
in the family vault, whither, on the morrow, the kiayired corpses were com 
veyed, attended by an unusual concourse of persons of all ranks ; and on 
the following Sunday, the funeral sermon was preached by Doctor Cobfa» 
taking for his text, at the especial request of Sir Mark, the- beautifiil and 
aflecting words of the lamentaUon' of David, — 

" Saul and Jonathan were lovely and pleasant in their lives, and in their 
deaths they were not divided." 


CHAPTER XXXEX. 

I pray thee cease thy counsel, 

which, falls into mine ears as profitless 

Afl water in a sieve ; give rae not counsel. 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 

Much Ado about Nothiho. 

There's nothing that I cast my eyes upon 
But shows both rich and admirable ; aJl the rooms 
Are hang as if a princess were to dwell he^e ; 
The gardens, orchards, every thing so curious ! 
la all that plate your own too ? 

Rni.i: A Wife and have a Wife. 

The funeral da^ was at an end, with all its gloomy mockeries and dreasy 
vanities. The friends or professed friends of the family had all departed 
except the Squire, and Mr. and Mrs. Twig^, whose carriage was at the 
door : the two latter were screwing up their faces to the proper doloraus 
expression for a farewell when the Squire entered the room. He had his 
hat on, and the little black terrier was under his arm. He walked straight 
up to the Baronet, and addressed him in an under tone. 

** Don't want Nip?" 

" Take him," answered Sir Mark. 

They shook hands silently and slowly, during which proceM Ned fixed 
his one eve intently on the altered face of his old friend. 

'* Holdf up," he said, and, with these two syllables, he wheeled abruptly 
round and aeparted, without taking the least notice of any one else in the 
room. 

It was now the Twiggs' turn, and th^ had evidently made up their minds 
to take a more elaborate leave than poor Ned's. The master of the Hive 
. walked gravely up to Sir Mark, whilst the mistress applied herself to the 
sister. 

^'My dear, dear Mrs. Hamilton," she said, ''you must rouse. Don't 
take on, pray don't; you mus'n't sit and mope — there's nothing worse 
for the spirits. You must employ your mind. 1 remember, when my own 
poor mother died I could n't find comfort in any thing till I took to polisb- 
tns a mahogany table." 

" She is quite right," said Twi^g, to the broiher, ia the- same serious a& 
fectionate tone. "My dear Sir Mark Tyrsel^ Baronet, don't encourage 
srieving with idleness. Activity's ^e thing ; sitting witk your hands be* 
fore you won't do. You must bustle it off. Q^ rorougb your a co om i ft i 
wiUi your steward. Look aAer your property." 
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** You must jaunt about,*' nid Mn. Twigg to the lady, <<and pay viaits. 
Qo among all your friends — I need n*t name the Hive. Go every where 
— ^ gad alMUt — the more the better — and by and by you 'U pick up again: 
Diaperae yourself as much as you can." 

'* You must hunt away," said Twige, to the Baronet ; "you mus' n't aive 
up any of your sportings. They '11 help to work it ofd If I was you, where 
I hunted one fox afore, I'd hunt two or three at once. That's the way, 
says jrou, to git rid of trouble." 

"Living low," said Mrs. Twigg, " is quite a mistake — it always pro- 
duces lowness. Appetite's every thing; force yourself to eat; humour 
▼our stomach, — no matter how trifling. Get cook to toss you up every 
hour in the daVt — & little and often." 

I' Take a gtass extra," exhorted Twigg ; "grief sometimes gives way to 
a little convivialitv." 

"Nobody can fret long upon nothing," continued Mrs. Twigg ; "good 
porter is very supporting. Taking care of ourselves for our own sakes is a 
duty to others. If you catch yourself thinking of your two nevies — have 
a sweet-bread." 

" You must forget every thing," said Twigg. " You 've lost both your 
sons in a very shocking way — and you've no heir of your own to your 
property. There's three gone within a very few years — the Colonel, and 
Ringwood, and Raby — but you'd be wrong in recallrn^^ • you must think 
of then^ and picture them to yourself, just as if they had never been bom." 

" Take my advice," said Mrs. T wi^, " do n't pine, but have a good hearty 
cry — it's the most relieving thing m the worla next to a skreek. Cany 
salts about you to sniflTat, and always have water handy in case your head 'a 
inclined to swim." 

The suffering patients listened to these various prescriptions in silence, 
Math sivhs and shakes of the head ; but the officious couple now made an 
offer apiece which extorted immediate and earnest answers. 

"There's nothing worse," said Mrs. Twigs, "than solitude and loneli- 
ness, except its darkness. Burn a rushlight But solitude 's bad too ; you 
mus'n't keep yourself to yourself. You want somebody to stir you up. 
The mora gossipy and rackety tiie better — family duties won't allow my 
own coming to stay with you, but there's nothing of the sort to preverTt 
'Tilda—she'll be a prop." 

" Oh, no," answered Mrs. Hamilton, eagerly, " not for the world, you 
mus' n't think of it." 

'^Yea, you'll feel a great change," said Twigg to the Baronet ; "death 
makes gaps in families that can't oe filled up ; you '11 miss 'em siully when 
it comes to being alone. It's a black time o* the year for the business — 
and if my son, T., junior, would be society for a bit, let him come, says 
you — and he's down by return of post" 

" No, no, no," said the Baronet, decidedly ; " I 'm obliged all the same, 
but Kate and I must comfort one another, the rest must come from above." 

" True^" answered Twi^g, *< religion will be a standing article, of course 
— and Htm who tempers the lambs to the shorn sheep — -I know what you 
mean, says you, though it's not quite the words. God bless you, Sir MLark 
Tyrrel, Baronet," — and they shook hands. 

"God bless Vou, my dear," echoed Mrs. Twigg, contriving by a little 
jump to kiss Mrs. Hamilton, "I 'II come and console as often as I can ;" 
and the two comforters departed, perfectly persuaded that they had light- 
ened the inmates of the house of mourning of a load of grief. 

It was not till the carriage had rolled out of the avenue into the high road, 
beyond the domains of the Hall, that the ambitious couple ventured to 
communicate to each othei the mutual tlioughts that had occupied them 
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during the day. Twigff then opened his mind cautioasly, and the follow- 
ing colloquy ensned in the dark. 

" Well, my dear, did you go all over the Hall !'» 

" I did, my dear, every room in it" 

" Well ?" 

" All very good and substantial, — and most delightfbl bed-rooms ; but 
there's a want goes all through the house." 

** And what's that, madam ?" 

" Cupboards," responded Mrs. Twigg, to whose ideas the greatest merit 
oi a dwelling-house was that of a mercHnt-ship, namely, " extensive stow* 
age." 

^* Cupboards be handed ! Did you see the cellars ?** 

" No, my dear, but Idid the butler's pantry." 

"Well?" 

" There 's mines, Mr. T. ! Heaps upon heaps of gold and silver plate ; 
not all filigree and open work, but solid and massy. Such waiters ! such 
cups ! such dishes! — But there's one thing awkward." 

" What's that, madam ?" 

" Why they've all got stags' heads on 'era, and ours is a bee." 

" Fiddlesticks, madam." 

'' To be sure, all that may be altered and eradicated to match. We can 
turn the bees into little deers.'^ 

" If you please, madam, you'll keep your fool's tongue in your head. It 
aint as if we were in possession. I would n't do any thing nndelicate or- 
premature, except between ourselves." 

"To be sure not, Mr. Twigg ; but our two speculations can't hurt any 
one's feelings while they are kept primitive to ourselves. There's no harm, 
I hope, in saying one prefers the Hall to the Hive ?" 

" 1 '11 tell you what, madam, if the Hall comes to me in course of law, 1 
should n't decline. But if not, a man of my property, says you, can do wiU>< 
out it" 

'< It must be owned, Mr. T., as yet it's only hearsay about Mr. Walter 
Tyrrel's being lawfully unbegotten in wedlock. We've no one's words 
for it but our son's, that he heard the young Squire Ringwood call him a 
bastard. Not that the Hall, as you say, is exactly what one would wish. 
The drawing-room is too far removed from the servants : you'd never know 
what's going on in the kitchen." 

**D — n it, madam, I tell you we ain't come in yet ; but that's always 
your way, blab, blab, blab, — Sir Mark ain't dead yet" 

''No, but he's as good — and so as one don't shorten him, there's no 
harm in sayin' he'd live a while longer if he'd give more vent — but he sets 
in to it, and he 'II be gone before the fall of the leaf. What's the she to Ba» 
ronet, if^on come into the title ?" 

This important question obtained no answer ; not that Twig^ was gone 
to sleep, for he was wide awake to his own interest and importance, but he 
happened to be absorbed in a double calculation of the chance of succeed- 
ing to the Justiceship, which Mr. Rivers wished to resign, and the expense 
of standing for the county, — an honour Sir Mark Tyrrel had always de- 
clined. His partner knew better than to disturb him at such moments by 
repetitions, and the rest of the ride passed in silence. The reader will easily 
conceive, from the foregoing dialogue, that the sympathy of the TwigflS 
with the sorrows of the day had not been without alleviation ; indeed the 
drift of some injudicious remarks and questions on the part of the lady, had 
been detected by the suspicious vimlance of St. Kitts. For instance, she 
eondoled with him on tlie sad shock to his uncle, who could not possibly 
live over it, — and what a loss it would be to himself — especially as he 
was a sort of orphan : and then she made some very particular inquiaes 
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about hia mother. She lioped, in conclusion, his uncle would do something 
for him — ahc meant something certain, as nobody knew who mi^ht start 
up for the estates. She had heard a talk, she said, of buying him a com- 
mission in the army, and, as a friend, she*d advise him, under present pre- 
carious circumstances, to get it settled as soon as he could. It was very 
hard parents' sins should come upon their children — but so it was. The 
Creole winced under her words : a new thorn of no common magnitude 
was planted in his side, and added its pangs to that retributive accumula- 
tion of tormenting doubts and fears which inevitably attends on a course 
of crime. 

The pro^ostic of Mrs. Twi^g seemed too likely to be verified. The 
health of Sir Mark rapidly dechned, partly in consequence of his abandon- 
ment of all his accustomed field-sports, nay, his daily rides even were dis- 
continued. Such an extreme change in his habits would alone have seri- 
ously aflfected his constitution, if it had not been broken down by the access 
of violent grief and the subsequent preying of his mind upon itself, for he 
had suffered intensely though silently. The effect was that of premature 
old age ; he lost his vigour and activity, his appetite and his sleep, s^p- 
toms beyond the i>ower of medicine to remove, although, in compliance 
with his sister's wish, he placed himself under the care of Dr. Bellamy. 
But the wound was incurable, and he knew it, and he prepared himself to 
meet his end with the manly composure that belonged to his character. He 
oonsiderately made all his worldly arrangements, which were marked by 
his usual benevolence and rectitude, and Uienceforward his earthly thoughts 
rested chiefly on the Creole ^ to whom, as his heir and successor, he gave 
much excellent advice for his future guidajice. In this mood, he one day 
desired the company of St Kitts to the kennel, in order to bestow on him 
the fruits of his own experience as a master of hounds. But he had miscal- 
culated his own strength ; after turning the key he retreated from the door 
with a bewildered look. 

'' I cannot," he said, '' I dare not — every hound that knows me knew 
Aim. 7--*But mind what I sajr, look to 'em now and then with your own eyes 
— Dick is one of the trustiest, but we none of us perform the worse for 
beine overlooked " 

" My dear uncle," said the Creole ; " I hope the day is far, far distant, 
when tiiey will want my inspection." 

** No, Walter no," — said the Baronet ; " I 'm as good as run into — it *» 
a sign I'm sinking, that my sorrows are so mute — I can't help talking in 
the style, but I 've done with hounds and hunting altogether. One more 
halloo, and you have heard my last" — 

So saying, he gave a weak and wavering crv, as different from his old 
jovial shout in the field, as the utterance of a gliost might be supposed in 
com^rison with the living voice — all his bodily energies were extinct. 

'* There," he said, <'do you think hounds would be cheered by such a 
Bound as that? My own dogs don't answer to it — except one — and do 
ye know which it was that opened ?" 

The Creole knew well, but he was silent. 

<*It was Deathbell, boy, old Deathbell," said the Baronet; ''one of 
Warde's deep tolling breed. It 's may be a warning, but I do n't flinch at 
it, he winds nothing more than I do myself. My head runs all one line, 
and that 's to where all my hopes are gone to earth. If you would know 
where to have me, you must make a cast towards Tylney Church." 

" My dearest uncle," said the Creole, " for the sake of those who sur- 
vive, you ought not to despond. Time is a cure for all griefs, and the 
many years 1 hope you have yet to see " 

** One will be enough for me," answered the Baronet, ''and that is in its 
wane ; I 'm on my last legs. From this day forward, St. Kitts, look on the 


TTLNET HALL. 9S6 

pack as your own, keep 'em up as a master should, for the sake of the 
county and the old family name. Be pleasant to the farmers, and ware 
wheat ; mind and preserve hospitality. You Ul find a cellar well stocked. 
Bn the old Elnglish gentleman, and that says every thing." 

" This is too painful," said the Creole; "every word wrings my heart." 
'* Keep on all my servants," continued the Baronet, without attending to 
the other's exclamation ; " do'nt (>art with one of them : they belong to a 
good old breed that, if I 'm not mistaken, is wearing out. Not so showy 
and flourishing may be, but stanch and steady to their work. Stand up for 
Church and King, and be kind to }[our aunt — poor Kate !" 

" Alas !" said the Creole, " this is dreadful, every word is a ftirewell." 
" Above all," concluded the Baronet, and he gave every word a distinct 
emphasis ; " remember, Raby was innocent They say a man on the bor- 
ders of the other world sees clearer than common, and that is my solemn 
view of it Keep up the good name of the Tyrrels as well as the estates, 
and never abide a blot upon the 'scutcheon, or a mortgage upon the land." 
These were almost the last words of the ^ood Baronet The next 
morning he was found in his bed, stiff and cold, m an attitude that showed 
he had been towering towards Heaven, as the wounded bird does, before he 
died. The marble hands were piously joined like those of a Christian knight 
on an pld monument ; and if death be but a sleep, according to Hamlet, 
implying good or evil dreams, to judge by the placid countenance, the de- 

fiarted spirit had rejoined its dearest objects in that happy world, where 
ove is as vital an element as the atmosphere we breathe m this. 

Thus fell the head of this devoted house ; the last main obstacle that had 
interposed between the Creole and his guilty object. In some minds such 
a consummation would almost incur a denial, or, at least, a doubting, of 
Providence, looking at the inequality of the dispensation. But poetical 
justice is one of the merest fictions ; and consists, as the term imports, 
rather with Utopian views than with the real rugged course of human life. 
To place Virtue or Vice in one scale, and an adequate portion of Good or 
Evil, as reward and punishment in the other, may proauce food meet for 
babes ; but the picture has little reference to the true course of events in 
this variegated world, where the base and bad rejoice and revel daily in the 
high places, whilst excellence mourns in the dust. Honesty begs for bread, 
and knavery prospers, adding houses to houses, and land to land. The 
just suffer, whilst the unjust judge in ermine. Folly rules, and wisdom 
pines unheard. Vanity is caressed at the expense of'^gcnius, — and sane- 
timonious hypocrisy tramples on humble piety. The mortal balance, in- 
deed, preponderates in favour of the wicked. It follows necessarily, that 
the unscrupulous man, who justifies all means by the end, and rejects nei- 
ther fraud nor cruelty when tney conduce to his purpose, must arrive more 
f.equently, and by a shorter path, at his object, than the conscientious one 
ivhi) will not strain a principle or deviate one step from the line of rectitude. 
Thus wealth, power, and worldly honour, are apt to become the prizes of 
the crafty and the violent, the corrupt and the depraved ; the swindler, the 
perjurer, and the tamperer with blood. Hence, such anomalous awards as 
the traitor's death to the patriot, the felo.i's imprisonment to the honest 
debtor, and persecution and poverty to a benefactor of mankind. The 
child, however, is taught by his copy-book that ^'Virtue is its own Reward," 
and every volume in his juvenile library not only inculcates the same prin- 
ciple, but holds out a direct promise of an equitable adjustment in this 
world, which is only to be looked for in anotner : an absurd system, by 
which, instead of bemg forearmed and forewarned by a practical prospect 
of the trials to come, the good boy grows up a good man, and is astonished 
and disgusted to find himself, instead of being even a silver-^ilt Whitting- 
ton, a contemned object, walking the world barefoot and penniless, with the 
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revrard of Virtue hanoing upon his neck, in the likenes> of one of those tin 
or pewter medals of merit that used to decorate him at his academy. Tlus 
is an evilin our literature that demands correction: as our preparatory 
schooling is chiefly derived from the writing and the teaching of thefemate 
sex, it would be well if the schoolmistress would go abroad with the school- 
master, and pick up some principle of conduct Tor youth, superior to die 
servile, selfisn one of the puppy, who is conscious of the breaker behind 
bis heels, with a dog-whip in one hand, and a piece of liver in the other. 
Events sometimes crowd so closely upon each other's heels, that the pen 
of the historian must adopt a similar pace. Briefly then, the tomb again 
yawned} and again it closed, having m one short month, received three 
kindred corses, and the Creole found himself invested with the title of 
Baronet, and in possession of the vast estates of Tylney Hall. He did not 
enjoy this accession undisturbed. The Twinge, as he had foreseen, came 
forward and disputed the validity of his claim ; but a perusal of the will, 
and the marriage certificate of Colonel Tyrrel with Indiana Thurot, ef- 
fectually dissipated the hopes of the E^-Sherifl^ who abruptly departed with 
his helpmate, venting execrations in the bitterness of their deteat on the 
innocent mansion they had coveted, the lady loudly declaring, as she stc^ 
ped from tibe threshold, that she would never — never — nevcx set foot in its 
odiotis doors any more. 

With something of a kindred resolution, Mrs. Hamilton left the Hall 
shortly after the funeral, with the ostensible purpose of residing for a while 
at Hawksley, for the sake of the companionship of her adopted daughter, 
Grace Rivers, but 'in reality because she could not endure to remain an in- 
mate of the house since it became the property of her nephew. His ill- 
disguised exultation had not escaped her notice ; his dismissal of some of 
the oldest servants, contrary to his uncle's express injunction, excited her 
indignation ; and the haughty bearing he suadenly assumed, in striking 
contrast to his adulation of herself, seemed to justify the personal antipathy 4 

she had preconceived towards him. She even began to entertain vague 
suspicions with which she h&rdly dared to trust herself, and the frankness 
of her nature would not allow her to profess aflection where she felt dislike, 
or to pretend to confidence where she entertained nothing but jealousy and 
mistrust In spite, therefore, of the most urgent remonstrances and the 
warmest protestations from St Kitts, who represented himself as one who 
would be totally bereaved by her absence, she persisted in her course, and 
the wheels of tlie Justice's carriage, as they rolled away with her, became 
wheels of torture to the Creole, or, as he must now be called, Sir Walter. 
" There she goes, curse her," he muttered between his teeth, " to sow the 
seeds of her own infernal doubts and fancies in the mind of Grace : she 
hates me, I know she does, and my love in that quarter is as likely to thrive 
by her countenance as a peach under a north wall." 

To the Scotchwoman^ who accompanied her mistress, the change was 
equally desirable : educated in the serious and somewhat rigid religious 
principles of her country, she criticised with proportionate alarm the pro- 
eeedings of the new master of the house, who had gradually imbibed some 
of the skeptical notions of his foster-mother. As men are apt in such cases, 
he sought to reconcile himself to his infraction of the divine laws, by dis- 
puting their authority. Accordingly, to the great horror of Tibbie, he dis- 
continued the family devotions, in which, agreeable to old practice. Sir Mark 
and his domestics bad met and mingled in their petitions and thanksgivings 
to the throne of grace ; nor did Sir Walter, like his predecessor, attend 
punctually at the parish church on each sabbath, to join in the responses 
with sonorous emphasis, or receive the pastor's final benediction with a de- 
vout amen. In leaving such a house, the Scotchwoman conceived she was 
but opportunely flying from the wrath to come : from a roof that trembled 
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oyer her bead, walls that tottered round her, and chimneys that attracted the 
ligphtning of heaven. Others of the domestics adopted her views, though 
perhaps with more of temporal leaven, and gave warning. Amon^t others 
old Deborah, who, in spite of her age and her asthma, still breathed, if breath- 
ing it might be called, declared her determination of Ceavins a home where 
riie had been bom and bred. Like some other great men, the Creole found 
that he had acquired power without popularity. 

The Squire went a step, or rather a stride, beyond Mrs. Hamilton, in his 
disvustand his suspicions ; he would have been displeased with an angel for 
filhng a station which Ringwood ought to have occupied, but he had always 
regarded the Creole as in part a devil, and he now looked upon him and 
loathed him, as a fiend incarnate. He hated, as he had loved, exclusively. 
** with all his heart, with all his soul, and with all his strength." He would 
have hunted the wide world over for a rival heir, and he would have sup- 
ported a plausible claim to the utmost extent of his purse ; and in this ob- 
ject he was soon gratified. ^ Some manuscript verses on the death of Ring- 
wood had been privately circulated amongst the gentry of the neigbour- 
hood ; but whilst every body admired the exquisite tenderness of the 
sentiment, the novelty and the beauty of the imagery, and the fine Miltonic 
flow and harmony of the versification, few cared to inquire earnestly into the 
authorship. But it was otherwise with Squire Ned ; the subject rendered it 
to him a prize poem of all that had ever been written since Homer, and 
with that unwearied dogged pertinacity of purpose which distinguished him, 
he tasked himself to discover the writer, and by dint of sagacity and per- 
severance, he at last traced the production to that ragged troubadour "Tom 
in Tatters.*' The vagabond minstrel was immediately asked to the Cottage, 
an invitation which was several times declined ^ and it was only by a stra- 
tagem at last that the Squire obtained an interview with the eccentric poet. 
The latter, when taxed with the composition of the elegy, frankly admitted 
it, and confessed his gratification that it proved so acceptable to the feeling 
of one whose devoted attachment to the subject of the lament was so uni- 
versally acknowledged. Beyond this avowal, the Squire could obtain no 
information from his guest, whose superior manners and polished diction, 
nevertheless, evinced a marvellous discrepancy between his private charac- 
ter and his public habits. The tattered one, however, sedulously avoided 
any allusion to his former life or his eariier pursuits ; and it was only after 
several botdes of Madeira had been broached, and when the treacherous 

Eropensity to drink had betrayed the stranger beyond his self-command, that 
e entered upon his own history. He had been educated, he said, at the 
University, but some Bacchanalian orgies with a party in low life, which he 
had entered into with a view to the study of human nature,, had led to his 
disgraceful expulsion from college. It had, unfortunatelyj escaped his recol* 
lection that such classes were not comprised in the course of humanity pre- 
scribed by Alma Mater, who accordingly cast him from her bosom, branded 
as a reprobate son, that she rejected for ever. The tears streamed down 
his cheeks during the recital, but his sighs amounted almost to groans, as 
he described the progress of his subsequent aegradation. 

" And now here I am," he concluded ; " I was ranked with beasts, and 
1 have degenerated to suit their classification. I am as they described me, 
genius ana species, a sot — a vagabond — an abject dependant — a disgrace 
to society — a burden to others and to myself. I dreamed once I was des- 
tined for better things ; but the best I now hope is, at the first fine holyday 
the schoolboys will go shouting and capering after the pauper funeral of 
•Tom in Tatters.'" 

With these words the unfortunate student jumped hastily up, intending 
to make a precipitate retreat, but he happened to be in Ned's panoramic 
parlour, and he could not discover the door ; he had no remedy, therefore, 
8—3 
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bat ta awiit the S^r^f pleasura^ who by hb odd, yet faonott tiMf hsMff 
eipretuoni of lyiiipathy) at last prevailed ypon the poor fe^ow to com p ow e 
himseli. They resumed their drinking, and towarde midnight, in th9 
warmth of bis heart, the outcast communicated to his new friend, that Im 
watf a descendant of the old intimate of Ned, Sir Theophilus Tyirei, wlw 
had been "cleaned out upon the tuif.^ The amiocmeement upset all tbt 
Squire's recent apathy towards the human race : he imnped np» and ao» 
tually hugged his infinrmant, at some risk to his dilapidated garments ; for, 
fike the bereaved Maodui^ he thought he had fomra the Malcolm under 
whoee banner he was to do Tengeance on the bloody Thane. The night 
was passed in questions and mutoal deliberation, and the morning saw th* 
Sduire, mounted upon Barney, on his way to the Hall, in order to ^ire Sir 
Walter the nuts to creek whidi he had gathered fixm the genealogical tre» 
«r «< Ton in Tattefs." 


CHAPTER XL. 

Ck»me hither, boy, corns hither fo «f utat t 
Rare I not plotted rarely ? Nay, how'e this > 
Tou etare alTrighted at the touch of joy, 
As if H were the worat, extreraeet wo. 
iVo woid, no eound, no Mir, not eT*D, aisi ! 
A amile to tell me, " Mother, I aie gladr** 

RozAsa. 

¥' in this exile daric and drear 
o which my fsie has doomed me eow, 
I should unnoticed die — what tear. 
What tear of sympathy, will flow t 

For I have sought an exile's wo, i 

And fashton'd mv own misery s I 

Who then will pity me ? 

SrAinsB RoMAiroMw 

Ahohust the many causes of disquietude which beset the mind of the 
new Baronet were two of peculiar interest and importance^ namely, an m!- 
usual absence of his foster-mother, and the total silence of Woodley. In 
epite of his numerous rides and walks for the purpose, he had never been 
able to meet with Marguerite since the intenriew wnich preceded the disco** 
very of the drowned body of his kinsman, and her peremptory and repeated 
injunctions deteired him from availing himself of the secret of her lonely 
abode. She ought naturally to have come forward with hex congratulations 
to him on the success of her predictions ; and with his anxious tempera- 
ment, to doubt was to fear, and every delay seemed a new dan^r. On the 
other hand, although the fate of Raby had become a certainty, he could_ not 
help wondering that his correspondent in St James's Street Ind not written 
to inform him of the non-arrival of the intended victim. But the reason of 
the omission was furnished to him from an unexpected source. t 

As he sat at breakfast, carelessly glanctns over the columns of a mor- 
ning journal, his eye was suddenly attracted by the words, " Fatal Duel — 
death of Peter Woodley, Elsq. ;" and a few following lines informed him, 
that the gentleman in question had been run through the bodv at a hostile 
meeting, which originated in a dispute at dice. The paper dropped from 
his hand, and a cold shiver ran through his frame, as he learned tne sudden 
cutting off of his companion in former villanies : without knowing whjr, 
he associated the catastrophe with a secret misgiving, that his own ejat 
would be of a violent nature ; and the presentiment to which the paragraph 
gave birth, from that hour never deserted him. He was still labouring 
under the agitation which the tragical news had excited, when the Squire 
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WM iBiioiuiced, and the personage who entered, and the unusual eady 
liour of the Yiait, contributed to his discomposure. In fact, he ■tammered 
■0 in his welcome, that he fdt compelled to apoloj^ze. 

^ I got up a little out of sorts," he said, ** with my nerves unsettled } 
and they have just been still farthei diaturbed by reading in the paper the 
(all of an old college chum in a duel." 

** Woedley, ehl" said the Squire, who had perused the same journal; 
^served him light; — got punished for cogging: — know the fellow that 
eetlled him." 

'* It's a deplorable case," said the Creole, '< in all its bearings: but gam* 
Uer, as I beheve he was» one must be shocked at his being called to his 
account so unexpectedly." 

^Nobody doubts," answered the Squire. '' When the devil dies he'U 
liave a chief mourner.** 

" Mr. Somerville," answered the Creole, as calmly as he could, " I can 
allow for your known ascetic temper, or such an ezpression wWd excite 
ny serious displeasure. But I have observed with regret a kind of per> 
•emd pique towards me in particulai^ uoeonsciows as I am of any intentional 
cause or oiience, ever since the lamentable death of ■•" 

"Hold hard!" exclaimed the Squire; ^*don^t name him; — come to 
that by and by!" and the speaker was evidently sui^Messing passions 
whieh might have, prompted him to seme act of viofenoe. But he mastered 
theimpniae, and cemraenced an address, oontraiy to his usuai ttyle, in a 
deep^ deliberate tone, without clipping off the pronouns. 

** You are now Sir Walter Tyrrel, and the landlord of haif the parish. 
It was a great stake, and you stood upon a lucky horse when you baoked 
Ae black one with a long tad and a bead full of feathers. But perhaps you am 
Bci ao faift « the eaddle as you think ; and I have get a stiff lence or two 
ler yeu to get over. A ohange may come. Here you are in high keep at 
rack and manger ; but you may find yourself eome day turned out to grass 
like Brown Bastard." 

** I understand your last allusion, sir," said Ae Creole, his lip* quivering 
«4fh passion, ** aiid it points out to me the drift of your discourse. I prfi^ 
annie the queelion of ray le|^imacy is to be ngain agitated f^ 

*'■ Ri^t — JQ% Vc hit en it," anawered the Squire | **mo pve tongue at 
^ee, and Vu haik to you.* 

« I should have thought," answeved Sir Walter, ** fhait «he decision Mr« 
Twigg came to would have satii^ed every one upon the point you have 
«ome, I muet say unnecessarily, to discuss. I nught reasonably uijge the 
Hsinful nature of the siri>ject as an excose for declining to enter into it 
afresh : but, in consideration of your standing as a friend of the family, I 
flhall make no objection to your eeein^ the dooiments." 

** liet I," answered the S(|uire, hastil^r, and fitlUng into his old manner ; 
^ can't judge — out of my line-^ fi»rgeries may be." 

The ureme winced, for the words had struck upon one of Ins own mis- 
givings ; but be strusded to mainttain bis composure, ai|d addressed the 
Squire with an air of lofty indifierenee. 

^ May I presmne to ask, air, on whose behalf you awao much interested 
ais to fbiget the ordinary rules of good manners t" 

^'Manners will mend,** answOTed Ned shaiplT; ^'wish some mattera 
oould be mended too. Mayhap yon haye heard or Tom Tatters ?" 

A scornful laugh burst from Sir Walter at the idea of the rugged itino- 
ffavt letting up m a candidate for the hereditary honours and possessions 
of the house of Turret, and he reeeiyed with a sneer ef pity the paper that 
was tendered to him, wherein the Squire had traced with his own hand a 
sort of tne in illustration <n the pedigree of his protegee. It was, how- 
over, made<Mit with so much of the phraaeoiogy or the etud-book — Dam, 
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Somebody ; Grandam, Somebodjr else ; by Such-arone out of So-and-«o 
— tliat the Creole was some time in pickino^ out its meaning. 

" All plain enough," said Ned, jealous of the character of his perform- 
ance; ** do D*t want spellinjv over: first, old Theophiius; then two sons, 
Theodore and Tiroothv. Twigg comes from Timothy, and tattered Torn 
Irom Theodore, the eldest branch." 

" I will grant you all your branches and Twiggs to boot," answered 
Sir Walter, coolly. ** But now condescend to view the other side of the 
tree. Listen : Rupert was the elder brother of Theophiius. From Ru- 
pert, Mark ; and my father was Sir Mark's only brother " 

** There, puU up," said Ned. ** Remember the bend sinister ; — might 
be the wrong side of the blanket" 

" That question, if you would be so rash as to moot it, must be tried at 
law," answered Sir Walter, contemptuously ; and, with an insolent parade 
of his toothpick, he rose from the table, and sauntered to the window. 

The Squire's one eye glistened tike a red-hot coal. '* Law, eh 1" he 
said: "civil or criminal? or, mayhap, both at once? — Soon see. Good 
hjfe la Sir WaUerP* he added significantly, as he reached the door, which, 
alter a long witherins frown, tike that of Byron's Corsair, he closed be- 
hind him with a sud&n slam. 

The Creole, m spite of his affected indiflference, was ill at ease : tlie de- 
termined inveterate character of the Squire assured him that the new claim, 
however preposterous and unfounded, would be brought forward, and pro- 
secuted with all possible pertinacity, necessarily involving a heavy ex- 
pense, and an infinite deal of personal trouble, annoyance, and mortifi- 
cation. 

• " That maimed paw is lucky fat him," he muttered. " If he could hold 
a sword, I might try mv skill at fence on him ; and it ooiild not be fleshed 
to better purpose. Bullets are out of tiie question: he's a candle-snufler 
with the pistol in his left hand." 

He was absorbed in a calculation of the probable steps that would be 
taken by the tattered candidate and 1^ patron, and devismg some scheme 
for avoiding the public spectacle of so ridiculous a contest, when a servant 
presented a little billet to his hand, the thrilling contents of which instantly 
banished the recent occurrence from his thoughts. There were only two 
words in it ; but those words were " Hennessey's Hut" His hand was 
at the bell-rope to order his horse, when he recollected that the hut referred 
to was situated in an intricate wood, of difficult access even on foot. Ui>- 
luduly, it lay between the Hall and HoUinston ; and, in spite of his in^ 
tense impatience, he was compelled to delay his departure, for fear of being 
observed and followed by the suspicious Squire, whose road lay in the same 
direction. As soon as prudence allowed, he set out, at the pace of a pe- 
destrian in training for a match against time ; and, in a comparatively 
short space, he found himself on the verse of the dense wood which enve- 
loped his foster-mother's retreat Nobody but a man impelled by as strong 
a motive, or an ardent sportsman, would have straggled far into such a 
wilderness ; — path there was tittle or none ; it had oeen so overgrown by 
briers — so interlaced, that the passage was slow and painful. In some 
places the trees arched overhead, to an almost utter exclusion of the li^ht 
of day ; in others they started asunder, and sufiered the sunbeam to visit 
the damp earth, that smelt noisomely of the rotting or rotted leaves of past 
seasons. The Creole's hands were filled with thorns, from eagerly tearing 
asunder the obstacles to his progress ; and he was dabbled up to the waist 
by the wet underwood through which he rushed, while the features of the 
place became more savage and dreary as he approached the dwelling sup- 
posed to be haunted by the spirii, of the murdered keeper. Several times 
ihe disturbed adder darted across the path, and the iron tolting of the raven 
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hnkt barahly and ominously upon the silence. The trees increased in 
MM, and wreathed iantaaticauy in more distorted attitudes^ whilst the huge 
snarled roots protruded here and there from the soil, like the bones of ante- 
«hi?ian monsters. No other woman than Mar/g^uerite could have selected 
ftoeh a dreary spot for her residence ; indeed, it seemed to acquire more 
tbao mascohne nerve and courage to contend with all its horrors, natural 
and soperetitious. The hot stood in a small open plot^ near the centre of 
Che wood ; it was a sort of log-house, like those in the back settlements 
«f North America, and had been constmcted at the whim of. a fanciful re- 
cuse, named Hennessey, who, however, made up his quairel with the 
worla after a year's residence. It then became the abode of the unfortu- 
nate keeper, whose violent death, but for Marguerites resolution, would 
have left it untenanted for ever. It consisted of two rooms, which were 
divided by a partition of lath and cla^, whereon the stain of Mood was still 
^iblob The outer door had been shivered by the ruffians who perpetrated 
Ibe eavage deed, and had never been re{rfaced, so that the Creole stepped 
inlo the muse without knocking. The voice of Marguerite saluted him 
immediately from the inner chamber, desiring him to sit down on the chest 
Ifll she had completed her dressing. The prescribed seat was a so^ of 
lai«ge sea chest, and was the only furniture of the room, except an old 
hogshead, which served for a table. On the top of this convenience, how- 
ever, stood a teapot, and cup and saucer of antique china, which, to a vir- 
tuoso in that brittle ware, would have been inestimable ; a S(4itary silver 
spoon lay beeide the teapot, but it was of the meet massive form and 
richest workmanship. These were the only objects in the room, and the 
Crcaole had leisure to gaze and wonder at them till he was weary. It 
seemed as if his wayward foster-mother intended to make a trial of his 
patience. To add to his disquiet, he fancied that his ear detected a whis- 
per in the adjoining room ; and, however unlikely the supposition that 
Marguerite could have a companion, it seemed to make ev^er^ minute aa 
age UU she appeared. At last, when his temper was on the point of giving 
way, the door df the inner chamber suddenly opened, and a figure pre- 
sented itself that fixed him breathless to his seat. 

It was Marguerite — not in the squalid attire of the wandering queen of 
the gipsies, but in the rich splendid costume of an oriental princess. 

She wore a short robe of carnalion satin^ descending nearly to the knee, 
where it finished with a rich gold fringe. Underneath this tunic was a 
white satin petticoat, elegantly embroidered ; full trousers of the same ma- 
terial were fastened close above the ankle so as to set off its symmetry, and 
her slippers, in colour, matched her tunic. Her waist was circled by a 
broad zone, fastened in front by a diamond clasp, and tlie flowine sleeves 
of the robe were looped up at mid-arm by clusters of the same jewels. The 
mtder sleeves, of a gossamer texture, were confined at the wrists by mas- 
sive bracelets of pure gold, and every taper finger of her well-formed hand 
glittered with one or more jewelled rings. On her head she wore a turban 
of a singular but becoming form, the material of which it was composed 
being one of those Indian many-coloured shawls which are always so pictu- 
resque. The bosom was covered, but not concealed, by the same delicate 
muslin as the under-sleeves, and her throat was encircled by a collar of gold 
to match the bracelets. Altogether it was apparently the costumeof no parti- 
cular nation, but a fancy dress adopted at the su^eslion cf her own taste. 

She smiled at witnessmg the astonishment of the Creole, and for a while 
enjoyed his admiration in silence. 

"Well, Sir Walter," she said at last, in a tone of suppressed triumph, 
'* what do you think of me ?*' 

" I have seldom seen any thing,** answered the Creole, with his eyes 
fixed like a man talking in his sleep — ** no, I have never seen anything so 
rich and tasteful." 
3* 
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** I asked the question, Sir Walter,** she said, ** chiefl^r with reference. to 
toy poor self;'* and she remained standing before him m an attitude well 
cliosen for the display of a still graceful figure. 

The Creole was a warm admirer of beauty, and although years and ex- 
posure, and perhaps sorrow, had taken off the lustre of her charms, they, 
nad not much quenched the brilliancy of Mare^uerite's jet black eyes, nor 
destroyed the fine contour of her countenance. Neither had her shape so lost 
its symmetry but that the eye could still recognise the original excellence 
of the mould. Enough remained both of form and face to prove that, at 
one time, she must have been amount the most lovely and fascinating of 
her sex. He answered her in an ammated tone, 

"I think it is a pity Time did not stand still when he had sueh an object ^ 

to gaze upon.** 

She was charmed with this flattering reply, which addressed itself to her 
weakest point ; her eyes glistened, and exclaiming that she had forgotten 
to congratulate him on his new title, she advanced nastily and clasped him 
in a fond embrace. She held him in her arms so long and so closely, that 
it required almost a struggle on the part of the Creole to free himself, and 
get upon his feet. He then offered her the vacant seat, but she motioned to 
him to sit down again, while from the inner room she fetched a rude chair, 
in which she placed herself full in front of her foster>son. 

" And now, Marguerite,'* inquired the latter, ** will you inform me of 
tlie purport of this Sultana presence, at which I still stare and wonder as if 
I were dreaming with my eyes open, like Abon Hassan, in the Arabian 
Nights?'* 

" What does it mean," answered Marguerite, with a smile, *^ but that I 
am going to resume my station in society ? Such as you see me now, ex- 
cept that I was younger and more blooming, I was once every day of the 
week. Sir Walter Tyrrel has never invited me, but I am going back with 
him to the Hall that is now his own !'* i 

" To the Hall !** echoed the Creole. 

'* Yes, to (he Hall,** answered Marguerite, '* where should a mother 
seek her home but in the house of her son ?'* 

" Of her son ?** repeated the Creole. 

'* Of her son.** reiterated Marguerite. *' Oh, Walter ! what heart but a 
mother's could have gone through what mine has for your sake ? But com- 

eose yourself, Walter, compose yourself as I do, for I am afraid of my own 
appmess." 

The Creole made no reply. He gasped for breath, and would have re- 
coiled but for the wall at his back, to which he seemed fixed as motion- 
less as a figure upon a frieze. He was stunned and petrified by the 
blow. 

"Walter, dearest Walter, speak to me,** exclaimed the woman, in a voice 
of alarm, at the same time taking his hand. " The foster-mother was all a 
fable ; it 's your own parent stands before you — Indiana herself.'* 

** Away, woman ! away !'* cried the Creole, fiercely, freeing his hand 
and starting to hia feet at the same moment " So then I am a dupe at last : ^ 

oh ! had I foreseen this," and clasping his hands above his head, he pared 
rapidly to and fro across the narrow room with the frantic demeanour of a 
maniac 

" Walter Tyrrel, listen to me, I beg you — I beseech you — I implore 
you,** exclaimed the woman, at each adjuration raising her voice, till it be- 
came a scream, and at the same time clinging to him by the neck, the arms, 
or even the knees. But he continually swung himself out of her grasp, and, 
as a last resource, she lef^ his violence to exhaust itself, planting herself in 
the mean while in the entry, with each hand grasping the door-post, to pre- 
vent his retreat. 

As she anticipated, his frenzy gradually decreased, but it was only to 
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Bubside into a more terrible calmness. He stopped suddenly, with his ^Km 
close to hers, so that their eyes looked searchingly into each other, whilst 
the voice he addressed her with scarcely rose above a whisper. 

^ She-devil that you are, did you wind me in your hellish toils but for 
this^* to make me the pitiful tool of your own ambition ?" 

The eyes of Marguerite flashed angrily, but she restrained her passion. 

" Walter," she said, " we will talk when you are calmer — but take one 
warning, do not miscall me — use no evil word that shall make you ready 
hereafter to pluck out your own tongue by the roots.*' 

''Come and talk on, then," said the Creole, sullenly retreating and 
throwing himself again upon the chest, whilst the woman reoccupied the 
chair. They watched each other for some minutes in silence, which Mar- 
guerite was the first to break. 

''Walter, the hour is come that must seal my happiness or misery — the 
hour to which I have looked forward through long years of scorn and sor- 
row. Oh, Walter, never did woman's heart beat so thickly even at a love 
tale as mine, when the sound of your foot entered this hut ; it said to me 
— ' Indiana, there comes your son, the child you have pressed in many an 
unrequited embrace, but who will now return you love for love.' If I had 
any ambition, it came last, when I whispered to myself, ' and that son is 
Sir Walter Tyrrel.'" 

" Say rather," answered the Creole, haughtily, " that when I became 
what I am. Marguerite envied Indiana. It is well performed, but 1 have 
sat before at a play in a bam, where a stroller, a vagrant Jewess may be, 
has personated the Clueen of Egypt" 

" But she had not Cleopatra's own jewels," answered the woman, 
.^lancing at her hands, which glittered with many-coloured sems. "Nor 
did she wear Antony's picture in her bosom" — and she drew forth the 
miniature of the Creole's father, and held it up before his eyes. 

" A waiting woman has purloined as much before now," answered the 
latter, with a sneer. " As for that picture, I ' here claim it as my own, by 
right," 

" Claim it as my son," answered the woman, " and it is yours. The 
child must take Uie mother with the father — reject me, Walter, and ypu 
reject him." 

" I must have better proof," said the Creole, smiling scornfully, " before 
I adopt such a motley parentage. For my own part, I believe in the force 
of blood: if your story were true, there would have been some hereditary 
outbreak berore this, but I have never taken yet to gipsy wanderings, to 
tell fortunes, or to rob hen-roosts." 

" You forget my warning," said the woman, sharply ; " if I have been a 
wanderer and reputed gipsy, it was for your own sake. Talk not of force 
of blood — water even draws to water, but if your heart does notyeam 
towards mine, it has no blood in its arteries : the first time I saw Walter 
Tyrrel, mine drew to him as the loadstone. If cold iron can attract iron, 
what must be the warm impulse of kindred flesh and blood ?" 

"Since you choose to appeal to natural philosophy," said Sir Walter, 
sarcastically, " I must remind you that such attraction is reciprocal. The 
iron leaps to the magnet, as the ma^et is impelled towards the iron ; but 
was that the case at our first interview ? The attractive impulse was all 
your own ; to me, if you remember, the sensation was repulsive." 

"True — oh, true !" exclaimed the woman, pressing her hands upon her 
eyes, as if to shut out the scene he had conjured up, of maternal yearningp, 
and their bitter disappointment. " But the failure, Walter, was yours, and 
not mine. Yes, it is I who ou^ht to reject, who ought to disclaim, who 
ought to disown a beinc^ so unlike myself, for, with all her faults, poor 
Indiana could love, cruelly as it seems doomed to be requited by both father 
And son ! Oh Walter, dearest Walter, in pity to my past pangs, spare me 
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my piMent onea ;*' and in spite of herseir, her wild black eyes were quenched 
in a ffush of tears. 

" lam sorry, Marguerite,'' said Sir Walter^ in a gentler tone, ** that my 
aflusion to the jiast has given you so much pain ; but forget our first meet- 
ing. I have smce learned to estimate tlic tried fidelity and afifectionate 
devotion of my foster-mother." 

" Ay, there lies the stumbling-block," said Marguerite, as if speaking to 
herself. " But there were reasons, weighty reasons, which etents iHiTe 
justified, for my remaining unknown, though i* was a sore trial, and sel^ 
dsoial. Many times, in spite of prudence, my bosom has panted with the 
secret, almost to bursting ; many times has the dear name been upon my 
tongue, that I now dare to call you by — my son, my own son \^ x 

'"Marguerite, if you would have me attend to your warning,'* said the 
Creole, relapsing into his severity, *' I would recommend you to drop that 
tide, and not press upon me what is a palpable after-thought (iranting 
you to have been my parent, a secrecy so essential to my welfare as you 
represent, mi^ht haye been safely intrusted to my own keepinfi." 

" Suppose uien another motive," answered the woman. *' When Walter 
Tyrrel was torn from these arms he was a mere infant ; he could not even 
lisp my name. When I found him again, years had converted him into a 
boy, but he knew not his mother's face — he knew not her voice ; he spumed 
her, as well he might, in the garb of a vagrant, for if his young memory 
could recall a trace of her, it must have been as something similar to what 
is now before him. Was it a crime tiien^ Walter, that before she demanded 
the title, she wished to display the afTection of a mother 7 — thai before she 
claimed the loye of her child^ she endeavoured to earn it?" 

** As a foster-mother," said Sir Walter, quietly. 

" A hirehnff — a meicenaiy !" exclaimed the woman. " Her functions 
only begin, wnen the pre-eimnent ones of a mother have come to an end t 
Where are her throes, her panss, her painful pleasure and her pleasant i 

pain, that link her for ever to ner oflTspring through bliss or wo? Noi 
Walter, none but a parent could have endured what I have gone through 
for your sake. Haye I not watched for hours in piercing winoand drench- 
ing rain, only for a glimpse of you, to hear the sound of your yoice? Have 
I not hovered about you like a spirit, to guard you from harm ? and toiled 
like a slave, till my toil became refreshing, because it was for your welfare ? 
Have I not even, to be near you, discarded the character of woman, and 
chosen these blood-stained watts," — she pointed to the partition,- -"for 
my abode ?" 

" Enough of this," answered Sir Walter, petulantly. " I am not so 
indined to underrate your services, that they need thus to be set forth. 
Anything in reason you may command — in return for the interest you 
have been pleased to take in my fortunes." 

'* Listen then," returned Marguerite, *' since we are to treat on the footing 
of a common bargain ; the reward I ask is small — a few syllables pro- 
nounced by the breath I gave you. Only acknowledge me as your mother, . 
and I will cancel eyery other oebt. I will forget that through me you are 
Sir Walter Tjnrel — that by my counsel you are not marching — perhaps 
bleaching, on the burning sands of Egypt I' will forget even that I haye 
been wronged and cast on ; though I have been your associate," she added, 
wildly, *'in plans that to disclose would consign you to the gibbet!" 

"I defy your threat," retorted Sir Walter, secretly alarmMl, however, by 
such an intimation from one who was capable of any extravagance in her 
fits of violence, even to the denunciation of herself. ** Whatever migfU be 
echenied, the eyent that has taken place was by course of nature. But 

feu are mad. Marguerite, you are mad — at least, upon one subject ; and 
should be mad teo, to accept your selMelusions in proof of such a visioiutry 
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"I may be mad,** answered Marguerite. " I have enough to make me 
8o ; but there are others who are sane. So surely as vou are the son of 
Herbert Tyrrel, am I your mother : it would be better if uncalled for, but 
there is evidence in the neighbourhood to the fact. Ask Pompey, the 
black footman at the Hive, who, in this dress, would recognise his former 
mistress at a glance.'* 

The Creole was confounded ; the passionate earnestness of Marguerite, 
her valuable ornaments, his father's picture, and, above all, the appeal to 
Pompey's evidence, conspired to convince him that there was some (ounda- 
tion for her claim. But his heart had become callous, and instead of view- 
ing such a tie as an acquisition, he regarded it as one that would embarrass 
him ; however valuable as an auxiliary, as a mother Marguerite would be 
but a tormenting encumbrance, perpetually interfering according to her 
dictatorial character with his purposed independence. And he anticipated 
the popular ridicule that would attach to him from such a parentage as the 
Ctueen of the Gipsies. Marguerite, meanwhile, fixed her dark eyes upon 
his face, as if to penetrate his thoughts, and the words with which she inter- 
rupted his reverie, proved that she interpreted them correctly. 

' ' Walter, I guess your scruples. You apprehend that her vacant Majesty 
will never be recoffliised as the Ctueen Dowager of Tylney Hall. But you 
know not the worQ as I do. Call me the mother of the wealthy Sir Walter 
Tyrrel, place me in this costume in your dra wins-room, and you shall see a 
dozen contend at once who shall place the cusmon beneath my feet * seat 
me thus upon a sofa, and you shall see a score languishing for the sign of 
my finser that invites the mvoured one to my side." An appropriate motion 
01 the hand accompanied the last sentence, and the sparkling eye, and flush- 
ing cheek of the speaker, betrayed that the picture of the future was but a 
reflection of past triumphs. 

" Never," said the Creole, speaking as much to himself as his companion, 
** never : it might do in St Christopher's, but not here ; a vagrant, - a 
jail-bird, marii^ with stripes even " 

His auditor started to her feet like a storm personified : her brows lowered, 
her eyes lightened, and her voice thundered. " Dare not, Walter Tyrrel,** 
she cried, *' dare not to degrade your own mother. Such words as you have 
used riiould sear your lips! Down on your knee, — down, and beg my 
pardon. Let the whole world beside fail me in respect, but I will nave 
yours!" 

'* Peace, woman, peace," cried the Creole, with equal vehemence, and 
likewise rising from his seat *' But mad, or not mad, there is no one here 
to heed your ravings. Now hearken yourself. Mother of mine, or mother 
not mine, makes no difference. Granting you to be what you allege, my 
father did not separate himself from you without some good reason of his 
own ; and I mean dutifully to walk in his steps ; but out of respect to Mm, 
I will consent to allow you a decent competence ; but it must be on one 
condition, — that you return to the Western Islands, and place the Atlantic 
. between me and yourself." 

So saying, he made a movement to leave the hut, but Marguerite antici- 
pated his intention, and resumed her old position in the doorway. " You 
pass not here," she cried, '* except over my body, till I am recognised." 

** I have named my terms," answered the Creole, deliberately folding his 
arms, in token of his determination. " If I call you mother it must be when 
you are in St Kitts." 

A sharp shrill cry burst from Marguerite ; it sounded like a trumpet note 
of retreat from a field of battle, where she had lost her all. But she fought 
as she fled. " Wretch !" she cried, *' cold-blooded wretch, unworthy offa- 
ther or of mother — but the curse shall return upon you, no issue shall ever 
spring from your loins ! No offspring shall ever endear your hearth, no child 
■oall ever draw you to your home. You shall walk through the world as 
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lonely and at deioUte as I am, without a living creature to love you, or a 
beins to love 1** 

" More gipsy-work," said Sir Walter, carelessly. " Tell me the rest of 
my fortune, and I will cross your hand with a crown. But this is child's 
ptay. You have real claims upon me, Marguerite, without setting up sen- 
timental ones. I care not who bore me, so that I was bom in wedlock ; a 
point certain parties are inclined to dispute. May I depend upon the pa^ 
pers you gave me?" 

" Trust to nothing," answered a stifled voice, and as the Creole looked 
at the speaker, he saw her leaning her head upon her hands asainst the 
door-post, whilst her body heaved as with convulsive spasms, before he 
ooold get to her she was down ; and she waved him from her with her arms 
at every attempt to raise her up again, whilst the blood flowed from her 
month so as to prevent her utterance. But her dark eyes spoke volumes as 
■he fixed them upon the face of the Creole ; they were full of reproach and 
lesentment. Once or twice she tried to speak, but the eflfi>rt causiBd the vital 
fluid to ffuth more violently ; and v^th a mournful shake of the head, and 
a despairing motion of her hands, she intimated that hope was at an end. 
A cold dew started upon her forehead, her chest panted more violently, and, 
after a frightful strug^e, she died choked with her own blood. 

Sodi was the fiite of Indiana Thurot, for it was that wretched woman 
herself who iay weltering at the feet of her unnatural son. Endowed by 
natore with extreme beauty and strong passions, which parental dotage had 
indulged, till she knew no law but her own ungovemabiie self-will, from the 
fMunpered spoilt girl she grew into the capricious imperious woman, whose 
aerest whim, however extravagant, was sedulously gratified by one or other 
•f the admirers who made her the object of their nattering idolatiy. From 
amongst these she had selected Colonel Tyrrel as most worthy of her 6^ 
v<MHr; he was handsome, elegant, and accomplished, and entertained an 
ardent afiection, which she as feiyently returned. A liaison ensued^ of 
which the Creole was the fruit ; but shortly after his birth, her impetuous 
lensper be^ui to show itself in the shape of the most frantic jealousy, whilst 
fier tgwansKal diiposition prompted her to the greatest cruelties in the trea^> 
jnent ef her slaves. At length, in an unbridled fit of passion, she inflicted 
the wound which shortened the days of the Colonel ; after which she fled^ 
it was believed, to take refuge wim a foimer paramour, with whom sh« 
proceeded to En^and, where her companion shortly deserted her. In the 
course of the next twelve years she had fenned two or three short-lived eon-> 
aoDoiM with persons of weslth and consequence, whom her fascinations had 
enthralled, but her original violence and lavish expenditure invariaUy dis- 
solved every fresh tie ; and even in the most prosperous seasons of such 
attachments, her heart reverted with regret and bitterness to the past In 
snch a frame of mind she learned the arrival of Colonel Tyrrel in England 
with his son, and she immediately determined to throw herself in his way 
Mtd sue for a reconciliation, but his speedy dea^ defeated her project AD 
her afiections then concentred in the young Walter ; and the mode in which 
tfiis engrossing feeling developed itself has been already told. A love of 
the mysterious and the romantic, a peculiar fondness for intrigue even in 
the smallest matters, and her habits of uncontrolled liberty, impelled her to 
the strange unsettled mode of life she had chosen to adopt At first, her 
scheme for the aggrandizement of Sir Walter was unmixed with any other 
object, but by degrees she joined with it a hankering to resume that splenp 
dour and sway which she had formerly enjoyed. Hence her catastrophe. 
She died as she had lived, a victim to her own unrestntined passions ; and 
the same hour that saw her decked in the gorgeous attire of former days, 
iieheld her stretched on the ground a livid corpse ; a spectacle the more ap- 
palling, as the lifeless flesh lay jittering in all the ''pomp, pride, and cii^ 
cumstaace,^ of its earthly vaniUes. 
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The ■hock to Sir Walter*! feelings was not to great aa to atan his pru- 
dence or deaden his cupidity. After a brief epitaph over the body, he pro- 
ceeded carefidiy to ransack the adjoining apartment, which he found scantily 
furnished, yet exhibiting one more token of the character of the deceased. 
The bed Mraa sordidly mean, but her toilet was perfect in its appointments, 
0ome of which were particularly costly. His strictest search was for papers 
whereby he mi^ht hare been compromised, but he found merely one small 
packet, though its contents confirmed his worst misgivings; they were rougii 
drafts of theietterd and the certificate which Marguerite had given to hin^ 
all in the same hand, and with such erasures, additions, and interlineations, 
and even marginal remarks, as to leave no doubt of their beins the originals 
of concerted tor^eries. A discovery so fatal to his peace stewed his heart, 
and drew Grom him a bitter imprecation on the author. 

*' She might well say trust to nothing,'' he muttered. ** Some day, had she 
lived, in one of her fury fits at my declining to gratify her preposterous de- 
mandsy she would^ have turned my arms against me, and challenged her 
own precious fabrications." 

So sajring^ with the coolness of a savage Indian rifling a slain enemy, he 
took the jewels from her person, drew the gemmed rings from her finjgers, 
and transferred his father's miniature to his own bosom. He then left the 
hat, and returned to the Hall, leaving the remains of Indiana, the once pa- 
ramount idolized beauty of St Christopher's, to be discovered by chance or 
to moulder where they lay — the latter fate being the most probable, oon- 
aidering the haunted character of the place. 


CHAPTER XLI. 

Leamioir is yovr only having/ 
Why ihMi h« has th« best « ownwshiiis, 
Can winds and angry billows wreck his leamiBf ? 
Can thieves and mionigbt robbers steal his learmnff f 
Can rot and mildew perish all his learning i 
Can learning be consumed by fire, or locked 
For ages in the limbo of the law i 
Is learning in the stocks ? Can it Im speiu 
By prodigals ? Can learning ever lose 
Its master like a dog? Pray be eonient. 
Learning is surest of the gifts we have I 
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TiMB rolled on j six months passed away, and Sir Walter experienced 
no new inquietude. The ghost of the haunted hut had still the body of In- 
diana in its keeping ; and the Squire had found more difficidty than he had 
anticipated in proving the identity and descent of his protegee. The only 
person who could have supplied any information was Twi^g; but the ex- 
flberiffresolutely set his face against the claim, and refused to acknowledge 
any relationship with a tatterdemalion who coald net bring a flood character 
for industry and application, to say nothing of sobriety, froralus last plaoe. 
Ned had felt the propriety of introducing the cousins to each other, and ac- 
cordingly he took Tom with him to the Hive, dad in a new suit of inoun»> 
ing, and looking quite a gentleman, without any trace of his recent reckless 
habit, save a rather rubicund complexion, which, after all, only made lum 
look like the incumbent of a ht living. The Squire never stood upon eti- 
quette, and the visit he paid was so early that he arrived when the fiimily 
were seated at breakfast ^ . 

" Mercy on us ! Mr. Squire," said Mrs. Twigg, '' hero's an early visit* 
" Friends can't meet too soon," answered tfaeSqnire ; and then, turning 
to the master eif Che house, he added, ** brought a new cousin — one you 
iiever saw before; been a little uDdcra €loisd,1mi by and by wiU he as 
bright as any of us." 
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" He is very welcome to the Hive/* answered Tw'igg ; '< I am not a man 
to disown flesh and blood, because of a low beginning. I don*t care who 
knows it, but, as shiny as I am now, I rose in a fog myseIC Pray, what is 
the gentleman's name V* 

"Sit Thomas Tyrrel, if all had their rights," answered Ned; *' son of 
M Theodore — grandsire Theophilus." 

" I believe my uncle Theodore did have a son," answered Twigg, his 
countenance decidedly lengthening , ** but he was a reprobate that never 

Eushed on in life. If he'd fag^ at his business early and late, as I did, 
eM have been a doctor of divmitv." 

The unfortunate student buns his head. 

" Sad job« sure enough," said the Squire ; " got in ji bit of a spree, and 
old EUlary kicked him out — very severe at Oxford ; — old Hilary, above 
all !*' 

" Youth will be frolicsome," said Mrs. Twigs ; " there 's T. junior tor- 
ments our lives out What he'd do at colleg^Heaven knows ! but I *ra 
afraid he 'd get into scrapes till he was scraped out too." 

" Oxford be hanged,'* said the citizen, '' he must rise to London dignities, 
as his father did before him. The less learning, says you, the more credit 
for cutting figures." 

" Right," said Ned, with a knowing wink, " would n't train at Epsom 
to run at York. But let alone T. junior ; come to Tom here — Tom in 
Tatters.'* 

" Tom in Whats?" ejaculated Mrs. Twigg. 

" Tatters," answered Ned ; " strange cousin of yours, Mr. Twigg — 
just turned up, like a new potato." 

'* What ! us own to Aim," said Mrs. Twigg, turning up her hands and eyes 
with horror ; " Mr. Squire, I do wonder at you, when we 've every thmg 
respectable about us, to bring such riif-raff into the house. Eveiv body 
knows him, though you have smarted him up ; he 's tag-rag and bobtail at 
bottom ! Why he 's the hullabaloo of the whole parish !" 

"Hold your fool's tongue, madam," said Twigg; ** Mr. Squire can't 
mean to introduce to us a character that 's of no use to society except to 
cast a slur upon people of property." 

" Do intend, though !" said Ned. " Tom, speak up for yourself." 

'* There is no one here," said the student, " who could sympathise with 
what I should have to say." 

" No matter — " said Ned, " do it for you. ' Here I am — been drunk 
now and then — who has not ? — was rather rough in the coat from bad 
keep * " 

" Rough in the coat," exclaimed Mrs. Twigg, " a regular scarecrow !" 

" Never mind Mrs. Twigg," said her husband, addressing the stranger, 
** she rhodomontades. Take my advice, whoever you are ; be^n the worid 
again. Go up to London with a shilling in your pocket, and make your 
fortune. You've had a clerical education: go round to all the churches, 
and do n't be too high for any thing, no matter how low it is ; that was my 

rrinciple — commence humble. I once begun as a beadle, says you ; ^t 
leave oflTa bishop, with my share of church property." 

" As for us," said Mrs. Twigg, " we could n't afibrcl to do any thing for 
you if you was a relation. Every thing 's dear ; meat is unconscionable. 
What with one thing and t' other, I must say our expenses always premedi- 
tate our income." 

" Not but if industry and perseverance met their reward," said Twi^g, 
'* I should be ready to assist any frugal individual. A man that has obtain- 
ed hiq property by such means deserves our commiseration." 

'* Thank ye when it comes," said Squire Ned ; " not a bad way of making 
up a book-— backing a horse when his tul's past the winning post Wont 
take to Tom. then?" 
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•* Why don't Mr. Thomas take to himself," said Mrs. Twigg. " I 'mjBure 
that's (Jhristiantty — ' every man for himself, and God for us alL* Nobodjr 
feels that more than we do." 

" That 's sense for once," said Twigg. ** We are certainly very prospor- 
oos ; God has been for us, and, says you, so have we been for God. Smce 
we 've lived at the Hive, we 've never missed a Sunday at church." 

** And that's more than the Pembertons can say," remarked Mrs. 

Twigg ; " they skip all the wet Sundays because of the horses' coughs, 

and the servants' liveries." 

, ** Church, eh ?" said Ned ; " you 're high church, and tliat 's the weathcr- 

f cock — turn with every wind that blows. Come alons, Tom ! ' Charity 

bo^ns at home ;' but can't find her — got the wrong address." 

So saying, like' the practical good Samaritan, the Squire led his protegee 
back to the cottage, wnere he took him in to bed, board, and lodging, on 
terras, cards of which are to be had only of those who keep open house. 
The Levite and his wife, in the mean time, excused themselves by a reflec- 
tion which the latter put into words. " It was impossible," she said, " to 
feel any thing for any body what was nothing to nobody." 

The Squire was disconcerted, but not discouraged, b^ the result of this 
visit ; he sent out an agent to St Christopher's to obtam information con- 
cerning the marriage of Colonel Tyrrel, and the birth of the Creole, whilst 
he set to work faimsdf to hunt out evidence in support of the claim of his 
chent This was a task of some difficulty, owing to the irregular conduct of 
Tom, who in Us de^^^adation had purposely destroyed and sunk all traces 
of his origimi station. Thus nothing more was heard of the matter for 
«ome time, and the new Baronet began to flatter himself that the question 
was at rest ; but although Ned was mute, he was picking out the scent with 
his usual sagacity and perseverance. 

in the mean time, as Sir Walter had foreseen, his attachment to Grace 
Rivers seemed likely to be nullified by the death of its object. Every time 
he saw her, and he paid frequent visits at Hawksley, ostensibly on ac- 
count of his aunt, she appeared more faded and wasted ; and as he liad 
augured of Mrs. Hamilton's companionship, he tbund himself looked upon, 
not merely with indifference, but dislike. Grace evidently shunned him ; 
whenever she could with propriety withdraw she left him to the company 
of his aunt, and when she remained, his attempts to draw her into conver- 
sation were foiled by cold and laconic answers. Sometimes she replied to 
him even with a tone of asperity, and her few words conv^ed, or at least 
were capable of being converted into some bitter reproach. He had sounded 
the Justice, and had reason to believe that his pretensions would be favour- 
ably received by the father, however the ofier of his person and fortune 
might be treated by the daughter^ and ho resolved to bring the question to 
an. issue. Chance at last aflfbrded him an opportunity. She was sitting 
alone one day in the drawing-room, when Sir Walter Tyrrel was announced, 
and before she had time to frame any excuse, he entered the apartment 
T The moment was propitious ; after a few compliments, and general remarks, 

to which she replied as briefly as usual, he suddenly assumed a great ear- 
' neatness of manner, and a^ed her if" he was always to be so unfortunate 
as to labour under the displeasure of Miss Rivers ?" 

" I am not aware," saia Grace, " of any expression of mine that could 
indicate such a feeling." ' 

'^ I am happy to believe then," answered the Creole^ '* that I have been 
mistaken, and that your words did not intentionally meditate such wounds 
as they have inflicted. I have been grieved to the heart sometimes, to fancy 
that I suffered in the opinion of one whose favour I value above that of the 
whole world besides.' ' 
*' Sir Walter Tyrrel can have little need of my poor opinion," answered 
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Grace, coldly. " He will find plenty to think well of him now he is the 
favourite of rortunc.*' 

" A painful pre-eminence," he said, " and too dearly parchaaed to afibrd 
mo any pleasure. Fortune has indeed fevoured me far oejond my deserts 
in a worldlY sense ; but when I placed my bereavements against it in the 
balance, I feel, alas, that I have lost iar more than I have gained. With 
this regret I am sure my dear Miss Rivers will sympathize. How proud 
and happy should I be if we had all other sentiments m common." 

*' That is impossible," answered Grace, hastily. 

'* Say not so, my dear Miss Rivers," exclumed the Creole, ardently ; 
why should not love meet with love, as grief mingles with grief? Why 
should not sighs of passion encounter fellow si^ia^ as well as tear with tear 
in heartfelt communion ? Why should not this white hand tremble to 
mine — " 

*' No more of thb, I beg," said Grace, disengaging her hand, which the 
Creole had grasped. 

" I must — forgive me, dearest Miss Rivers," said Sir Walter, " but while 
this heart beats with love, my tongue must speak in unison. Mingle some 
pity for the livins with your regret for the dead. Waste not in unavailing 
sorrow that lovefy form " 

*' And waste not these flatteries," interrupted Grace, hastily, " on ears to 
which they are unwelcome." So saying she rose up, and was about to leave 
the room, but Sir Walter detained her. 

** Do not, do not go,** he said ; '* if it must be my last, at least grant me 
a looser audience ; at least sufier me to lay my life and fortune at your feet, 
though they should be doomed to rejection. Allow me at least to show 
that I am not blind to such perfection, but that I Ioyo — I adore " 

" Sir Walter," aaid Grace, angrily, " let mepass." 

" Not till you have bid me hope," said Sir Walter, sinking on one knee ; 
" place it as distant as you will, even like a star set in the mrthest heaven, 
so that I may look forward without despair." 

" I have no hope to give or to receive," answered Grace. " Respect my 
misery, and spare this mockery of a broken heart." 

" Ofive it to my keeping, dear Grace," replied the Creole, smiling, " and 
I will answer for the cure. Sorrow is not immortal ; and as for a broken 
heart, it is, I assure you, a mere poetical trope." 

" Enough," answered Grace, indignantly, *' 1 will hear no more." 

"One word— another word," exdaimed Sir Walter, detaining her by 
her dress, " say that you do not hate me, and I shall still have hope to Kve 
upon." 

" Then despair," answered Grace. '* As I hate all that is base, cruel, 
and treacherous, I hate Sir Walter Tyrrel ;" and bursting into tears, she 
broke from him and hurried out of the room. 

The Creole was petrified. Her voice, like that of the accusins ansel, 
had struck upon his guilty soul. So harsh a sentence from so gentle a oe- 
ing gave the words a tenfold force, and he shrank and shuddered as if all 
his secret villanies had just been laid bare to the gaze of the whole worid. 
But this transient feeling of remorse soon passed away, -and more angry 
passions usurped its place. 

** There spoke my malignant aunt,*' he said ; *<the infernal words were 
hers, though put into Grace's mouth." 

In this irritable mood he snatched up his hat, and without waiting to see 
Mrs. Hamilton, he abruptly quitted the house. 

He was destined to another annoyance, though of a more petty charac- 
ter. As he flung himself sullenly on his horse, tne animal, from some ruffle 
in his temper, began to back and turn round, a whim so trying to the im- 
patient humour of Sir Walter, that he plied the spur, the whip, and the 
bit, without mercy ; and the horse resenting this treatment, a struggle en- 
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«Qed for the mastery, in which the rider literally came off with the worst. 
After several plunges, and rearing and kicking, by a Fudden jerk the brute con- 
trived to throw the Creole over his head, to the infinite mortification of the 
latter, who heard a horse-laugh at his expense. He was in the saddle again 
in a twinkling, and cramming the spurs into the flanks of his steed, he de- 
parted at full gallop ; but at the end of the first hundred yards, he was 
nearly unseated again by the horse shying at some object in the road, which 
he refused to pass. Inaeed it looked more like a bundle of rags than a hu- 
man being, that sat, or rather crouched, on the ground at the aide of the 
narrow lane ; and the snorting animal was only induced by dint of much 
alternate coaxing and oompuuion to approach within a yard or two of the 
figure, where he stood wildly eyeing it, and panting with terror. Sir Wal- 
ter, however, was bent upon his point, and at last succeeded in brinmng 
his horse so close, as ahnost to trample on the roan, and then reining nim 
up, he Sttfiered the wayward brute to gaze away his alarm. The poor 
wretch, in the mean time, turned up his lace imploringly ; it was pinched 
with cold and hunger, and of the colour of saffron, andlus hand shook like 
an ague as he held out a tattered straw hat 

" For the love of God, bestow a ha^penny on a poor unfortunate fel- 
low !♦• 

'* I '11 bestow a broken head on you, scoundrel !** cried the vexed Sir 
WiJter, and he aimed a blow at the object with the butt«nd of his whip. 

'* The old thing!*' exclaimed the mendicant, in a tone of piteous resigna- 
tion : " more kicks than ha'pence. But that 's my luck 1" 

The spurs were dashed m the horse's side ; he darted past the beggar, 
and flew off with the speed of the whiriwind : but a new trouble was in 
store for the ill-used wretch. A tall, ungainly, heavy-looking man came 
striding up to him, and inquired, in a tone of authority, what had passed 
with the gentleman on horseback. 

" I only asked him for a trifle to keep soul and body together," said the 
man in rags, " and he gave me this cut on the head. It has fetched blood ; 
but I won't complain. It's what I 'm used to, —only I 'd take it kind if 
fae^d made it wUfuI murder at once." 

" Then you was bego^ing," said the constable, with a wink and a nod, 
for it was Master GoffhimselC " Let me alone for finding out vagrancy. 
I knew I 'd pump it out of ye. You must come along with me." 

" What for begging a ha' penny 7" asked the object 

" Yes, or for half a farden," answered the constable. " It 's the positive 
orders of his worship. Justice Rivers, and I 'm especial particular round 
about his own terri-torM*." 

'* It 's just as usual I" said Joe ; for to this wretched plight the poor fatal- 
ist had come at last. " To be grabbed for beggmg, the very first time I 
tried my hand at it But it's Friday, and that 's enough. Some would have 
^t the copper at all events ; but it's my luck to beg gratis. I thought 
it was a last chance, but it (dn't There 's no chance for me !** 

'* Come along," said the constable, ** it's only the stocks and a whip- 
ping !*• 

"I expect nothing dse," answered Joe. <* Such things come nat'ral to 
me now. I 've always my full measure of misfortins, brimful and running 
over. Some would nave nad the jaundice, and some would have had the 
ague, and some would have had the rheumatiz ; nobody but me would 
have had 'em all three at once, and not the luck neither to be laid out !" 

'* You need n't tell me a long story," said the pompous constable. ** I 
know every thing ; so pick up your rags. His worslup will give you a 
furbishing, I warrant you." 

<' I do n't look for a friend in him," answered Joe. " All the world 's a^n 
me, man, woman, and child. 1 do n't know what love or friendship is. 
But if any body was to take to me, I should only bring bad luck upon 'em ; 
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ao they 're wise to keep off There 's nothbg bat evil ior me in this world, 
and may be the same m t' other — Gtod knowa." 

With thia dreary deaponding aentiment, the poor, ragged, crippled, lean, 
ghaatly yellow bemg got up into a hal^atooping poaiUon, and in this deplo> 
rable poatore hakea feebly after the conatable, to receive hia new portion of 
affliction and atripea. 

In the mean time. Sir Walter continued his gallop, which he aflerwarda 
changed to a canter, and then to a trot ; but, with a view of dissipating his 
chagrin, instead of taming off to the Hall, he prolonged hia ride by taking 
a road towards Hcdiington, a course which brought him into the vicinity of 
Squire Ned. He recollected himself, however, aa the grotesque chimneys 
or the Cottage appeared above the trees ; and, with an inclination to avoid 
an encounter with its owner, he was turning away by a side lane, when a 
clatter of horses* beds caused him to turn his head, and he beheld the 
Squire galIop|Hng towarda him at fuU speed. With a vague misgiving, for 
which M was unable to account, Sir Waller instantly pricked his own horae 
into a gallop i but Ned'a quick eye had detected him at a distance, and be- 
fore the Creole had gone two hundred yards, he heard the other horse turn 
into the aame lane. 

With the consciousness that he was pursued, and aware of the Sauire's 
determined hostility, he again urged his steed to the top of his speed ; but 
he had to contend with a daring and experienced rider, and a horse much 
fresher than his own. Every moment the sound gained upon him ; but the 
high-mettled animal that bore him made play gallantly, and whenever the 
clatter approached him, he made fresh and desperate efibrts to maintain hia 
lead. Tne rider's hea^ meanwhile, beat fast as his horse's hoofs ; the 
first indistinct flinching impulse that had induced him to flight, increased in 
intensity with the arduousness of the stru^le, and aa he found Cadeaa 
struning under him to the utmost stretch of his powers, he felt the thnlling 
excitement of one who was racing for his life. The sight of a high gate 
dosing the end of the lane, suggested a doubt that was solved almost as 
aoon as formed. Cadeau flew over it like a bird ! — the rider, who had held 
his breath in the suspense of expectation, gave a gasp of delight. But the 
leap was fatal to the speed of the now jaded horse. It shook nim ; his sin- 
ews were over-strained, and his pace suddenly declined. He was lame. 
Aware that he must now be inevitably overtaken, Sir Walter pulled up at 
once, and set himself erect in the saddle, somewhat in scorn, now the huny 
of rapid motion had ceased, of the groundless terrors that had lately possess- 
ed him. A few minutes brought the Squire beside him, panting from the 
recent struggle. It took him a while to collect breath enough to speak, and 
the unusual harshness of his voice, when the words came at last, had a 
startling efiect on the ear of the Creole. 

'' Must be a better than Cadeau to beat Barney — with revenge on his 
back !« 

Sir Walter looked at the speaker ; his teeth were set, and his one eve 
was glimmering with an unquiet light These were evil omens ; and the 
misgivings of the Baronet returned in all their force. He determined to 
avoid, or postpone, if possible, the impending discussion, whatever mi^ht 
be its nature. They were now in the nook of an extensive heath, which 
was traversed at some distance by the high-road to the metropolis ; and in 
this direction the eye of Sir Walter involuntarily glanced, but no coach 
was in si^ht, no stir of human life was visible, save one solitary pedestrian 
far ofi^ who was moving along the heath. The Creole drew himself up 
more stifily in his seat, and looking steadfastly straight before him, so as 
to avoid seeing his companion, he spoke with a slight but dignified wave of 
' the hand. 

" Sir Walter Tjrrrel declines all personal communication with Mr. So-^ 
merville.'* 
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'** And Mr. Somerville." returned the Squire, speaking with a guttural 
•ound, as if every syllable grated in his throat, ^* will have no further com- 
munication with Sir Walter TyrreL He is now plain Wat, and may soon 
be less than that" 

'^ The old stoiT," said the Baronet, smiling scornfully^ as he became re- 
lieved of worse fears. " I have said, sir, that the ridiculous claim yoa 
allude to must be settled by proxy. My profession^ agent will meet 
yours." 

" But suppose I should inrist on a personal conference, under pain of 
personal consequences ?^' asked Ned, in a cooler tone, with a significant 
side-fflance at his companion. 

" ishould resist and chastise so insolent a freedom," returned Sir Walter, 
but with a falter in his voice. 

** Try it on then,*^ ejaculated Ned, suddenly throwing himself off his 
own horse, and seizing the bridle of the other. It was effected so mo- 
nentanly, that the confounded Baronet forgot to raise his whip, or to use 
the spur. 

'' Five minutes in words with you, or ^ou lose your seat 1" 

'* If I comply with your humour," said Walter, reddening, "it is only 
because I am loath to rorget the genUeman in the ruffian. But I choose to 
prefer another time. Come to me at the Hall." 

" Now or never," answered the Squire, with a slight stamp of the foot ; 
" here, or nowhere." 

^ You presume on my last concession, sir," said the Baronet ; " but have 
your way ; courtesy shall be stretched on my side, to atone for the want of 
It on yours." 

** Dismount," said the Squire^ 

A hot blush of ra^e and shame flushed the face of Sir Walter, as he 
slowly complied with this brief mandate ; but whatever courage he pos- 
sessed, was undermined by fear and guilt He knew the rottenness or his 
foundation ; and his spirit did not rise as he saw the Squire lead the two 
horses to the gate, to which he fastened them with peculiar care. After 
this operation had been deliberately performed, Ned returned slowly bach, 
with nis face turned towards the earth, and each hand plunged into the 
ample pockets of his green shooting-jacket. He stopped fuU in front of the 
Creole, upon whom he fixed his one eye in dead silence. A minute passed, 
•od he did not speak or stir ; another, and another, and another. It has 
been said tluit no animal, not even the lion excepted, can withstand the fix- 
ed, settled gaze of the human eve, without much restlessness and soma 
fear ; and if these be tokens of their inferiority to man, the Creole was de- 
graded to the level of the brute. He flinched — he trembled, under the 
solitary orb that was scanning him: — he could almost have turned and 
fled. But all suspense is worse than certainty, and he hastened to speak 
with affected indtfierence. 

** Now then, sir, for the birth, pedigree, and performances of your tatter- 
ed protegee." 

"That is gone by," said the Squire, with a hollow voice, "I have two 
graver questions to put Where is Ringwood 7" and his right hand drew a 
long duelling-pistol from his pocket " Where is Raby 7" and his other 
hand produced the fellow-weapon. 

** Why !" exclaimed Sir Walter,. turning pale and recoiling a step or two 
backwards, " do you mean to murder me ?" 

" It would be in your own line," answered Ned, between his teeth ; 
" but foul as it was, you shall have fair play. One of us two must die on 
this turf.'» 

" No I" said Sir Walter, averting his head, with a corresponding gesture 
of his hands, "there has been bleed enoitgh shed — bjr accident I'* 

** You lie, monster ! you lie t" cried the Squire, with a terrible voice, 
4* 
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thrillinff with paMion. '* Think of your oonsinB ; — think of 8ir Mafk. 
If you nad three lives, I 'd take them all ! You shall die the death of a 

dov!** 

"Mr. SocneryiUe," said Sir Walter, but he visibljr trembled, and his voice 
was almost a croak : " my dear S<|uire, you are misled. Let us, at least, 
explain before we cast away our hves upon a mistake. Inform nie of the 
grounds of your baseless suspicions: appearances may be against me, 
which a few words would remove." 

" Read that, and then that,*' answered the Squire, handing a couple of 
letters, " and then remove what you may !'* 

The Creole took the papers with a trembling hand, and, opening the first, 
read as follows : — 

** DiAR Squiri — The enclosed was seized, amongst other papers, by 
the creditors of a deceased swindler and eambler. As a fellow sufferer, I 
had access to the documents, and the one I send only lately excited my at^ 
tention. It obviously refers to some deep villany, and as I know you to be 
a very old intimate at Tylney Hall, I. place the enclosed at your discre^ 

tion. 

** Your friend and fellow-sportsman, 

"Harrt L. Cabew." 

A glance at the second paper sufficed to shake the least nerve in the 
frame of the Creole : it was his own letter to Woodl^, containing the 
ouUine of his own ambitious schemes, and his commendation of Raby to 
his confederate's -care, — like the dove to the protection of the falcon. The 
crisis of his fate was come. His teeth chattered, and the hair rose on his 
head. The earth seemed opening under him as a living grave, and a pre- 
cocious death-sweat brdce out upon his forehead. But one chance remain- 
ed, and he seized it with the desperation of a ruined man. 

" I adopt your alternative — give me a pistoL" 

" Take your choice," said Ned, " all nsht — loaded an hour ago !" and 
he tendered the weapons with the enviable serenity of a good conscience. 
He was as cool, and his hand as steady, as if he had been only going to 
shoot at a target, instead of a living antagonist ' The enormous guOtofthe 
latter made the act the Squire contemplated seem a righteous one, in which 
he was but the instrument of the divine judgment on a murderer. Sir 
Walter, in the mean time, had selected a weapon, and stood irresolute, as 
if revolving what should be the nature of his next step. His pistol once 
rose a little upward, but it instantly dropped again by his side. 

" Long shot or short !" said the Squire, " name your own distance." 

" Twelve paces," said Sir Walter ; "or fifteen," he added, unconsciously 
acknowledging the deadly skill of his opponent. 

The Squire made np reply, but proceeded to measure off the required 
distance, the double click of the Creole's weapon, as he put it upon full- 
cock, striking upon his ear as he completed the third stride ; the sixth had 
hardly been taken, when the report rang, and the bullet whistled close by 
the Squire's head. 

Ned stopped short and wheeled round. His eye glanced fiercely for an 
instant at the assassin ; the fatal barrel rose to its unerring level — a slight 
touch of the forefinger did the rest, and, after a convulsive leap. Sir Walter 
Tyrrel fell on his back on the grass, with a ball through his body. 

In a moment Ned was bending over him, but not in remorse or pity. 
'' One word, villain, for your soul's sake," he said ; " did you see him in the 
fern?" 

" I did — God forgive me !" said the djring man, rolling himself over as 
he completed the confession, so as to lie with his face downwards. 

"Then die ! the sooner the better," and a blow from the butt end of the 
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Squire*B pistol sped the parting spirit in its exit. The savaeo act spoke 
terribly the awful amount of misery and anguish to be avenged— -the com- 
plicated debt that even death was msufficient to expiate ; one life for three, 
for the fate of Sir Mark was implicated in that of his sons. The avenger 
was influenced by this dreadful reckoning when he gave way to an impulse 
of which he repented the next moment. He rose up, and was standing 
musinp intently over the shocking spectacle before him, when a rustling 
made nim aware of the approach of the foot passenger, who, it will be re- 
membered, had been seen at a distance crossing the heatli. He came up 
out of breath. 

" I am too late," he panted, " I hoped to prevent bloodshed. But what 
do I see ? — the Squire !" 

Ned turned and looked intently at the speaker, but he could not recognise 
him. He wore a blue coat and trousers, resembling the undress costume 
of a naval officer; and his face seemed weather-beaten and toil-worn,^ and 
imbrowned by exposure to hot suns and the sharp sea air. Still there was 
something familiar in the features, as there had been in the voice of the^ 
strang^er, that made the Squire examine him narrowly: and when the 
true thought at last dawned upon his mind, he literally gasped as he utter- 
ed the words — 

"RabyTyrrel!" 


CHAPTER XUI. 

Do you lire r Can jou feel this pinch, can you see thia hand I holil up ? Could you 
smell out a red-herring ? Should you hear a clap of thunder ? Are you hot or cold,— 
would you jump out of the grate, like a parched pea, or turn blue or red in a north 
wind? Above all, are you hungry and thirsty ? Would your mouth water now at a 
fat capon with truffles— would your lips smaclc after a cup of Canary ? In good plain 
substantial English— are you alive? 

The Ghost or GoBHAMSiTRr. 

Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 

Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 

Restored to love and thee. 

Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And every care resign, — 
And shall we never, never part ? 
My life — my all that *s mine ? 

No, never from this hour to part. 
We Ml live and love so true. 
The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
Shall break thy Edwln*8 too. 

Goldsmith. 

The Squire jessed aright It was Raby Tyrrel who stood before him, 
erect and breathmg, whilst — so strange and mysterious are the ways of Pro- 
vidence — the clay of the false kinsman who had plotted against his life, lay 
motionless at his feet, like the clod of the valley. He instantly rushed into 
the arms of the Squire, who was familiarly associated with the home he r&> 
turned to seek ; and Ned, convinced that he held real flesh and blood in his 
arms, returned the greeting with considerable warmth. The appearance 
of the wanderer indicated that, in addition to mental suffering he had un- 
dergone ^reat bodily hardships since his flight ; he was now known to be a 
joint victim with Ringwood of an atrocious scheme ;— and it was painful 
to remember the folorn state of the Hall, with but one member of the fa- 
mily in existence to welcome him back to the domestic hearth. 
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" And my father 7** asked Raby eagerly, aa they nmdered. 

Ned shook his head, and pointed to the dead body : '* Ask him — . But, 
no — gone diflTerent roads.'* 

The querist gazed incredulously at the speaker ; his mind was reluctant 
to adopt such an afflicting interpretation as the words suggested. He look'* 
•d from the Squire to the body and back again with a lace that asked for 
explanation. 

"Be a man," said Ned. ** Hold up-*can*t tell you else. That viper 
there called himself Sir Walter.*' 

Raby started, for he had not recognised the Creole from the body lying 
on his face ; but his amazement was swallowed up. in grief as the convic- 
tion came upon him that his parent was no more. £fo covered his fiice 
with his hands, and gave way to a violent bunt of sorrow, which the taci- 
turn Squire did not attempt to interrupt. He turned away from the mourn- 
er, and fixed his eye with a fierce frown upon the lifeless wretch who had 
been the orisin of such desolation, and to so nuuiy. His teeth were set, 
and his hands were clenched, as if he mentally spumed as carrion the vile 
dost before him. 

Seldom ean a man look down on the corse of a foUow-creature that he 
has bereaved of life without a sensation of remorse and regret, and a seeret 
wish that he could recall the breath of life in its nostrils, and restore the 
flowing blood to its native arteries and veins. But the fiendish deeds of the 
Creole seemed to have placed him out of the pale of humanity. The slayer 
viewed the slain as inaccessible to compunction as the weapon he had used : 
even as the victorious peasant resaras the gory carcass of the cruel wild 
wolf that had ravaged nis fair flock. **Ringwood is now in heaven,** he 
muttered, "and his murderer is in hell!" 

The first stormy vehemence of grief by degrees abated ; and Raby as- 
sumed the sad composure that belones to a confirmed sorrow, when the 
heart has no more to hope or fear, tie would not trust himself to look 
towards an object associated with feelings of horror, affliction, hatred, and 
abhorrence, but motioned to the Squire, and intimated a wish to leave the 
dreary scene of this fresh tragedy. The latter took up the pistol which the 
dead man still retained in his hand, and silently led the way towards the 
sate, where the horses were in waiting ; he replaced the weapons in the 
holsters, and was soon mounted on Barney, whilst Raby placea himself in 
the saddle which the Creole bad vacated for ever ; but they did not get into 
motion for a minute or two, for the Squire was musing; 

" Not to the BUill," he said, at last, "nobody there — go to Hawksley — 
your aunt 's at the Justice's.** 

" With Grace?** asked Raby, with quivering lips and a faltering voice, 
for his heart sunk within him to inquire the fate <» the dearest of its ties, 
when the frail tenure of human life had just been so forcibly impressed 
upon him. 

"Like mother and daughter,'* answered the Squire, "and much need — 

both broken-hearted — poor Grace — never held up since she lost ** 

He was ^ng to add poor Ringwood, but he checked himself in consid^^i- 
Uon to his companion. Raby was mlent, the intensest essence of pain and 
pleasure were intermingled in the intelligence. It wrung him with anguish 
to conceive her withering and wasting, and losing the very bloom of her 
youth in sorrow for his sake, and yet her devotion to him, and the evidence 
she was giving of her faithful afiection in clinging to him when deserted by 
all the whole world, thrilled his heart with ecstasy. He instantly pricked 
Cadeau into a pace which made the Squire think he must be one of the 
best of nephews, whom nothing but a hard gallop would serve him in his 
eagerness to be in the arms of Mrs. Hamilton. In fact, by degrees the two 
horses increased their speed till it appeared but a second, heat of the race 
that they had bo recently atrug^ed in. It was the first time that Raby had 


TTLNET HALL. 357 

appeared in the character of a desperate rider, and the Squire was just oon- 
ceiving hopes of him as likely to make some day a tolerable master of 
hounds, at least as far as riding up to them, when to his equal astonishment 
his companion pulled up so as to throw his horse upon his haunches, and 
then proceed at a walk. 

'*It will be too abrupt," he said to the Squire, '' to go to Hawksley in 
this haste, such a shock might kill her." 

'* Not she,*' answered the Squire, his head still running upon the aunt ; 
" got more game in her, — more afraid for Grace when she sees you." 

Raby pulled up and thought a little, and at last formed his plan. 

" You must go on before. Squire, and prepare them for my coming ; do 
it as tenderly as you can. I dread any sudden agitation in her weak 
state. Pray keep that in mind : begin with the remotest hints." 

" Need n't teach me," said the Squire, with a knowing nod, ** soon be 
there — be off at once— one word though — want to know myself — how 
did you come alive ?" 

Raby stared at the speaker. 

'* Has there been any report of my death ?" 

" Report, eh," said the Squire, " something more, dead and buried — 
hearse, coffin ; and all that — was at it myself." 

" Buried !" said Raby, with fresh amazement, and gazing intently at the 
Squire, as if he thought he must be unsettled in his wits. 

" Buried regularly," answered Ned ; ** had old Stubbs on your body, 
found drown^ — family vault — funeral service, and every tning — ask 
Dr. Cobb." 

A suspicion of the truth flashed across Raby's mind in a moment 

" There has been some mistake," he said : " what was the dress?" 

*' Gtueer enough," answered Ned, with an involuntary smile ; " corded 
breeches, leather leggings, black silk waistcoat, and swallow-tailed coat." 

*' I am right," said Raby, *' that body. Squire, was poor George the sad- 
dler's. I met with him in the forest at a time when I was beset with false 
tenors. I confessed I was a fugitive for my life, and at his persuasion I 
partly changed clothes with him." 

" That's enough," said Ned, " see through it all — dead by proxy — bet- 
ter ludk for you, — follow at a walk." 

And away he galloped upon Barney, and was soon out of sight. 

Raby was now left to his own reactions, and they were many, and of 
various complexions. Such is the uneven course of human life, that mono- 
tonous years sometimes roll over one's head which are only distinguishable 
from each other by their dates in the almanac ; and then come wronging 
eventj of vital interest and importance, crowded into the space of a few 
days, nay hours. Thus during one revolution of the lon^ hand upon the 
dial, Raby had found himself a witness of the fall of his arch enemy, a 
mourner for the loss of his father, and a lover outstripping the wind to re- 
join the mistress of his soul. In such exciting moments, whilst all the 
passions are conflicting within, the spirit feels and owns its immortality 
whether for bliss or bale. Instinct with hi/^h impulses and powerful ener- 
gies, the soul feels too godlike to depend with a contingent existence upon 
a little dust The outward senses may perish, but the inward feelings is 
the life of life. In this exalted state of being, Raby was rapt : grief and 
joy, hope and fear, were panting at their extremest pitch, and the mere ma- 
terial world around was as the shadow of a dream. In a deep reverie he 
arrived at Hawksley, and Cadeau was led to depart, or remain at the gate 
at will, with the bridle on his neck, whilst the rider passed through the fa- 
miliar wicket, and hurried across the front court and entered the front door, 
which was no sooner opened to him, than the hall resounded with female 
shrieks. The Squire, who had executed his mission with admirable tact to 
Grace and Mrs. Hamilton, had not thought it necessary to break tbfi newn 
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to any body else, and accordingly, when Tibbie, who opened the door, beheld 
the face ofRaby, which she instantly recognised, she set up a load screanii 
and exclaiming, " A wraith ! a wraith !" rushed offinto the kitchen, to in- 
fect all the other servants with her national terrors. Alarmed by this re* 
caption, Raby flew up stairs to the drawing-room, and in a moment, heed* 
lees of any other presence, the betrothed lovers were folded, weeping and 
■ilent, in each other's arms. Mrs. Hamilton, with clasped hands and 
streaming eyes, enjoyed the si^ht of such an unhoped-for consummation. 
The stem Justice looked on wiSi a countenance strangely softened ; bat 
the astounded Squire actually gave a whistle of surprise, as he aaked him- 
self the question, — Was it possible she could have loved the two brothers 
at once ? Of course his reason answered in the negative, but while it re- 
lieved Grace from the imputation of flcUeness and double dealing, it was at 
some expense to her good taste. 

** My own, my own dear Qrace 7" murmured Raby, " do we meet at 
last 7'* 

And he confessed in his hearty that the present moment repaid him for 
all his past sufferings, however mtense. Grace was unable to speak, bat 
her arms replied for her as they clung more closely round his neck. 

"I must claim my share, Raby, in your remembrance," said Mr& 
Hamilton, who prudently interfered to divert and moderate the feeling^ of 
the youn^ pair, and the aunt and nephew embraced with sreat aflfection. 
The Squire's tact suggested the same course to him, he to<m the hand of 
Grace and led her to a chair. 

'* Kissing enough," he said, *' plenty of time before you ; cool your heart 
a bit — mus'nH burst it with an over-charge." 

" The Squire is right, Grace," said her father, approaching and fondly 
patting her on the hc«d— • '* Compose yourself a little now» ana be as happy 
afterwards as I wish you." 

He then went and warmly welcomied his adopted son-in-law, whose re- 
appearance was to restore his beloved daughter from that grave to which 
she seemed rapidly hastening. The lustrous eyes of Grace, and the happy 
tint which had already revived upon her cheek, amply repaid the parent tor 
his kindness, whilst he enjoyed the removal of a ourden of self-reproach 
which had weighed heavily on his mind. Even the Squire, though his sati^ 
faction was damped by looking more backward than the others, rejoiced 
that a vestiee was left of the brave old house of TyrreL He rubbed his 
hands, walked restlessly up and down, and, finally, save Raby a slap on 
the back, wishing him joy as Sir Raby Tyrrel, witn tms awkward con^li- 
ment, 

** Glad you 've turned up, boy, — ought to have been otherwise, -^ must 
feel that, — but better than nobody at ill." 

In the mean time, the lovers regarded each other with earnest interest, 



his hardships, and recompense him with her sympathy for his past sorrows ; 
and Mrs. Hamilton shared in the same wish. The justice shortly after 
retiring with the Squire to his study, to consult upon what was to be done 
with the Creole's body, and to concert subsequent measures, Raby entered 
upon the subject of his wanderings, and gave a hasty sketch of his fortunes 
and adventures. He could not, of course, trace the moral efiect of his 
variegated course upon himself, wherefore an abstract shall be given with 
a commentary. To pass over, as he did, the catastrophe which made him 
a ftigitive, and the horrors of the subsequent stormy night, spent in the 
open forest ; on the following day he arrived at Wooaley's, in St. James's 
Street, who, according to the instructions of the Creole, received him with 
every demonstration of kindness and interest in his fate. Intense anxiety 
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and hurry were ^Bscied, aad the very next morning he was shipped, vrith a 
hundred pounds in bis pocket, and fictitious letters of recommendation, on 
board of a vessel which was going, it was professed, on a voyage of disco- 
very, where Ruby's tEdents, nis skill in drawings and hb love of botany, 
would make him an acquisition. The captain, however, was a notorious 
kidnapper, and the ship had proceeded but half way on her destination, 
when sne was seized by an armed sloop that had been sent off in pursuit of 
her, at the instigation of the relatives of a vouns man of family, who was 
missing. Thus was Raby saved, probably, tVom the dreadful fate of becom- 
ing a £ive in the PlantaUons. The youth they were in quest of, however, 
was not on board, but Raby, whose eyes were opened to his danger, took 
refuge in the sloop^ Uie captain of which happened to be an old scnool-fel- 
low. He was a kind-hearted, generous, and shrewd man; and he soon 
detected that some secret grief was preying upon the mind of his passenger, 
who, in the course of a few weeks, acquired his warmest regard and 
esteem. By degrees, he won Raby'a entire confidence, and in the dreadful 
story tiiat was confided to him, the captain, a veteran in the ways of life, 
immediately suspected villany, and eventually brought Raby over to his 
own opinion. The feelings of the latter underwent an inunediate change ; 
indignation and disgust took the place of remorse and self-reproach ; his 
mind was re-strung, while the sharp bracing sea air invigorated his frame. 
He had besides to take a share in stirring events and active labour. A 
dreadful storm had compelled every hand on board to work at the pumps ; 
and, on another occasion, the attack of a celebrated pirate, notorious for 
never giving quarter, armed every hand for its life, and Raby, in extreme 
contrast to all his former habits, found himself fighting foot to foot, and 
dealing wounds and destruction on savages in the shape of men. The 
effect of these compulsory exertions was very salutary ; the energies of his 
mind and body were aroused, his spuit rallied, and meeentle Raby lost a 
portion of his gentleness, which he could well spare. He determined even 
to do vengeance on his treacherous knsman, and kept earnest watch for 
the white clifis of his country, with mingled yearnings. But the return of 
the sloop was delayed by counter orders received at sea, and the impatience 
of the exile made him embark himself on board a small merchantman, 
which was soon ader taken by a French privateer. A new prospect now 
opened upon Umof being a prisoner, perhaps for life, in a foreign oungeon; 
when, even in sight of the French coast, an EngUsh gun-brig hove in sight, 
and, after a short but animated chase, and a long and desperate action, the 
privateer struck, and Raby again found himself at liberty amongst his 
countrymen. A fishing smack set him on shore, with slender means, and 
without credentials, on the coast of his native country, and a great part of 
his journey towards the Hall had been nuule on foot. Such rapid vicissi- 
tudes of fortune, however trying and attended with a^ny, had been of the 
most signal benefit, bodily and mentally, to his constitution ; like the prac- 
tice of a skilful but severe surgeon, they had removed all the morbid parts 
that prevented jthe healing of his wounds. He aroused from the dreary ab- 
stractions of poetry, to the stem practical prose of human life, and was an 
altered man. But his head had changed, not his heart; his views were 
different, not his feelings. With the same old love for the really beautiful 
and really good, he had learned to detect and abhor their stimulants : with 
the same tenderness and gentleness as before, towards the tender and gen- 
tle, he had acquured a spurit of active not passive r^sistanco to the violent and 
the unjust 

It is a modem discovery, that a hard blow will render any bar of iron 
magnetic when held in a due direction, and by something of the same ham- 
menng process, his heart had acouired its complete p<?arity of attraction 
and repulsion. He had only loved fonnerlv, but in addition, he now hated, 
in the moral acceptation of that word by Doctor Johnson ; and he had be- 
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coni«, to adopt an expressive phrase of the Fancv, " good with both hands.'* 
In the more apposite words of Miranda, in the l^empest, in reference to her 
beloved Ferdinand, the affectionate Grace could apply the same perfect 
character to her restored lover, that he was " gentle and not fearful." 

In justification of this theory, Raby's eyes glowed .as he described the 
sea-fivht with the pirate, and how, contending ror life, liberty, and love, he 
slew the chief renegade with his own sword. His hands were clenched, and 
lits teeth set, as he mentioned St Kitts ^ and his foot even stamped as he 
confessed that his first object on touching English ground was to stretch 
his murderous kinsman on its turf. But then he melted like a woman when 
he spoke of his father and brother, and the sufferings of his dear Grace ; he 
was still the same affectionate merciful bein«, in love with all creatures, 
however minute, that were harmless and unoffending. He had no longer 
any spurious sensibility, it is true: he would have shot a hare, a pheasant, 
or a partridge, but he would not ** needlessly set foot upon a worm." 

On the anniversary of Raby's return, he was united to Grace Rivers, a 
union that promised the more felicity as the parties had already fulfilled 
that universal condition of human happiness, that it shall be alloyed with 
^rief. Thdr bliss was as perfect as it was pure, and as they stood toge- 
ther at the altar, tlie young couple might have adopted the beautiful lines 
quoted in »' The Old Couple ;"— 

" Blest happiness I — Gentfyj fnyjoys, duttf, 
Lutye do tnreak the veaael you $houldJiUr 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Thb postcript of a letter is generally supposed to contain the subjects nearest to the 
writer's heart ; but in a novel, on the contrary, it merely glances usually at the fate and 
fortunes of the subordinate characters of the Dramatia Peraorub. Briefly, then, be it 
said, that a Coroner's verdict of " Justifiable Homicide" absolved the Squire from all 
legal consequences on account of the death of the Creole. The evidence of Raby, in 

{>roof of the unfair conduct of the deceased, in shooting so prematurely, partly induc> 
ng the iury to give such a sentence. Ned, however, was coa-iderably embarrassed by 
having his j9ror«We lefl upon his hands, whose claims had been superseded by the re> 
turn of a nearer Heir to the Hall ; but from this difficulty he was extricated by the poor 
student himself. For some time he maintained a decent exterior and correct conduct ; 
but one unlucky day the influence of his old habits prevailed, and for the ensuing week 
he was never sober fbr an hour. Occasionally, Mr. Twigg had the mortification of 8ee< 
ing his cousin ranting before his door, ** with his tail on," as the H>ghlander8 say of 
their chieftains, for there was always a troop of boys laughing, capering, and shouting 
after Tom in Tatters. This annoyance, added to the failure of all their country specu- 
lations, gave a disgust to the Ex-Sheriff and his family ; they suddenly found out that 
the air of Hollington did not agree with them. — the Hive was sold at less than prime 
cost, — and they returned to the metropolis, where the blue and orange liveries, and the 
bright brass bees, were paraded every Sunday in Hyde Park. Matilda gave her hand 
to a rich soap-boiler ; and T. junior married a house-maid, to the uuer dismay of his 
family, and their displeasure was aggravated by his defence. She was <* a tight little 
one,*' he said : <' twice as much of a lady as his mother ; and as a beauty, beat 'Tilda 
all to sticks.*' 

Similar to the fate of Tom In Tatters^ was that of Unlucky Joe, who also found a pa 
tron. The new Baronet tried to mend his fortune by installing him in the porter's lodge 
at tho Hall ; but though luck came at last, it arrived too late. 

The poor fatalist, in his way to take possession, was knocked down, and run over by 
the last of all vehicles that ought to run away, a broad-wheeled wagon. Strange tu say, 
his misfortunes arrived at this climax, corresponding with his own superstitious fore- 
bodings, on a Friday, and on that very Friday, too, which. In the Christian calendar. 
Is described as Gtood ! 

The remains of Indiana slept undiscovered for years, and when found at last, pre- 
sented merely a human skeleton enveloped in faded silk. Her name and origin were 
unknown, and she was never spoken of, but as the Queen of the Gipsies, nor was any 
human being conscious of the secret induence she had exercijBed over the fate of two 
ffenorations of the family that inherited Ttlnet Haix. 
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